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HE  Fifth  Volume  of  therlpWfiTtCAi  HtGi3TE» 
is  now  presented  to  the  Public  :bje  tbe*  Editor,' -with 
his  sincere  thanks  for  the  flatteiingfeGeptioh 'which 
the  former  Volumes  have  experlenct^ct.  '  His;  t^or- 
respondents  also  will,  he  trusts,  accept  his  grateiiil 
acknowledgment  of  their  kind  assistance. 

To  render  the  Work  deserving  of  the  support 
which  it  has  received,  every  exertion  in  the  power 
of  the  Editor  has  been  made,  and  he  fl$itters  himself 
that  his  efforts  have  been  crowned  with  success. 
Of  the  ^^  Original  Poetry"  he  will  say  nothing*  He 
leaves  it  to  speak  for  itself.  In  the  department  of 
^'  Fugitive  Poetry"  there  will  be  found  many  pieces 
highly  worthy  of  being  preserved,  which  had  become 
do  scarce  as  not  to  be  obtained  without  cousiderabU 
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IV 

difficulty.  It  is  the  Editor's  intention  to  give  a 
'^  local  habitation"  to  every  Fugitive  Poem  of  merit 
ivhich  he  can  procure^  and  wliich  has  not  already 
found  a  place  in  any  collection  of  the  same  kind  as 
his  own. 

Unavoidable  circumstances  have  delayed  the  pub-> 
lication  of  the  present  Volume  to  a  later  period 
than  was  intended.  The  Sixth  Volume  will,  how- 
't^yt^.ceMsunly: appear /in  June.  A  considerable 
"jWrOoltt'of^it,  nearly  •flie  "whole  of  the  Fugitive  Poe- 
trv»  is'ai  d^l^idioav^ot  printed.  The  Editor,  there- 
fose..faniestrjJ/e4uest$  that  his  Correspondents  will, 
as  Vb^'^  .^.  JA}s^ib|e, ;  forward  their  contributions ; 
addressed  to  him,  under  cover,  to  Messrs.  Riving- 
tons.  They  will  also  please  to  mark  ^^  Fugitive"  on 
such  pieces  as  have  appeared  in  print. 

To  save  Correspondents  the  trouble  of  sending 
to  the  Publishers  for  such  Poems  as  are  not  approved 
of  by  the  Editor,  he  begs  leave  to  inform  them  that 
all  rejected  contributions  a^e  committed  to  the 
flames^ 
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THE  NEW  YEAR. 

A  VISION. 

iY    WILLIAM    PRESTOX,    ESO, 


Disliking  ci'ouds,  nor  apt  to  roam, 

It  chanc'd  that  I  was  far  from  home, 

'Midst  idle  mirth,  and  festal  chear, 

Yet,  far  from  home,  my  heart  was  there. 

The  time  in  sportive  sallies  flew  ; 

Then,  midnight  parts  the  jovial  crew. 

And  all,  dispersing,  seek  repose. 

The  lights  they  quench,  the  doors  they  close. 

While  embers  shot  a  glimmering  ray, 
Upon  my  couch  I  musing  lay  ; 
And  thought  on  those  I  left  behind, 
^fill  sleep  absorb'd  the  pow'rs  of  mind : 
Yet,  ev'n  in  slumber,  fancy  wrought. 
And  home  was  present  to  my  thought. — 
— ^The  winds  were  hush'd,  the  night  was  still, 
And  silent  ev'n  the  neighbouring  rill, 
Forbidden  by  the  season  frore,  , 
To  pass  the  bank,  or  loudly  roar. 


The  birds  with  head  beneath  their  wing 
Await  the  star*,  that  bids  them  sing, 
Nor  living  thing,  that  shuns  the  light, 
Was  heard  to  prowl  or  scream  that  night* 

Then  suddenly  I  start  from  rest-— 
A  pleasing  horror  fill'd  my  breast. 
A  rustling  noise  I  seem'd  to  hear ; 
It  still  resounds  on  fancy's  ear. 
No  more  the  hearth,  with  glimmering  ray. 
Might  object  in  the  room  display : 
Yet  some  strange  lustre  glanc'd  around, 
And  near  my  couch  a  boy  I  found. 

Scant  was  the  hair  his  temples  bore ; 
And  tho'  a  child  his  head  was  hoar. 
His  limbs  contrapted  all  by  cold, 
Limbs.  infjEintine,  with  features  .old. 
Awhile  I  gazM — with  wonder  wild — 
Then, — "  Who  art  thou,  unhappy  Child  f 
*^  How  ill  thy  nurse  hath  play'd  her  part ! 
**  To  see  thy  plight  afflicts  my  heart, 
^*  If  sickly  manhood  thou  shalt  gain, 
^*  Sure,  all  thy  days  are  mark'4  for  pain,' 

"  Dismiss  thy  sympathy ;  (he  said) 
**  I  grow  without  the  nurse's  aid. 
**  To  charm  the  world,  in  beauty's  pride, 
**  My  cheeks  with  mantling  blushes  dyed, 
**  As  frank  as  love,  as  nature  fair, 
^*  I  soon  shall  wave  my  fragrant  hair ; 
**  And  ev'ry  painted  flow'r  combin'd 
^^  Shall  with  my  fragrant  hair  be  twin'd  : 
•*  Thep  birds  shall  hover  round  my  head, 
f*  And  nymphs  for  me  the  dances  lead. 

f  lyucifer,  or  tfa«  Morning  Star, 
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**  My  power  shall  draw  the  herbage^  up^ 
"  And  fill  with  dew  the  flowret's  cup ; 
"  The  Zephyrs  eall,  and  genial  rains, 
"  Diffusing  beauty  o'er  the  plains. — 
**  With  many  a  bud,  and  many  a  flow'r, 
"  1  deck  the  simple  rustic  bow  r, 
"  And  bid  the  broad  meridian  glare 
**  Show  all  is  good,  and  all  is  fair. 
*'  Love  reigns  triumphant,  earth  is  glad, 
*^  In  vigour,  and  in  beauty  clad. 
*<  Then  all  that  life  demands  1  yield  ; 
**  The  yellow  harvests  crown  the  field ; 
The  orchards  glow  with  ruddy  fruit. 
And  clusters  load  the  Vihy  shoot. 
"  My  task  performed— -by  nature's  plan, 
**  My  beauty  fades,  contracts  my  span : 
**  Dejectedj  chilly,  dark,  and  pale, 
**  Approaching  fate,  in  showers  I  wail. 
"  For,  when  the  nights  devour  the  days, 
"  The  fun'ral  pile  for  me  shall  blaze* 
*^  The  bird  of  dawning  all  night  long, 
**  Shall  sing  my  loud  funereal  song.— 
"  Deceased  my  elder  Brother  lies, 
**  But,  from  his  sepulchre  I  rise  ; 
"  And,  when  th'  allotted  hour  is  come^ 
*^  I  too  must  fill  an  early  tomb. 
"  Tho'  early  not  untimely  call, 
*^  What  Heav'n  ordains  the  lot  of  all^ 
**  A  brother  from  my  tomb  shall  rise, 
•*  To  feed  our  race,  with  new  supplies/' 
"  O  boy  (said  I)  with  anguish  keen, 
'*  Full  many  of  thy  race  I've  seen, 
**  Oft  have  they  flatter'd  me  with  good, 
**  And  left  me  plung'd  in  Sorrow's  fiood. 
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^*  Their  gife  have  ever  been  at  strife,  ^ 

*•  And  choquerM  so  my  web  of  life, 
"  That  Jcarce  my  recollection  knows, 
"  If  I  should  call  them  friends  or  foes. 
"  Yetj  since  thou  com'st  by  heav'ns  decree, 
"  O  boy,  thou  welcome  art  to  me. 

But  smile,  I  pray,  with  aspect  bland, 

And  bring  a  bleissing  in  thine  hand. 
'*  Oh  guard  the  dear  domestic  train, 
"  From  grief  and  care,  disease  and  pain  ; 
'*  Dearer  than  being  to  my  mind, 

By  whom  a  charm  in  life  I  find. 

So  be  thy  cou^e  perform'd  in  peace, 

While  foreign  wars,  and  factions  cease ; 
"  Nor  pestilence  nor  famine  mark 
"  Thy  chronicle  with  letters  dark. 
"  Ma/st  thou  the  gate  of  Janus  close, 
"  And^ive  the  harassed  world  repose  !" 

With  brighten'd  aspect,  then,  the  child 
Turn'd  round  to  mc — and  turning  smil'd. — 
And  told  me  "  from  thy  peaceful  home, 

With  tidings  of  good-will,  I  come. 

For  I  have  paid  my  visit  there, 
"  To  meet  content  and  lively  cheer ; 
"  And  mark'd,  unseen,  around  the  fire, 
'*  The  smiling  train  in  mirth  conspire. 
'"  Embodied  none  my  form  could  see, 
'•  Yet  ail  a  welcome  paid  to  me. 
"  To:Sing  my  birth  has  been  thy  care. 
**  Speak  then  : — and  I  will  hear  thy  pray'r.*^ — 

**  I  shall  propound  no  mighty  task. 
"  A  moderate  boon  from  time  1  ask. 
•*  Give  riches  to  the  sordid  race  ; 
"  Give  honours*  to  the  mean  and  base; 
**  Power  to  the  false^ambitious  mind ; 
^  Fame  to  the  foes  of  human  kind; 
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Give  me  Contentment — that  alone^ 
Be  mine  peculiar,  and  my  own. 
.But,  to  the  children  of  my  love, 
Oh  may  thy  lapse  propitious  prove ; 
While  Winter's  cold  and  Summer's  ra^ 
Conduct  them  forward  on  their  way, 
\/ith  form  erect,  and  placid  brow, 
May  they  in  health  and  virtue  grow. 
May  ev'ry  hour,  that  passes,  shed 
A  blessing  on  each  infant  head ; 
And  onward  to  perfection  guide. 
The  parent's  hope,  the  future  pride  : 
And  should  thine  exit  find  my  store, 
Diminish'd  not,  but  rather  more  ; 
I  then  shall  hail  thee,  as  my  friend, 
And  song  shall  celebrate  thine  end."—-: 
"  I  grant  thy  pra/r — forthdi  (he  said) 
"  Like  Judah's  king  hast  wisely  pray'd." 
1806. 
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AN  INSCRIPTION. 

Art  thou  a  Man  of  honest  mould. 
With  fervent  heart,  and  soul  sincere, 
A  husband,  father,  frieid? — Behold! 
Thy  brother  slumbers  here. 

The  sun,  that  wakes  the  violet's  bloom, 
Once  cheer'd  his  eye,  now  dark  in  death; 
The  wind,  that  wanders  o'er  his  tomb, 
Was  once  his  vital  breath. 

But  mark  ! — the  wind  shall  pass  away, 
The  sun  shall  vanish  from  the  sky, — 
Thy  brother's  bones,  in  that  great  day, 
Shall  live, — and  never  die. 
BHrrriiip,  FSBBUARY,  1806.  ALCJKVi^. 
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CONJUGAL  MADRIGAU5  AND  ODES, 

BT  THE  LATE  REV.  THOMAS  SEWARD. 

FIRST  MADRIGAL, 

ADDRESSED  TO  MRS.  SEWARD*. 


Mt  lov'd  Eliza,  shall  the  fire 
Of  wild,  intemperate  desire 

Glow  on  each  Poet's  tongue. 
While  every  Swain  in  every  grove 
To  luckless,  or  to  lawless  love 

Attunes  the  amorous  song  ? 

And  shall  not  joy  con/irm'dj  the  best 
And  gayest  inmate  of  the  breast, 

Awake  one  Muse's  lute  ? 
Shall  airy  Hope  exalt  her  strain, 
Despair  in  dying  notes  complain, 

Yet  Gratitude  be  mute  ? 

*  When  tliese  Madrigals  were  written,  their  author  had  beea 
vecenUy  mimriedy  and  was  residing  at  his  living,  Eyam,  in  the 
liighest  part  of  the  Peak  of  Derbyshire.  The  succeeding  Odes 
were  composed  a  few  ye.ars  after.  The  Authoress,  Anna  Seward» 
It  the  fruit  of  that  marriage.  Two  of  her  sisters  died  in  their  in- 
fancy, and  one  lived  to  attain  the  age  of  nineteen.  Mr.  Seward 
was  the  celebrated  editor  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Plays,  in 
conjunction  with  a  Mr.  SimpCbn,  of  London.  The  ingenious  and 
critical  notes  were  chiefly  Mr.  Seward's.  He  afterwards  became 
Canon  of  lichfield,  and  made  that  city  his  home. 


While  Cupids,  in  the  face  of  day,  . 
Their  little,  wanton  brands  display. 

And  scatter  round  their  rays. 
Shall  Hymen's  pure  and  equal  flamt 
Suppress  in  indolence,  or  shame. 

The  Heaven-enkindled  blaze  ? 

A  wiser  and  more  virtuous  rule 
la  Nature's  uncorrupted  school 

The  feathered  Songsters  learn, 
The  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thrush. 
Still  fluttering  chirp  from  bush  to  bush 

When  first  with  love  they  burn« 

But  when  com  pleat  the  genial  nest, 
Each  of  his  pretty  mate  possest. 

Their  joys  then  know  no  bounds 
Music  expands  their  little  throats. 
And  with  the  wild,  ecstatic  notes 
Hills,  woods,  and  skies  resound. 
ttAU,  jLFUih  5,  1743. 


SECOND  MADRIGAL. 

.     TO  THE  SAM£. 

ErLiZA,  Love  his  fire  hath  spent 
Betwixt  myself  and  thee. 

His  ardent  heat  in  me  is  pent, 
His  light  all  shines  in  thee. 

We  had  broke  the  elemental  right 
Had  we  from  wedlock  run, 

For  Nature  wills  that  heat  and  light 
Incorporate  in  one, 

XfAU,  MARCH  7,  1743. 
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FIRST  CONJUGAL  ODE. 

ADDRESSED  TO  MUS.  SEWARD. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

Oft  to  my  memory  rise  the  fanes, 
Adorning  bright  Italian  plains, 

Which  erst  my  steps  had  trac'd  *, 
When,  having  pass'd  each  Alpine  height; 
I  mark'd,  with  wonder  and  delight, 

The  Boasts  of  Art  and  Taste : 

Saw  streets  of  palaces  appear 
Where  stately  Genoa  shines  afar; 

Saw  Venice  crown  the  Main ; 
Gay  Florence,  in  her  pride,  impart 
The  Glories,  which  existing  art 

Still  emulates  in  vain; 

And  Naples  her  fair  form  display 
Reflected  in  her  ample  bay,  ^ 

When  Suns  their  lustre  pour, 
Yet  sighing  moraliz'd  her  fate. 
And  felt  of  its  tremendous  date 

Th'  inevitable  hour  f : 

And  when  the  Moon,  with  softer  eye, 
Stood  silvering  wide  the  darksome  sky. 

Saw  red  W^suvius  stand. 
While  o'er  the  waveless  flood  serene 
The  sanguine  glare  and  silver  sheen 

Dividually  expand : 

♦  Mr.  Seward  had  visited  several  of  the  French  and  Italian 
Cities  with  hi?  Pupil,  Lord  Charles  Fiteroy,  wlio  died  6n  hb  tra« 
vttls.     He  was  youngest  son  to  the  late  Duke  of  Grafton. 

t  By  the  eruptions  of  Mount  Vesuvius  from  which  her  narrow 
and  repeated  escapes  have  been  almost  miraculoiu* 
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And  trod  witb  awe  the  scene  sublirmy  • 
Those  VV^recks  august,  which  ruthless  Time. 

On  seven  proud  hills  hath  strovvn. 
Where  Rome,  her  radiant  skies  beneath. 
Sits  with  the  solemn  air  of  Death 

Upon  her  ruin'd  throne. 

0,  Italy  !  how  vast  the  boons 
Which  Empires,  Arts,  arid  cloudless  Suns 

Have  lavished  on  thy  plains ! 
Woods,"  that  in  pomp  theatric  wave. 
As  Tybur,  Po,  and  Arno  lave 

Thy  vallies,  and  thy  fanes. 

Triumphs  of  Nature,  Power,  and  A&t, 
Ye  may,  ye  must  delight  impart. 

Yet  mournful  the  survey. 
Where  loose  Intrigue  and  Bigot  Zeal, 
And  fell  Revenge,  with  coward  steely 

Eclipse  the  moral  day. 

How  pleas'd,  my  foreign  circuit  o'er. 
Thy  wayward  skies,  thy  storm-beat  shoiv 

Green  vales,  and  thy  my  hills, 
My  native  Isle,  again  I  haii'd, 
While  all  the  patriot  pride  prcvail'd 

The  British  heart  that  fills ! 

And  I  have  built  my  nest  where  rise 
]\Iountains  that  stand  in  loftiest  guise. 

Peak's  windy  shrine  to  shield  ; 
Rocks,  on  whose  summits,  far  and  wide^ 
Bleak  cliffs  and  grey  louc  heaths  divide 

Ib^ach  stoue-fenc'd,  naked  field. 

Vet  oft  we  meet  the  tangled  dale 

Low  sunk,  or  rich  romantic  vale, 

Where  foliag'd  rivers  twine  i 
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Thro'  rocky  channeb  roar  amain, 
Or,  leading  smooth  their  deepened  train^ 
The  Scene's  soft  mirror  shine. 

When  blow  around  each  craggy  height 
The  bitter  winds  of  Winter  night, 

Or  snows  incessant  fall, 
My  fair  Eliza,  blest  with  thee, 
Nor  winds  I  hear,  nor  snows  I  see. 

For  Love  compensates  all. 

What  sacred  joy  with  thee  to  share 
Each  lively  hope,  each  anxious  care 

That  Parents'  hearts  possess ; 
Behold  our  Infants'  rising  charms, 
Whose  asking  eyes,  whose  twining  arms 

Invite  our  fond  caress ! 

Ye  tender  Charities,  which  bind 
In  rosy  chains  the  feeling  Mind, 

And  Soul  to  Soul  unite, 
When  married  Love's  benignant  sway 
Shall  energize  each  cheerful  day 

And  bless  the  quiet  night. 

Yours  is  the  fair  reverse  of  crimes 
Which  stain  the  more  luxuriant  Climes, 

When  lawless  Passions  flame ; 
Our  hearts,  my  dear  Eliza,  melt 
In  joys,  that  leave  no  sting  of  guilt, 

No  sullying  hue  of  shame. 

'  When  droop  and  fade  the  short-liv'd  floweri 
That  Cupid  twines  in  Orange  bowers 

With  Aconite's  fell  sprays. 
Our  Hymeneal  wreath  shall  glow, 
Unwither'd  still  by  any  woe 
That  clouds  terrestrial  days. 
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Grief  comes  to  all,  by  High  Behest, 
Nq  Eden  blooms  for  transient  Guest, 

But  wide  the  Portals  stand, 
Thro'  which  the  pure  of  heart  and  life 
Shall  gain,  ^when  past  this  mortal  strife. 

The  promised,  blissful  Land. 

Choice  of  my  heart,  so  may  we  live 

As  palms  of  Mercy  to  receive. 

Our  Souls  redeemed,  and  free. 

Then  prayer  shall  be  absorbed  in  praise. 

Our  finite  in  eternal  days, 

Our  Hope  in  Certainty  | 
sTAMy  JAN.  le,  1746. 


SECOND  ODE, 

On  Mas.  Seward's  JUness  after  the  Death  of  her  Child. 

Cruel  Disease,  why  do  thy  ghastly  Bands 
War  unprovok'd  with  gentle  Temperance  wage  ? 

And  cannot  Beauty's  fair,  uplifted  hands. 
Nor  lifeless  Innocence  thy  wrath  assuage  ? 

And  must  thy  darts  that  lovely  breast  annoy 

By  Nature  form'd  for  love,  alacrity,  and  joy? 

Go,  dire  Disease,  and  tire  the  Drunkard's  brain, 
Pr  with  hot  viands  gorge  the  Glutton's  throat ! 

These  are  the  destin'd  victims  of  thy  reign. 

To  thee,  and  Vice,  thy  Sister  Power,  devote ; 

Who  to  each  sense  impure  their  beings  sell. 

Forming  a  league  with  Death,  a  covenant  with  HelU 

Or  go.  Disease,  the  Miser's  sinews  screw 
With  spasm  convulsive,^ and  corroding  smart| 

Wko  ne'er  for  others'  sufferings  pity  knew, 
Nor  dar'd  a  mite  e'en  to  himself  impart ; 
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The  worthless  Soul  from  his  starv'd  Carcase  wrini^. 
And  his  iroprison'd  hoards  in  circling  bounty  fling ! 

Or  let  the  fiercest  of  your  horrid  Crew 

Seize  the  vile  Letcher  in  his  midnight  haunt. 

Or  dark  Adultress,  whose  deceiving  hue 
Of  spotless  chastity  makes  outward  vaunt ! 

Blast  her  proud  beauty  with  contagion  foul, 

And  be  her  face  and  fame  as  lepcrous  as  her  soul ! 

My  own  Eliza  ne'er  in  wish  or  thought 

Lax'd  the  strong  texture  of  her  marriage  vow ; 

"With  truth  and  tenderness  her  soul  is  fraught. 
And  Innocence  sits  smiling  on  her  brow  ; 

She  ne'er,  when  want  implor'd,  withheld  relief. 

Her  pity-dropping  eye  still  melts  o'er  others'  grief. 

Is  it  a  crime  that  Nature's  softest  make 

Shou'd  shrink  beneath  stern  Deprivation's  blow  ? 

That  nerves  too  delicately  strung  shou'd  quake 
With  thrilling  dread  and  agonizing  woe  f 

That  rapt  in  heart-struck  misery  she  stood. 

And  o'er  her  dying  Babe  fast  pour*d  the  scalding  flood  ? 

O,  killing  stroke!  in  my  sweet  Infant's  face 

A  perfect  model  of  her  Mother  grew  ; 
Nature  ne'er  gave  a  Child  more  winning  grace, 

Nor  Raphael,  Nature's  Rival,  ever  drew. 
Go,  lovely  Babe,  to  Heaven's  bright  Regions  haste. 
For  there,  and  only  there,  thy  beauties  are  surpass'd ! 

And  O  !  if  God  hath  this  affliction  sent 
On  my  lov'd  Consort  for  her  Husband's  sin. 

In  dust  and  ashes  let  my  Soul  repent, 

And  may  the  Poor's  mtreaties  mercy  win  ! 

Th'  uplifted  dart  may  Charity  arrest. 

And  hold  th'  impassive  shield  on  dear  Eliza'^  breast  L 
«VABi}  A^asL  i4i  1748* 
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THE  FILBERD  TREE. 

A  RUSTIC  PLAINT, 

BY  T.  PARK,  ESQ, 


I  HAD  a  little  comely  cot, 

As  neat  as  cottage  well  could  bo  ; 

And  near  it  rose  a  garden-plot, 

Where  flourished  one  embowering  tree-— 
Ah,  'twas  a  tree  of  trees  to  me  I 

To  my  neat  cot  it  gave  a  name, 
A  Filberd  was  my  favourite  tree  ; 

Who  saw  it  prais'd  it  into  fame, 

And  e'en  my  neighbours,  envying  me. 
Confessed — it  was  a  goodly  tree. 

Its  graceful  branches  o'er  my  head 
Wav'd  wide  an  arched  canopy  ; 

And  its  broad  leaves  benignly  .spread 
A  fan  of  green  embroidery. 
That  shaded  all  my  family. 

It  was  a  screen  from  wind  or  sun, 

A  veil  from  curiosity  ; 
And  when  its  summer  bloom  was  gone. 

We  still  could  feast,  with  social  glee. 

On  its  autumnal  fruitery. 
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E'en  Winter  oft  has  seen  it  gay. 

With  fretted  frost-work  spangled  o'er; 

While  pendants  droop'd  from  every  spray^ 
Amd  crimson  budlets  told  once  more 
That  Spring  would  all  its  charms  restoje. 

But  I  have  left  that  comely  cot  ' 

Where  blossoms  now  my  favourite  tree: 

And  I  possess  an  ampler  spot^ 
Which  boasts  of  more  variety. 
And  more  enraptures  all  but  me^ 

For  what  I  once  have  help'd  to  rear. 
Have  treasur'd  with  a  guardian  eye. 

To  my  weak  heart  must  still  be  deary 
To  my  fond  thought  will  oft  be  nigh — 
Thee,  Filberd,  still  for  thee  I  sigh  ! 


TW 


Co]»i>  is  the  heart  that  does  not  thrill 
At  Beauty's  kindling  g}ance. 

Base  is  the  arm  that  would  not  still 
In  Beauty'^  cause  advance ! 

Ne'er  may  his  breast  with  gladness  glov^ 

Whom  Beauty  cannot  fire ; 
And,  by  misfortune's  sternest  blow. 

Unwept  may  he  expire  ! 
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THE    WIDOW. 


Written  at  the  Request  of  a  Lady,  who  furnished  several  of 
the  Lines,  and  many  of  the  Thoughts* 


Ah  !  who  is  she  that  sits  and  weep. 

And  gazes. on  the  narrow  mound? 

— In  that  fresh  grave  her  I'rue- Love  sleeps. 

Her  heart  Hcs  with  him  in  the  ground  : 

She  heeds  not,  while  hex  babe,  at  play, 

Plucks  the  frail  flowers,  that  gaily  bloom, 

And  casts  them,  as  they  fade  away, 

In  garlands  on  its  Father's  tomb  : 

— Unconscious  where  its  Father  lies, 

"  Sweets  to  the  sweet !"  the  prattler  cries  : 

Ah  !  then  she  starts,  looks  up,  her  eyes  o'erflow 

With  all  a  Mother's  love,  and  all  a  Widow's  woe. 

Again  she  lurns  away  her  head. 
Nor  marks  her  Infant's  sportive  air, 
Its  cherub-cheeks  all  rosy  red, 
Its  sweet  blue  eyes,  and  yellow  hair ; 
Silent  she  turns  away  her  head, 
Nor  dare  behold  that  happy  face. 
Where  smile  the  features  of  the  dead, 
In  lineaments  of  fairy  grace : 
In  which  at  once,  with  transport  wild. 
She  sees  her  husband  and  her  child  ; 
Ah  !  then  her  bosom  bums,  her  eyes  o'erflow 
With  ail  a  Mother's  love,  and  all  a  Widow'j  wo«. 
iroL.  V.  c 
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And  still  I  find  her  sitting  here, 

Though  dark  October  frowns  on  all ; 

And  from  the  limetrees  rustling  near 

The  scattered  leaves  around  her  fall : 

O  then  it  charms  her  inmost  soul, 

It  suits  the  sadness  of  her  mind, 

To  watch  the  clouds  of  autumn  roll. 

And  listen  to  the  evening  wind  ; 

In  every  shadow,  every  blast, 

The  spirits  of  enjoyments  past, 

She  sees,  she  hears ; — ah !  then  her  eyes  o'erfloTr 

Not  with  a  Mother's  love,  but  with  a  Widow's  woe. 

The  peasant  dreads  the  driving  storm, 

Yet  pauses  as  he  hastens  by, 

Views  the  pale  ruin  of  her  form. 

The  desolation  of  her  eye. 

Beholds  her  babe  for  shelter  creep 

Behind  the  grave-stone's  dreary  shade. 

Where  all  its  Father's  wishes  sleep, 

And  all  its  Mother's  hopes  are  laid  ; 

Remembering  then  his  own  heart's  joy, 

A  rosy  wife,  a  blooming  boy  ! 

O  God,"  be  sighs,  "  when  1  am  thus  laid  low. 
Must  my  poor  Partner  feel  a  widow'd  Mother's 

V* 


woe!' 


He  gently  stretches  out  his  arm. 
And  calls  the  babe  in  accents  mild ; 
The  Mother  shrieks  with  strange  alarm, 
And  snatches  up  her  weeping  child  : 
She  thought  that  voice  of  tender  tone. 
Those  accents  soft,  endearing,  kind. 
Came  from  beneath  the  hollow  stone ! 
—He  marks  the  wandering  of  her  mind, 
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And  musing  on  his  happier  lot, 
Seeks  the  warm  comforts  of  his  cot ; 
He  meets  his  wife  ; — ah  !  then  his  eyes  o'orflow; 
She  feds  a  Mothei^s  love, — nor  dteads  a  Widowi 
woe ! 

The  storm  retires ; — and  hark  1  the  bird, 

The  lonely  bird  of  Autumn's  reign; 

From  yonder  waving  elm  is  heard ; — 

O  what  a  wild  and  simple  strain  ! 

See  the  delighted  Mourner  start, 

While  Robin- Red  breast's  evening  song 

Pours  all  its  sweetness  thro'  her  heart, 

And  soothes  her  as  it  trills  along : 

Then  gleams  tier  eye ;  her  fancy  hears 

The  warbled  music  of  the  spheres ; 

She  clasps  her  babe  ;  she  feels  her  bosom  glow. 

And  in  the  Mother's  love  forgets  the  Widow's  woe. 

Go  to  thine  home,  forsaken  Fair ! 
Go  to  thy  solitary  home : 
Thou  lovely  Pilgrim  i  in  despair, 
To  thy  Saint's  shrine  no  longer  roam; 
He  rt;st»  not  here; — thy  soul's  delight 
Attends  where'er  thy  footsteps  tread ; 
He  watches  in  the  depth  of  night, 
A  guardian  Angel,  round  thy  bed, 
And  still  a  Father,  fondly  kind, 
Loves  the  dear  pledge  he  left  behind  ; 
Behold  that  Pledge? — then  cease  thy  tears  to  flew. 
And  in  the  Mother's  love  forget  the  Widow's  woe. 

«asrrx£LDt  o«tobir,  1805. 
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ON  LEAVING  BATH, 

AMD 

RETURNING  TO  COLLEGE; 

TO  A  LADY, 

JVho  had  complained  of  the  Autho/s  Silence  onthat  Occasion, 


From  thought-seducing  rapture  fled, 
Once  more  I  woo  these  classic  bowers ; 

Once  more  as  wont  yon  cloister's  pale 

Invites  my  solitary  tread, 

But,  ah  !  to  cheat  the  lingering  hours^ 

Can  wit  or  wisdom  now  avail  ? 

Then  from  that  dear  complaining  tongue 

No  more  Eliza  let  me  hear 
What  scenes  before  this  rigid  eye 
Have  pass'd,  unheeded  or  unsung, 

Quit  every  Muse  the  breast  severe 
That  could  the  tuneful  boon  deny  ! 

What  though  I  saw  with  steady  view 

Bi^th  spread  of  nymphs  her  proud  array ; 

And  fac'd  with  anguish  well  concealed 

I'he  shafts  that  frequent  round  me  flew, 
Think  not  that  from  the  fatal  field 

I  bore  a  heart  entire  away  ! 
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Nor  yet,  believe  me,  thus  retir'd, 

Hill,  grove,  or  lawn  my  plaint  resound ; 

A  secret  pleasure  soothes  my  pain. 

And  with  heroic  ardour  fir'd 
I  cherish  each  illustrious  wound 

In  memory  of  that  bright  campaign. 

OXOK«  T.  F, 


/ 


TO  ELIZA. 


BY  THE  REV.  J,  WHITEH0U8E. 


If  e'er  against  that  pure,  ingenuous  breast 
Envy,  or  jealous  Pride  should  lift  the  dart. 

Or  Slander  vile,  or  Treachery  thee  molest. 

Ne'er  shall  their  ruthless  arrows  reach  thy  heart* 

For  o'er  thy  bosom,  its  securest  guard. 
Meek  Innocence  shall  wave  her  snowy  shield. 
And  gentle  Truth  and  Honour  take  the  field. 

With  champion-arm  to  quell  the  foe  prepared ; 

These  sainted  forms  by  bright  Religion  led 
Shall  round  thy  steps  their  daily  station  keep. 
With  seraph  vigils  watch  around  thy  sleep. 

And  circle,  like  a  starry  zone,  thy  head  1 
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MOUNT  ETNA. 

Written  many  Years  hacky  after  having  read  Mr.  Brjfdonf 

Tour  tkro^  Sicili/* 

SY    ANlfA    SEWARD. 


Imagination,  while  thy  kindling  eyes 
Bend  o'er  tho  Climas  these  faithful  p«iges  trace, 
Oh,  may'st  thou  paint  them,  as  sublime  they  rise. 
In  novel  beauty^  and  horrific  grace ! 

Swell  the  rich  treasures  of  poetic  Fanes 
With  all  the  pomp  that  mighty  Etna  boasts, 
As  glaring  o'er  th  affrighted  Deep  she  reigns, 
The  pride  and  terror  of  Ausonian  Coasts  ! 

With  thy  keen  glance  the  veils  of  Distance  pierce ! 
With  thy  firm  step  conduct  my  venturous  way, 
And  on  the  texture  of  my  proudest  Verse 
The  changeful  glories  of  her  heights  display ! 

Now  the  proud  Steep  climbing  with  toilsome  tread^ 
We  mark  the  wonders  of  its  •  triple  zone, 
Round  the  broad  base  see  sultry  Summer  lead*      -* 
The  stores  luxuriant  of  his  glowing  throne. 

*  Mr.  Brydone  tells  as  that  the  three  distinct  Seasons*  Sommefr 
Spring,  and  Winter^  in  inverted  order,  form  the  torrid,  the  tern- 
|Kerate,  and  tlie  frigid  cone  rojiod  the  Mcendiiig.]^eighta  of  Mouat 
Stna. 
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^hile  on  tbe  rising  edges  of  his  clhne 

Emergent  Spring  her  leafy  mantle  spreads. 

Woods  waving  wide  in  hues  of  vernal  prime, 

Blue  trickling  streams,  and  flower-embroidered  meads;* 

Till  WiNTtK  o'er  each  blooming  plain  and  grove 
Draws  the  chill  circle  of  his  pallid  line. 
Dim  fields  of  ice  and  gelid  rocks  above, 
And  sleety  gales,  and  dreary  lakes  combine. 

Then,  while  amaz'd  we  lift  exploring  eyes  * 

To  tbe  vast  Cone,  high  in  the  lurid  air, 
We  mark,  in  one  eternal  union,  rise 
The  Elements  that  wage  eternal  war. 

Deep  in  the  snows  it  has  no  power  to.  melt 
View  the  dread  Gulph,  in  all  its  boiling  ire, 
Where^leet  and  ice  and  billowy  floods  have  fell 
How  weak  their  foice  to  quench  its  raging  fire. 

Terrific  Pinnacle  !  thy  sides  inclose 
Th'  unfathom*d  Gulph,  coeval  with  the  WoRLD, 
And  by  thy  flames,  that  burst  'mid  circling  snows^ 
Up  sightless  heights  the  blazing  rocks  are  hurFd. 

Their  dire  explosion  rends  the  frozen  mound. 
Shakes  the  firm  Earth  and  thunders  o'er  the  Deep, 
While  issuing  death ful  from  the  fierce  Profound; 
Rolls  the  red  Lava  down  the  icy  Steep  ! 

But  we,  in  hours  Jess  terrible,  prepare 
Adventurous  to  pursue  our  faithless  way, 
And,   tho'  the  drifted  snows  our  steps  ensnare. 
Reach  the  extremest  point  ere  dawns  the  Day- 
Mow  long,  pale  gleams  shoot  thro'  the  sky,  and  warfi 
Retreating  Darkness  of  the  Solar  Glance, 
And  hills,  rocks,  plains,  and  seas,  and  night,  and  morju, . 
Blend)  undivided,  thro'  the  vast  Expanse* 
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But  Morning,  by  degrees,  asserts  her  power,-  ^ 

The  stars  are  quench'd,  the  shadows  melt  away  ; 
Forests,  that  late  seem'd  like  black  Gulphs  to  lour^ 
Rise  in  faint  green  beneath  the  gliinmerfng  ray. 

Wide  spread  the  skirts  of  strengthening  light  around^ 
And  from  the  orient  waves,  that  stretch  serene^ 
And  with  their  silver  line  tb'  horizon  bound, 
While  States,  and  Nations  dimly  intervene, 

On  plains,  rocks,  mountains^  rivers,  seas,  and  ]sle» 
Bursts  the  gay  Sun  !--^his  plastic  beams  are  hurl'd^ 
And  to  our  strainM  and  startled  senses  smiles,, 
New  to  our  gaze,  a  whole  illumin'd  World  I 

While  high  exsdted  in  the  trackless  air, 
Alarm'd  and  doubtins  if  on  earth  we  stand, 
Scarce  knows  our  sight  to  separate  and  compai:e^ 
The  countless  objects  of  its  wide  command. 

As  on  a  map,  o'er  Sicily  we  look }; 
Trace  all  her  rivers  thro'  their  mazy  sweep, 
From  their  first  source,  a  little  gurgling  brook. 
Till  breadthening,  soon  they  mingle  with  the  Deep* 

But,  rising,  at  its  spring,  a-' current  wide, 
Devoted  •  Acis  hurries  thro'  the  plain ; 
Speeds  from  the  Giant's  voice  with  frighted  tide. 
And  throws  his  icy  waters  in  the  Main. 

*  Aeit*  Mr.  Brydone  mentions  the  peculiar  coldness  of  tHiit 
River ;  hence  often  called  in  Sicily »  ilUume  Fredda; — also,  that  it 
rises  oat  of  the  earth  at  once  a  large  Stream.  It  is  the  River  ce- 
lebrated by  the  Poets,  into  which  the  Nymph  Galatea  trans- 
fosned  the  Shepherd  Ac  is,  her  Lover^  after  he  had  been  killed 
by  the  Giant»  Polypheme.  Mr.  Brydone  ingeniously  observe* 
that  the  extreme  velocity  of  the  current  seemSf  firom  our  recoUe«>' 
tivD  of  the  Fable,  to  be  kopired  by  terror. 
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Here  vine-clad  Lipa&i,  with  her  lucid  streams^ 
Gay  Alicudi,  and  Panari  there, 
While  Strombola,  a  lesser  Etna,  gleams, 
And  wreaths  with  spiral  sraoke  the  fields  of  air. 

These,  as  by  magic,  in  the  visual  rays^ 

Close  drawn  around  the  Mountain  skirts  are  shown  ^ 

Seeming  as  lifted  up  to  meet  our  gaze, 

Like  medals  in  a  watry  bason  thrown  ♦. 

Then  o'er  the  space  immense  weak  vision  strains. 
And  feels  its  aching  powers  confus'd  and  lost, 
Else  that  might  view  hot  Barca's  sandy  plains^ 
And  verdant  Thessaly's  remoter  coast. 

Now  turn  we,  sighing,  from  the  boundless  Sceuc^ 
Mocking  the  feeble  sight's  eluded  ray. 
While  wonder  mellows  into  thought  serene, 
As  sinks  in  evening  shades  the  garish  day. 

Here,  while  we  rove  beneath  thy  wayward  skicsj 
Lov'd  Albion,  zon'd  by  Ocean's  azure  wave. 
To  Nature  let  our  hearts  thanksgivings  rise. 
For  all  she  banish'd  as  for  all  she  gave  ! 

lliat  not  on  otir  cold  mountain  heights  reside^ 
On  Snowdon,  or  Hclvellyn's  peak  sublime, 

•  This  is  Mr.  Brydone's  simile,  and  beyond  any  other  whicb 
could  have  been  cho5en,  brings  to  the  Mind's  eye  these  peculiar 
effects  of  vision.  Poets  and  Orators  often  find  themselves  obliged 
to  accommodate  great  things  to  our  perception  by  comparing  theiu. 
to  muUl  ones.  These  comparisons  are  often  happy  and  sometimes 
rablime.     "  Thou  spreadest  out  ihe  Heavens  like  a  curtain.** 

Milton  compares  the  fallen  Angels  in  Pandemonium  to  Bees—* 
and  Homer,  Menelaus  guarding  the  dead  Patroclus,  to  a  F/y» 
Instances  of  this  sort  in  the  noblest  Writers  are  innumerable,  but 
carping  Critics,  ignorant  of  poetic  tisagesj  call  existing^  Poets  t«- 
accojiBt  foT  thcQi. 
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Th^  Etwean  Graces  ; — in  their  ardent  prides 
And  baleful  charms,  exiVd  this  happier  clime* 

Faithful  if  here  their  lineaments  shall  flow, 

O  Brydoxe,  may  the  praise  be  thine  alone! 

Since  in  thy  traits  arise,  thy  colours  glow 

The  BRIGHT  Destroyers,  on  their  burning  Throne  ? 


TO  MISS  CATHERINE  MALLETT*. 


BY    ANNA   StWAR])* 

Yet  two  short  days,  my  Catherine  ! — then  no  mon^ 
Beneath  our  long  lov'd  Spires,  thy  graceful  Form 
Shall  lightly  glide,  to  cheer  my  languid  hours, 
With  cmanatiojis  sparkling,  soft,  and  warm, 
Shed  from  the  Mind's  rich  stores ;  and  with  the  charm 
Of  language  accurate,  by  habit  taught 
Th'  ideal  Train  with  happiest  powers  to  arm. 
That  rise  in  swift  subservience  to  each  thought, 
Whether  with  Reason's  strength,  or  Fancy's  radiance 
fraught. 

Now  damp  November's  desolating  gale 

Covers  the  brooks  with  shrunk  and  yellow  leaves ; 

His  iron  skies  scowl  ort  our  favorite  Vale, 

Nor  ought  from  sway  more  stern  the  Scene  reprieves* 

*"  This  young  L»dj  is  of  Brianstoo-Street,  London. 
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Of  thee  since  Destiny  my  heart  bereayes. 

Lone  wintry  sighs  in  unison  ascend 

With  the  chill  blast  that  faded  Nature  grieves  I— ^ 

On  me  her  griefs,  but  not  her  hopes  attend, 

Spring  shall  return  to  her,  when  distant  far  my  Friend 

No  Expectation  tells,  with  voice  benign, 
That  future  years  shall  give  her  back  to  mcv— 
Thou  may'st  again  behold  these  Turrets  shine, 
These  bowers  may  spread,  these  meadows  bloom  for  thee; 
But  here  no  more  wilt  thou  thine  Anna  see. 
Yet  not  for  that  shroud  those  Eiild  eyes  in  gloom. 
She  twines  the  cypress  wreath,  by  Hcav'ns  decree^ 
For  many  a  Victim  of  the  ruthless  Tomb  !— 
Set  are  her  heart-dear  Orbs  where  no  blest  mpmings 
come ! 

For  thee,  lov'd  Maid,  extracted  be  each  thora 
That  lurks  amid  the  roses  of  thy  fate ! 
Knowledge  and  Taste  are  thine,  and  bid  thee  scorn. 
Each  shaft  of  Envy,  Falsehood,  Pride,  and  HAt^f 
For  thou  hast  soar'd  where  they  have  never  sat ; 
Trac'd  Genius  in  his  sun-track  ;  with  rapt  gaze 
Ador'd  bright  Nature  in  her  scenic  state. 
And  in  thy  mom  of  life  and  riper  day 
Fed  thy  clear  lamp  of  Faith  from  Truth's  unclQi;^(i 
ray  I 

IICHFIELDjt  NOT.  1805. 
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TO  THE  MOTH. 


BY   THE    R£V.   J.   WIIITEHOVSE. 


Whence  is  this  prodigality  of  life? 

That  Nature's  law  which  acts  most  uniform 

In  beings  sensitive,  seems  in  thyself 

To  be  a  strange  exception.     Madly  thou 

Rushest  on  tli^  destruction,  as  if  life 

To  thee  were  of  no  worth,  most  like  the  rash 

And  impious  suicide !  Alas,  I  hear 

Thy  feeble,  plaintive  cry :  the  scorching  flame 

Has  warped  thy  beauteous  plumes,  and  crazed  thj 

frame, 
When  thou  didst  plunge  into  the  fount  of  light, 
And  though t'st  it  Glory's  radiance.     Bold  indeed 
And  daring  thy  attempt,  and  oft  I  muse 
With  pity,  mixed  with  wonder,  at  the  deed. 
Since  in  the  day  thou  lovest  not  to  shew 
Thy  delicate  form,  but  lurkest  all  unseen. 
Snug  in  the  crevice  of  some  wall,  or  close 
Wrapt  amidst  darksome  foliage  ;.  nor  till  eve 
Has  cooled  the  air,  and  fragrant  mildness  breathed^ 
Thou  venturest  cautious  forth,  now  here  now  there 


29 

Wheeling  thy  flight,  in  motion  like  the  bat 

With  wing  unsteady — wherefore  then  dost  thou 

With  fatal  perseverance,  circle  thus 

Around  yon  taper  ?  wherefore,  silly  Fly  ! 

Art  thou  so  resolute  to  meet  thy  doom. 

That  scarce  the  hand  can  e'er  succeed,  that  fain 

Would  rescue  thee,  and  save  thee  from  an  end 

So  truly  piteous — lo,  again  thou  dartest 

Across  the  winking  flame ! — 'twas  thy  death-wound* 

I  see  thee  writhe  in  pain ;  thy  beating  wing^ 

Struggle  in  vain  to  lift  thee  in  the  air ; 

Thou  pcri^est :  and  in  the  breast  humane 

Thy  fate,  thou  hapless  wanderer  of  the  night  I 

Wakens  a  pang.     Ah  what  avails  it  now 

That  once  the  eye  of  admiration  gazed 

Upon  thy  plumes,  bcdropt  with  many  a  huc» 

Azure  and  gold,  and  lovely  crimson-tints. 

And  decked  with  pencillings  that  Art  in  vain 

May  strive  to  imitate. — So  have  I  seen 

perish  some  Fair  One  in  the  pride  of  youth. — 

Amidst  the  blaze  of  baU-rooms,  in  the  dance. 

At  midnight  feast,  with  merriment  and  song. 

And  dress  ill-suited  to  the  night  air's  damp, 

Awhile  she  fluttered,  like  the  giddy  Fly 

Midst  the  bright  circle,  and  all  eyes  admired^ 

But  midst  the  brilliancy  of  her  career 

Untimely  Fate  o'ertook  her ;  on  her  cheek 

The  once-fresli  roses  faded,  pale  her  form 

Emaciated  and  wan ;  for  she  had  vowed 

To  sacrifice  to  Fashion,  and  she  fell 

A  victim  on  that  altar,  in  the  bloom 

Of  early  youth.     Sad  lesson  to  her  sex 

But  salutary,  if  the  young  and  fair 

Thus  warned,  would  learn  to  lend  a  patient 

To  what  £xr£Ri£KC£  teaches* 
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THE  INVITATION, 

BY   W.    HOLLOWAY, 

Jtttthor  of  the  "  Peasants'  Fate,  Scenes  of  Youth,"  ^-c. 


XlAKK !  /tis  the  Cuckow's  summer  voice 

Invites  our  morning  steps  abroad ; 
Comcy  dear  companion  of  my  choice, 

Say,  shall  we  tako  the  upland  road  ; 
Or  down  the  vallies  shall  we  stray. 

Luxuriant,  cloath'd  with  green  and  gold, 
Or  thro'  the  brown  heath  pick  our  way  ; 

Or  skirt  the  wood,  or  seek  the  fold  ? 

For  me  has  every  scene  its  charms, 

And  hills,  and  vales,  and  heaths,  arc  dearl 
My  heart  poetic  fervor  warms, 

If  lovely  Woman  be  but  near. 
Not  all  the  wealth  the  east  ean  boast, 

For  Woman's  absence  can  atone ; 
Depriv'd  of  her,  to  comfort  lost, 

Who  could  sustain  life's  load  alone  f 

I  envy  not  sweet  Cashm ire's  vale. 

Where  everlasting  roses  bloom  ; 
Or  Indian  groves,  that  scent  the  gale. 

With  intermingling,  rich  perfume ; 
For  there  secluded  Woman  mourns, 

A  hopeless  slave,  with  languid  mind ; 
J¥hile  injured  Love  indignant  turns, 

Nor  boon,  nor  blessing  leaves  behind* 
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O !  I  adrairc  the  polish'd  brow, 

The  locks  of  jet  that  float  around-; 
The  eyes  of  animated  glow, 

The  lips  that  form  the  silver  sound  : 
But  ah !  in  vain  those  graces  shine, 

Or  dazzle  with  external  wiles  : 
Oive  me  the  countenance  divine, 

Thro'  which  the  Soul  looks  out,  and  smiles. 

Thy  charms  are — sense — expression — fire — ^ 

In  happiest  symmetry  combin'd  : 
,     Then  wonder  not  that  I  admire; 

That  faithful  mirror  of  thy  mind. 
Be  still  Twy  Muse,  where'er  I  stray. 

Inform  my  heart,  and  cheer  my  breast; 
Roll  ev'ry  mental  cloud  away, 

And  give  the  joys  of  life  their  zest ! 

ioxDON,  AUG.  19,  ISO6. 


IMPROMPTU, 

On  seeing  Flower  dew's  Poems  on  the  same  Shelf 'tsith 
the  Farmer* s  Boy  at  Bloom  field's  Cottage* 

.Though  scant  be  the  Poefs  domain. 

Most  ample^  I  know,  is  his  mind ; 
The  applauses  of  all  he  can  gain. 

His  applauses  to  none  are  confin'd. 
Hence,  even  his  book-stor'd  retreat 

This  liberal  thought  seems  to  yield—* 
Tnat  the  dew  of  Q^Jtower  may  be  sweet ; 

Though  it  noatch  not  the  bloom  Qi  &Jkld^ 
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NATURE  NOT  LIABLE  TO  DECAY, 

From  a  Cdlege  Exercise  in  Latin  Verse  hy  ISIilton, 

BY   THE    EEV,    lU   BOYD. 


Thro'  what  long  labyrinths,  and  weary  ways 
The  devious  Mind  her  barren  track  pursues ! — 
Plung'd  in  primeval  gloom,  like  him  *  of  Thebes 
She  yet  presumes,  with  blind  and  random  reach 
Lost  in  the  palpable  obscure,  to  span 
The  iigur'd  world,  and  match  the  giant  range 
Of  superhuman  powers,  with  rei)ti!e  pace ; 
Or  on  th'  eternal  adamant,  to  spell 
The  statutes  of  existence,  to  her  laws 
Of  transient  energy,  fondly  compar^d.—^ 
Idly  she  deems  the  sport  of  pigmy  forms 
That  dance  in  momentary  mirth  and  fall, 
Like  the  dread  pageants  of  eternity. 

Shall  Man  presume  to  spy  in  Nature's  face 
Efigrav'd  by  time,  the  reverend  marks  of  age 
Elxtreme  ?  And  shall  the  general  Mother's  womb 
In  dry  sterility  forget  to  bear  ? — 
Shall  her  step  falter,  and  th'  Olympian  crown 
Sidereal,  on  her  palsied  temples  threat 
To  shed  its  honours  like  the  mellow  food 
Of  old  insatiate  time  ?  And  shall  the  stars 
Permit  the  long-collected  scurf  of  years 
To  dim  their  lamps  ?  Inexorable  power  ! 
Will  nought  the  craving  of  thy  gorge  supply    .. 
But  yon  celestial  orbs  ?— fell  parricide  ! 

•  Tiresias. 


S3, 

Wilt  thou  devour  thy  Parent  ?  him,  who  give* 
Feet  to  thy  haste,  and  pinions  to  thy  wings  ? — ■ 
Could  not  the  power^  who  bade  the  mundane 
wheel 
Spin  on  its  axle,  give  the  proud  machine 
Rotation  ever  voluble  to  scorn 
The  counter-current  of  relentless  Time  ? 
Must  this  proud  convex  of  created  space 
(Shouldered  by  ruin  from  its  basis  deep) 
JDerange  its  lofts,  with  horrible  descent 
And  thuhd'ririg  overthrow  ?  Mtist  either  pole 
Start  fi'om  its  hinge  in  horror,  and  the  King 
Olympian  fall  dethroned  ?  Shall  Pallas  find 
(With  indignation  swallow'd  up  by  dread) 
The  frore  glance  of  that  blood-congealing  foriu 
Gorgonean,  on  her  aegis  to  the  course 
Of  Nature's  deadly  foe  oppos'd  in  vain  ? 
Must  she  fall  headlong  like  the  Lemnian  God 
HurlM  from  the  Zenith  by  his  angry  sire 
Omnipoteht?  And  shall  the  flaming  steeds 
Of  Phoebus,  leave  the  long  diurnal  road 
Trac'd  by  his  fervid  wheels,  and  dart  away 
With  their  pale  charioteer,  like  Clymen's  son 
Prone  to  mid  ocean  ?  Her  blue  deities. 
Shall  they  behold  the  fiery  fall,  and  hear 
His  glowing  axle  in  the  booming  wave 
With  dread  explosion  plunging,  whilst  aloft 
In  giant  pomp  ascends  the  pillar'd  fume 
Shading  the  watry  kingdom  ?  Shall  the  range 
Ceraunian,  and  the  pride  of  Haemus,  leaVe 
Their  rocking  basis,  o'er  the  nether  world 
Pird  with  stupendous  masonry,  and  fright 
The  sovereign  of  the  spectred  bahds^  who  sees 
His  stage  of  combat,  when  he  fought  with  Uearen, 
tox.«  T»  D 
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Thro'  Hacles  hurlM,  on  his  defenceless  head 
With  loud  precipitation  and  steep  fall? 

But  surely  He,  who  rules  the  sum  of  things^ 
Has  founded  this  proud  fabric  on  the  deep 
With  better  omen,  and  with  prescience  clear 
Has  taught  the  fates  that  turn  the  ample  wheel 
In  equable,  smooth  revolution,  still 
To  wind  the  mighty  circle,  ne'er  allow'd 
To  fall  from  its  primeval  poise  again  : 
It  still  revolves,  as  that  omnific  hand 
The  impulse  gave,  and  spins  the  months  and  years 
Turning  with  lordly  sweep  the  tide  of  stars 
In  blazon'd  pageantry  and  mighty  march 
Around  the  lofty  theatre  of  Heaven. 
— Still  Saturn  keeps  his  slow,  deliberate  pace  | 
And  Mars  for  ever  his  bright  falchion  wheels 
In  fiery  dance,  and  waves  his  ruby  crest. 
Hyperion  shines  in  everlasting  youth 
Nor  nearer  earth  his  weary  axle  windes 
But  still  along  the  broad  ecliptic  moves 
Among  his  kindred  constellations  borne. 
Still  gentle  Phosphor  to  his  starry  flock 
Sends  the  bright  signal  from  the  Indian  steep. 
High  twinkling  o'er  his  aromatic  groves, 
To  bid  them  leave  the  dawning  fields  of  Heaven 
Now  when  the  flushing  tide  of  light  returns 
In  lambent  flow,  and  floods  her  azure  plains. 
Stealing  along  with  soft  foot,  o'er  Japan, 
Or  from  his  station  o'er  the  western  wave 
Still  marks  where  crimson-vested  eve  survey* 
The  broad  Atlantic  with  a  parting  smile, 
Then  wafts  again  his  followers  from  the  fold 
To  pour  their  squadrons  o'er  the  welkin  wide. 
And  repossess  the  desolated  fields 
'  Of  ^ther.     Still  his  limitary  hand 
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Plings'o'er  the  face  of  things  the  raven  pall 

Of  night  alternate,  and  the  dazzling  fold 

Of  day's  embroidered  vest.     Still  Phoebe  wears 

Her  mask  of  beams,  or  walks  the  nightly  round 

Of  Heaven  unseen,  or  in  her  vestal  arms 

Her  brother's  radiant  boon  of  light  displays 

High  o'er  the  tributary  waves.     Nor  less 

Yon  elements  preserve  their  ancient  faith. 

Still  'gainst  the  red  light  hand  of  angry  Jove 

The  mountain  lifts  his  giant  brow,  and  meets 

His  thunders  in  mid  volley.     Nor  along 

The  waste  of  air  the  tempest  lifts  her  voice 

With  less  terrific  sound.     The  tyrant  north 

Still  o'er  the  shuddering  tenant  of  the  pole 

Breathes  frore  and  moulds  her  hail,  or  sifts  her  sleet* 

Still  round  the  headland  of  Pelorus  raves 

The  sovereign  of  the  floods,  and  Triton  still 

With  lungs  ^olean  fills  his  deep-ton'd  shell 

And  to  the  finny  droves  his  descant  loud 

Still  breathes,     ^gaeon  still  amid  the  deep 

The  broad  Leviathan  bestrides,  and  laves 

In  middle  ocean  his  gigantic  sides. 

Earth  owns  her  first  luxuriance.     Still  the  flowert 

Give  their  primeval  scents,  the  daffodil 

That  weeps  the  doom  of  sad  Narcissus,  still 

Preserves  the  soft  charms,  and  the  balmy  breatk 

Of  the  love-smitten  boy.     The  Hyacinth 

Beloved  by  Phoebus,  and  the  Paramour 

Of  Cytherea  still  retain  their  hue. 

Nor  less  redundant  riches  still  within 

Her  wide  and  ransack'd  bosom,  deep  iramerstj 

The  universal  Mother  yet  contains : 

Nor  round  her  wide  bays,  and  her  cavern'd  gloom 

Less  gem  my  treasures  than  of  old,  emblaze 

ha 
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With  faery  light,  the  chambers  of  the  deep. 
The  changing  series  thus  of  all  things  keeps 
Its  ancient  tenour  still,  and  still  will  hold 
Till  in  full  tide  the  fiery  deluge  comes 
Over  creation,  and  its  flames  involve 
The  blazing  poles,  with  yon  empyreal  roof^ 
And  the  proud  fabric  of  the  world  subsides 
Like  a  fallen  pageant  in  the  burning  wave. 


EPITAPH. 

BY  BR.  t)R£NNAK« 

M»  D,  Bom  June  3,  died  September  l6,  IB03* 

Short  was  thy  day,  sweet  Babe,  but  this  will  give 

A  longer  space  of  heavenly  life  to  live  ; 

Yet  with  delight  you  drew  your  balmy  breath. 

And  the  first  pain  you  seem'd  to  feel  was  Death* 

Nor  Death  itself  could  violate  thy  face. 

The  pleas'd  expression,  and  the  placid  grace. 

I  now  commit  thee  to  a  Mother's  breast, 

Where  thou  shalt  sleep,  and  wake  to  be  more  blest  y 

New  beams  of  meaning  kindle  in  thine  eyes, 

And  a  new  world  excite  their  glad  surprise. 

Spon,  by  thy  side,  shall  rise  a  rustic  tomb 

And  the  turf  heave  to  give  thy  Father  room. 

— Enough  to  consecrate  this  humble  bier^ 

Thp  infant  innocence*«A;>  gushing  tear  I 


/ 
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NATURE. 


FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  COUNT  STOLBERG. 


BY  TUB  EEV.  J.  WHITEHOUSE. 


He  ne'er  shall  be  my  friend,  whose  iron  breast 

Thrills  not  to  Nature's  holy  melodies, 

Sweet  as  the  Seraph's  harp  !  Th'  endearing  namt 

Of  children,  friend,  or  wife  ne'er  waked  in  him 

The  throb  of  warm  affection  i  never  he 

With  mute,  intense  delight,  and  trembling  lips 

Of  pious  rapture,  to  the  morning-beam 

Has  hymned  his  inward  song,  ne'er  dropped  his  tear 

In  the  full  fount  of  human  happiness ; 

Ne'er  has  his  heart  with  secret  gratitude 

O'erflowed  to  Thee,  O  Pai*ent  of  all  Good  ! 

His  mirth  but  madness,  and  his  gayest  look 

The  unmeaning  smile  of  idiotcy — but  those 

Whom  Wisdom  and  Virtue  teach  their  sacred  lore, 

Thee  love,  meek  Sensibility  ! 

Ne'er  has  he  hailed  thee ;  sweetest  Liberty, 
Who  loves  not  Nature.     What  to  him  the  ties 
Of  country,  or  of  kindred  ? — reptile,  hence, 
Crouph  at  my  feet,  thou  base  and  abject  one,  ^ 

That  I  may  spurn  thee  :-^ 
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But  wherefore  mock  at  him  ?  Forgive  the  wrong, 
Great  God  of , mercies  !  nor  on  mo  let  fall 
Thy  triplo-bolted  vengeance.     What  am  I 
Inflated  with  presumption  and  vain  pride, 
Child  of  the  dust  myself,  that  1  should  mock 
The  dust  I  ought  to  pity  ! 

Tear  of  repentance  flow — but  faster  still 

Flow  tear  of  Pity,  whose  all-healing  balm 

Can  purify  the  soul  from  selfish  stain. 

And  make  the  sombTous  landscape  smile  as  bright 

As  the  gay  mead,  whose  verdure  has  imbibed 

May's  genial  dew. 

The  innocent  alone  can  taste  the  sweets 
Of  th*  oderiterous  landscape  :  'tis  for  such 
The  solemn  oak  his  dark- brown  foliage  spreads, 
For  such  his  shade  is  holy.     'Mid  thy  haunts 
They  walk,  majestic  Solitude  !  and  hear 
Thy  mystic  sounds,  and  catch  thy  visions  dim, 
Veiled  from  profaner  eyes.     Then  lead  me  thou,  . 
Calm  Contemplation  !  to  thy  moon-light  walks, 
And  deep-sequestered  vales,  where  thy  loved  train 
Find  Truth,  meek  inmate  of  the  hermit-cell — 
Or  there,  where  Genius  trims  his  sun-bright  lamp 
In  pensive  musings  rapt,  oft  let  me  woo 
The  visions  wild  of  Fancy,  while  thy  scenes 
Nature  !  thy  hills  and  groyes,  and  vocal  streams 
Re-echo  to  my  song. 

Deign  then  admit  me  to  thy  secret  haunts 

And  seat  me  by  thyself — then  shall  thou  hear 

My  wild  wood -minstrelsy  amid  the  bloom 

Of  vigorous  youth  ;  nor  shall  it  cease,  when  Time 

Has  crowned  my  aged  head  with  silver  grey, 

And  my  thin  tresses  tremble  tp  tjie  wind. 
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MY  MARY  WE  MEET. 


While  pensively  wand'ring  along  the  sea-shore 

And  musing  on  all  that  was  dear  to  my  heart, 
Those  moments  of  pleasure  that  now  are  no  more, 

Since  Mary  the  light  of  my  soul  did  depart, 
I  wrote  on  the  smooth  sandy  surface  that  NamCy 

My  soul  breathes  on  every  soft  gale  that  blows  by ; 
And  while  I  stood  gazing,  recalling  each  dream, 

A  sigh  heav'd  my  heart,  and  a  tear  fiU'd  my  eye. 

But  few  were  the  moments  to  gaze  and  to  weep, 

The  wide-rolling  wave  soon  around  me  did  roar, 
And  cruelly  dashing,  o  erwhelm'd  in  its  sweep, 

The  tablet  of  sand,  and  the  charm  which  it  bore — 
Twas  thus — ah!  'twas  thus,  even  with  Mary  I  cried, 

A  season  she  flourish'd  the  pride  of  my  soul ; 
put  tlie  waves  of  affliction  soon  lifted  their  tide, 

And  swept  her  away  in  the  billowy  roll. 

But  Mary !  though  no^  in  thy  grave  thou  art  laid, 

And  no  trace  of  thy  meteor-existence  remain  ; 
Though  the  tears  of  thy  kindred  should  cease  to  be  shed, 

And  all  be  forgetfuj  and  happy  again ; — 
Yet  thy  name  and  remembrance  for  ever  shall  shar« 

In  the  throne  of  my  bosom  the  welcome  retreat. 
Till  the  moment  my  spirit  to  Heaven  shall  repair, 

With  the  last  words  I  utter,  My  Mary  we  meet! 

IDIKBURGH.  ▲•  M. 

IK4 
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ODE  TO  IRELAND. 


BY  WILLIAM  PRESTON,   ESQ* 


Hail  fruitful  Nurse  of  humaukiud  ! 
Green  Erin  hail !  it  is  my  boast, 
I  rose  to  being  on  thy  rocky  coast, 
Nurse  of  fair  forms,  and  energetic  mind* 
Hail  to  thy  fertile  vales,  and  hills  sublime, 
Thy  rills,  majestic  streams,  and  genial  clime. 

Fair  island,  tum'd,  with  placid  brow, 
Where  sweeping  zephyrs  sport,  and  lave 
Their  pinions  in  ^he  vast  Atlantic  wave. 
Thy  breast  receives  them  from  the  surge  below, 
To  winnow  Health  and  Plenty  thro'  the  land. 
And  verdure  spread,  and  genial  skies  expand. 

O'er  thy  grpen  vales,  and  teeming  soil, 

The  sea-bom  gales  and  show'rs  repair, 

To  SQoth  th'  inplement  wintry  air. 

And  bid  abundance  crown  the  Farmer's  toil. 

Nor  parching  Summer's  heat,  nor  Winter's  col4 

tliy  pastures  desolate,  and  croud  the  fold. 
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But  chief  thy  pride,  is  in  a  race 
With  many  a  grace  and  virtue  fill'd. 
Awake  to  love,  with  honour  thrill'd. 
With  spirit  beaming  in  the  manly  face, 
And  mild  affliction  in  the  female  eyes, 
Ajad  hearts  too  gen'rous  to  be  coldly  wise. 

Mark  where  the  warlike  banners  float. 

And  Trumpet's  voice  to  glory  calls, 

The  Son  of  Erin  fights,  and  falls. 

Nor  slow  thy  sons  to  pour  their  blood  devote, 

To  guard  fair  virgin  innocence  from  wrong 

And  silence  into  shame  the  Slanderer's  tongue^ 

Nor  Thou  proud  selfish  Av'rice  deem 
The  people  mean,  who  want  such  art, 
As  pow'r  and  riches  can  impart. 
No  longer,  sick  with  foolish  self-esteem. 
And  wrapt  in  ignorance  and  lazy  pride 
The  gallant  progeny  of  men  deride. 

O  be  the  vulgar  scorn  confin'd 

To  sordid  souls,  among  the  venal  train^ 

Whose  only  deity  is  gain. 

For  ever  banish'd  from  the  lettered  mind, 

For  ever  blotted  from  the  polish'd  page  ; 

Kor  wit  and  learning  stain,  \yith  envious  rage. 

The  Man,  who  dooms  his  fellow  men. 

To  delve  in  mines,  or  tempt  the  flood. 

And  barter  beads  for  human  blood, 

From  earth  can  hardly  tear  his  scowling  ken, 

To  reach  the  value  of  a  frcc-born  train  ; 

Qx  feel  a  worth,  distinct  from  pow'r  and  gaia^ 
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No  charms  to  such  can  fame  impart. 
They  cannot  free  th*  imbrutod  sc>ul. 
From  guilty  gain,  and  gold's  controul, 
To  prize  the  treasures  of  a  noble  hoart. 
Their  scorn  unmerited  pursues  the  band, 
Who  bleed,  in  Britain  s  cause,  on  ev'ry  land# 

Where  swells  the  canvas  to  the  gale, 

To  waft  the  British  thunder  far  ? 

Where  spread  the  dazzling  files  of  war  ?— 

That  valiant  sons  of  Erin  fail, 

To  claim  their  share,  in  ev'ry  glorious  day  ; 

Beneath  the  cross,  that  marks  Britahnia's  sway  ? 

Yes  Erin,  thou  may'st  claim,  lov'd  soil. 
Full  many  a  bright  and  glorious  name, 
Of  men,  that  felt  the  patriot  d,im, 
Of  Sage,  unwearied,  by  the  midnight  oil, 
Of  mighty  Orator,  with  thunder  arm'd  : 
And    tuneful    Bards   thy   listening  rocks  have 
charm'd. 

See  Usher  Erin's  mitre  bears, 
And  Berkcly  modest  virtuous  Sage. 
Her's  was  the  Drapiers  nervous  Page ; 
Her'sCow^?ere'A'\Vit,  and  Southerns  Muse  of  Tpai*s; 
Her  Echos  learn'd  the  tender  Parnd's  strain. 
And  Burkes  reflected  glories  gilt  her  plain. 

Boast  of  our  isle,  immortal  shade  ! 
From  depths  of  science  how  thy  tongue, 
Pour'd  the  rich  fervid  stream  along, 
Till  tyranny  and  rapine  shrunk  dismay'd ! 
Whether  3^ou  travell'd  to  th'  Atlantic  shore  | 
Or  India  mourn'd  from  fell  oppressors  sore. 
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Lov'd  native  soil,  and  genial  skies, 
Dear  to  my  sight  and  to  my  soul  ! 
Nor  age  nor  sorrows  shall  controul 
The  patriot  throb  that  bids  my  bosom  rise. 
For  thee  my  fruitless  sighs  shall  ever  breathe 
And  prayers  for  Erin  dwell  upon  the  tongue  of 
Death. 


ROME. 


IMITATED  FROM  JANUS  VITAX.IS, 


Go  then  to  Rome !  and  hope  in  Rome  to  find 

The  Rome,  thy  classics  pictur'd  to  thy  mind  ! 

Ask,  disappointed,  where  the  wonder  lies  ? 

And  hail  the  imperial  ruin  with  thy  sighs  ! 

Those  walls,  those  massive  fragments,  dark  with  rust, 

Those  coloseums  crumbling  into  dust, 

Those  are  thy  Rome  !  See,  frowning  from  the  ground 

Her  very  ashes  breathe  a  menace  round  ! 

Imperial  mistress  of  a  conquered  world, 

Her  last  destruction  at  herself  she  hurl'd  j 

Now  the  sole  index  of  the  Roman  name 

Is  Tyber  still  in  motion,  still  the  same. 

Learn  hence  the  paradox  of  Fortune's  reign, 

The  fixt  are  gone ;  the  unsteady  still  remain 
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THE  ARABS  DAUGHTER. 

BY  J.   K. 


Take  courage,  love,  the  buroing  breeze, 
*'  That  sighed  among  thy  locks,  has  past; 
**  On  Lebid  rest,  those  tender  knees 
*'  Sink  mid  the  horrors  of  the  waste. 

•^  Beneath  yon  cliff  a  limpid  rill 

**  Flows  sparkling  from  the  desert  cave, 

"  And  o'er  the  brink  with  living  thrill 
"  Their  foliage  the  mimosas  wave, 

**  Soon  shall  thy  languid  beauties  press 

"  The  moss,  that  cloathes  the  fountain's  sidc,^ 

**  And  sleep  beguiling  thy  distress 

*'  Through  every  nerve  shall  sweetly  glide." 

With  mourpful  softness  Abra  smil'd, 
Then  bathed  in  tears  her  eyes  she  bent 

To  trace  once  more  beyond  the  wild 
The  palms,  th^t  hid  her  father's  tent. 

Their  leaves  had  fanned  her  infant  brow, 

And  often,  with  her  lute  beloved, 
Alive  to  pleasure's  purest  glow. 

Beneath  their  branches  she  had  roved, 

**  Tis  just,"  she  cried,  "  my  fainting  frame 
**  Should  languish  mid  the  noontide  beam, 

**  I  left  my  Sire  to  grief,  and  shame, 
*^  £nt]raDced  in  passion's  frantic  dream. 
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But  ere  the  evening  tints  decline, 
"  This  fevered  pulse  will  beat  no  more^ 
Still  thus  to  press  my  cheek  to  thine, 
"  Breathes  comfort  on  my  dying  hour. 


Love  whisper'd  ;  I  should  bless  thy  youth 
"  And,  in  misfortune's  gloomy  day, 
My  smile  thy  pensive  heart  would  soothe, 
**  Soft  as  the  emerald's  dewy  ray. 

Yet  droop  not  thus  in  deep  despair, 
"  Nor,  when  these  limbs  to  earth  are  given^ 
"  Think,  ihy  poor  Abra  slumbers  there, 
"  But  trace  her  'mid  the  stars  of  heaven. 


No  terror  chills  my  brow  resigned, 

**  As  the  death -angel  hovers  near ; 

His  pinions  rustic  in  the  wind, 

"  He  frowns,  and  lifts  the  shadowy  spear« 

In  darkness  rolls  my  dizzy  brain, 
"  To  realms  of  rest  my  spirit  flies ; 
I^bid,  we  soon  shall  meet  again 
"  Among  the  bowers  of  Paradise/' 


EPIGRAM. 


Ned  calls  his  wife  his  counter-part 
With  truth  as  well  as  whim  ; 

Since  every  impulse  of  her  heart 
Runs  counter  stlU  to  hiju. 
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TO  MISS  BANNATINE. 


BY    MR.   J.  TIIELWALL. 


Mary,  if  rightly  in  thy  beaming  eyes 
I  read  thy  gentle  heart,  we  were  not  form'd 
For  foes ;  and  had  we  met  in  happier  hours—* 
When  no  discordant  feuds  had  rent  in  twain 
The  bonds  of  blest  affiance  that  should  link 
Man  to  his  neighbour — in  that  blush  I  read, 
(That  blush  of  sweet  ingenuousness)  how  soon 
Our  souls  had  sympathiz'd.     Then  had  we  held^ 
Nyt  transiently,  as  now,  the  boon  of  chance, 
This  stinted  converse,  nor,  with  formal  phrase, 
Imp'd  the  cold  forms  of  courtesy  ;  but,  oft, 
In  free  communion,  round  the  social  hearth, 
Enjoy'd  such  gentle  interchange  of  soul 
As  intellectual  beings  best  beseems; — 
I  in  proving  and  improved.     Then  had  we  talk'd — • 
(Thy  home  observance  with  the  glean'd  remark 
Of  my  excursive  wanderings  oft  compared — 
Pleasing  diversity!)  Then  had  we  talk'd 
Of  Scotia's  towering  hills,  of  Cambria's  dells, 
Luxuriant  Vecta,  and  the  fertile  plains 
Of  southern  Albion;  of  the  lot  of  Man, 
Born  to  hard  toil,  or  to  aspiring  state, — 
To  sufferance  or  infliction  !  and,  perchance^ 
Oft  interweaving  some  disastrous  tale 
Of  undeserv'd  misfortune,  had  digress'd 
To^^uch  sad  strains  of  moral  sympathy 
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As  school  the  social  heart,  and  ope  the  palm 
To  offices  of  mercy.     Nor  had  we. 
Of  science  reckless,  from  the  lore  refrain'd 
Of  him  our  common  friend,  who  oft  perchance 
Had  shar'd  the  sweet  communion,  blending  still 
(As  who  can  blend  like  him!)  wisdom  profound 
With  social  merriment,  and  manners  bland,' 
And  unassumin-g  gay  urbanity. 
Such  hours,  were  fate  propitious  to  our  wish, 
Mary  we  might  have  shar'd ;  for  we  were  form'd 
Not  of  repulsive  mould  ;  we  could  have  learn'd 
The  lore  of  friendship  not  reluctantly, 
Or  Nature's  instincts  fail  me  :  for  thou  seem'st^ 
In  beaming  feature  and  in  budding  form 
Of  virgin  loveliness,  even  such  as  she, 
My  heart's  true  partner,  in  her  vernal  hour, 
When  her  soft  bloom  was  opening,  and  my  spring 
'Was  yet  unfaded;  and  methinks,  sweet  maid  ! 
That  I  could  love  thee,  with  a  father's  heart. 
For  these  thy  kindred  graces ;  nor  would'st  thou^ 
Tho'  in  a  father's  love  already  blest. 
Reject  the  pure  affiance.     Sweetest  Maid! 
That  in  some  other  region  ive  could  meet, 
(If  such  blest  region  of  the  peopled  earth 
The  venturous  prow  could  find)  or  that  the  hour 
Of  Virtue's  wish'd  Millennium  were  arrived. 
Where  feuds  and  strife  and  Envy's  bitter  wrongs, 
And  wanton  Calumny's  soul-vexing  wrath 
Marr'd  not  the  social  compact!  In  such  realm,— 
Or  such  regeneration,  we  would  be 
Of  the  same  family  :  and  kindred  minds 
Dwelling  in  kindred  intercourse,  we'd  talk 
Of  things  gone  by :  of  White  Hill's  social  roof, 
And  the  kind  circle  where  we  chanc'd  to  meet, 
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And  vish'd  the  chance  more  frequent ;  and  6f  Hhkl 
My  dearest  friend  !  thy  not  reluctant  guide 
Thro'  the  bright  maze  of  science :  nor  would  sh^ 
Stay  of  my  heart,  and  balm  of  every  woe ! 
Her  matron  ear  to  such  sweet  talk  refuse, 
Or  fail,  with  matron  sympathy,  to  view 
Thy  softer  charms,  once  her's; — now  better  chang'd 
For  the  firm  dignity  of  sense  matured, 
And  fix'd  maternal  grace.     Such  change  be  thine; 
And  may  the  happy  youth  to  whom  thy  choice 
Shall  yield  the  virgin  treasure  of  thy  hearty 
Esteem  like  me  thy  worth  !^— Esteem  like  me  I 
But  with  a  stronger  fervour ;  such  as  youth 
And  mutual  years  and  the  select  desire 
Of  hearts  consenting  can  alone  inspire : 
The  husband-lover  of  thy  matron  years* 

CkLASGOWy    MARCH  1804. 


THE  MODEST  POET. 

^Tis  said,  O  most  gracious  Apollo, 
That  Poets  thou  lov^st  to  befriend, 

Kow  this  trade  I'm  determin'd  to  follow. 
So  low  at  thy  altar  I  bend^ 

But  though  thou  art  a  Patron  most  able, 
I'm  a  suitor  so  modest  I  vow, 

That  giyc  but  two  Bays  in  my  stable ^ 
1  won't  ask  for  one  on  my  brow. 


4g 

to  SARAH  DRENNAN. 

triTH  A  RING. 

BT    DK.    DBEVSAtT. 


•:r  '»  -3  •    -#  V 


EmblMm  of  Happiness,  not  bought  nor  sold, 
Aceepi  this  modest  ]^ing  of  yijrgin  Gold. 
Love,  in  the  smgll  but  perfect  circle  trace  ; 
And  Duty-,  in  its  soft  tho'  strict  embrace. 
Plain,  preiii.ous,  pure,  as  best  becomes  the  Wife» 
Yet  firm  to  bear  the  frequent  rubi  of  life : 
Connubial  life  disdains  a  fragile  toy, 
Which  ru^  can  tarnish^  or  a  touch  destroy ; 
Nor  much  admixes,  what  courts  &e  general  gaze, 
*rhe  dazzling  ^iignond's  ni^relxicipus  blaze  y 
That  hides,  with  glare,  ^^  anguisj^  of  a  Heart, 
By  Nature  har^,  but  pplish'd  ^li^t  by  art. 
More  to  thy  tj^t^,  tJ^e  pnmmeqt  jthat  ^pws 
Domestic  Bliss^^'and  without  glaring,  glows. 
Whose  gcAtle  pressure  serves  to  keep  the'Mind^ 
To  all  correct,  to  one  discreetly  kind— 
Of  simple  elegance  th'  unconsdous  charm, 
The  holy  amulet  to  keep  from  harm. 
To  guar^  at  ojpce  and  con^^crate  the  shrine-^ 
Take  this  defg:  J^fid^e^it  makes  and  keeps  Xhc|e  mine. 

VOL.  Vi  « 
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ADDRESS  TO  WOMAN. 


PARAPHRASED  FROM  AN  ITAUAN  POET. 


BT   AKKA    BSWARD. 


Desigit'd  for  peace  and  soft  dclighti, 
For  tender  love  and  pity  mild, 
O !  seek  not  thou  the  craggy  height. 
The  howling  main,  the  desert  wild  ! 

Stay  in  the  shelter'd  valley  low, 
Where  calmly  blows  the  fragrant  air ! 
But  shun  the  mountain's  stormy  brow. 
For  darkened  winds  are  raging  there ! 

The  Ruffian  Man  endures  the  strife 
Of  Tempests  fierce  and  surging  Seas ; 
^h  !  better  guard  thy  transient  life, 
Woman,  thou  rosy  Child  of  Ease ! 

Rash  Man,  for  Glory's  fading  wreath^ 
Provokes  his  early  timeless  doom. 
Braves  every  varied  form  of  Death, 
And  desperate  hastens  to  the  tomb  ; 
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But  tkauy  O  Gentlest !  what  can  rend 
With  cruel  grief  thy  panting  heart  f 
Nor  Heaven,  nor  Man  dost  thou  offend  *, 
What  fancied  woes  thy  fears  impart  ? 

Ah,  surely  on  thy  primal  day 

Great  Nature  smiKd  in  kindliest  mood. 

Suspended  held  the  bloody  fray, 

And  hush'd  the  wind,  and  smoothed  the  flood ! 

While  Man,  who  lives  a  life  of  pain, 
Was  with  a  soul  vindictive  bom^ 
Loud  winds  blew  round  him,  and  the  rain 
Beat  furious  on  his  wintry  morn* 

But  thouj  beneath  a  vernal  sky, 
What  distant  Tempest  wakes  thy  fears  ? 
Why  docs  that  soft,  thiat  trembling  eye 
Gleam  thro'  a  crystal  film  of  tears  ? 

Stay  in  the  vale ! — ^no  wild  affright 
Shall  cross  thy  path  nor  sullen  care  f  ; 
But  go  not  to  the  craggy  height, 
The  dark,  loud  winds  are  raging  there ! 

*  Indeed !-— what  never  f  The  Italiaa  Pbet  flatten  a  lit^e ;  hii 
Paraphraser  owns  it ;  nor  will  the  lordly  Sex  assert  that  female 
griefii  are  a/toayi  imaginary, 

Translatob's  Note. 

t  This  Poet's  prabe  and  prophecy  are  alike  problematical ;  bat 
Poets  deal  in  fiction,  and  there  b  poetry  in  this  Rhapsody. 
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THE  PRESAGES  OF  REVELATION, 

AN  ODE, 

Given  yp  as  a  College  Exerdte  on  Ckrutm§§  Day^ 

1786. 


STROPHE. 

Wfto  shall  awake  t^e  Thel>an  lyre 
With  holy  numbers,  holy  fire  \ 
0 1  back  recoil  each  jealous  strii^ 
From  the  loose  orgies  of  profieine  Desire, 
And  mad  Intemperance's  earth-bom  quire. 
Unfit  to  borrow  In^ration's  wing. 
Ah  !  rather  may  its  tones  engage 
Tlic  gifted  call,  the  rapt  presage. 

Wide-echoing  through  the  shade  of  time  ; 
Till  at  some  impulse  of  diviner  rage 
Its  chords  resound  and  from  an  awe-struck  age 
Elicit  choral  notes,  and  symphony  sublime. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

From  that  oblivious  gulf  of  years 
O'er  whose  dim  verge  Enquiry  peers 
With  gaze  intense,  and  aching  eye. 
Some  voice  entranc'd  Imagination  hears 
In  strains  too  faint  to  visit  waking  ears 
Chanting  the  wild  notes  of  Mythology. 
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Wheh  fifBt  the  Soul  of  humankind 
The  source  from  whidh  she  sprang,  divin'd, 
She  prompted  oft  the  wistful  sigh ; 
And,  in  the  secret  texture  of  the  mind, 
Bright  hope  with  dark  solicitude  she  twin'd, 
Mystenous  pledge  of  Immortality  ! 

EFODE. 

In  woods  that,  high  o'er  Ganges'  stream, 
Defied  the  equinoctial  beam, 
As  rapt  her  favour'd  Bramins  lay^ 
By  Allegor/s  many-coloured  light 

Was  caught  a  glimpse  of  prospects  bright- 
Then  fail'd  the  dubious  ray. 
Oft  too,  amid  his  polar  night. 
The  Scandinavian's  startled  sight 
RecallM  the  forms  of  elder  tihie, 
Obsequious  to  the  Runic  rhyme. 
'Twas  Truth  herself  by  Fiction's  aid, 
In  Horror's  magic  weeds  arra/d, 
Truth,  who,  on  the  destin'd  day, 
Must  fling  the  figured  stole  away. 
But  hush'd  be  every  accent  rude, 
**  That  strain  was  of  a  higher  mood  I" 
Who  bids  such  sphere-taught  tenets  flow  ? 
Thou,  Socrates,  thy  spells  alone 
Invoke'  from  her  empyreal  throne 
Wisdom,  best  gift  of  Heaven  to  man  below. 

SECOND    ANTISTROPHB. 

Not  by  Reason's  measur'd  springs. 
Not  on  Fancy's  lawless  wings, 
To  her  blest  shrine  thy  course  was  won  : 

e3 
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Nor  to  the  Bard  who  struck  the  potent  stringi» 
Or  him  whose  genius  trac'd  the  laws  of  things 

Pervious  the  path  which  Grace  vouchsaTd  hereon.* 
Through  Vice's  thorns,  through  Error's  shjide 
Wild  and  woni  the  nations  stray'd. 

Unsure  their  march,  unsafe  their  stay  ; 
Yet  oft,  from  Virtue's  eminence  sublime. 
The  godlike  few  of  every  age  and  clime 

>VavM  high  the  torch  of  faith  to  guide  them  oi>' 
their  way. 

OXON.  T.  P* 


EPITAPH, 


Inscribed  on  the  fnottumait  of  the  Reverend  WiUiam  Bag^ 
shaw  Stevens,  in  Repton  Church,  Derhyshire,  Be 
died  1800. 

BY    ANNA    SEV4R». 

Reader,  if  thee  each  sacred  worth  inspire, 
The  Patriot's  ardor,  and  the  Poet's  fire, 
Unsullied  honour,  friendship's  generous  glow, 
Sky-pointing  Hope,  that  smiles  on  Jinite  vjroe, 
Such  Stevens  was,  and  thy  congenial  tear 
Drops  on  the  Scholar,  Bard>  and  Christian's  hier. 

*  Socrates  (see  the  Meno  of  Plato)  asserted  that  virtue  or  mora} 
visdom  was  neither  a  natural  faculty  nor  an  acquired  habit  but  a 
dirine  gift.  How  consonant  this  doctrine  to  the  language  of  \\\ti 
Oospel  I 


55 
PROLOGUE, 

INTENDED  FOR 

EMIUE  DE  ST.  AMAND^ 

A  DOMESTIC  TRAGEDY, 
BY   W.    PRESTON y    ESQ. 


The  Poet  of  to-night  his  tribute  pays^ 
To  social  order,  and  tQ  female  praise; 
He  calls  the  chaste  maternal  feelings  forth, 
He  builds  an  altar  to  domestic  Worth : 
A  theme  unusual  on  the  modem  stage, 
Yet  not  unuseful  to  the  rising  age, 
While  Dissipation  holds  her  giddy  courts 
And  bids  the  World  with  sacred  duties  sport. 
And  bold  examples  youthful  breasts  enflame. 
To  build  their  reputation  on  their  shame. 

Nor  pomp  of  numbers  tow'ring  to  the  spheres^ 
Nor  swelling  epithet  assails  your  ears. 
More  suited  to  his  theme  our  Author  chose 
The  simpler  vehicle  of  humble  prose. 
No  wire-drawn  sentiments  of  senseless  love, 
No  tumid  rant  shall  vain  applauses  move. 

Oft  has  capricious  France  with  lavish  hand, 
Sow'd  the  rank  crop  of  follies  in  our  land : 

£  4 
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Oft  has  she  sent  the  soft  voluptuous  page^ 
In  virgin  breasts  to  kindle  amorous  rage. 
'Mid  Faction's  anarchy,  and  War's  alarms  *» 
Still  she  supplies  fair  Virtue's  foe  with  arms. 
For  mad  Philosophy,  with  idle  dreams. 
Refinements  false,  and  visionary  schemes. 
With  faVal  genius,  an  A  tinhappy  skil), 
Removes  the  bounds  of  moral  good  and  ill : 
And  rends  the  sa.cred  Union,  whence  arise* 
The  purest  pleasures,  and  the  deafest  tics. 
That  all  the  charities  of  life  maintains. 
Source  of  our  joys,  and  solace  of  our  pains. 

Seductive  tomes,  with  Reasoh^s  semblance  fraught^ 
Diffuse  their  poison  thro'  infected  Thought. — 
What  healing  art  an  antidote  shall  bring  f 
What  heaven-taught  hand  extract  the  |>6i6bn'd  sdng  ? 
In  moral  dignity  and  sober  rage. 
Rise,  mighty  Master  of  th'  AthMm  stalge-j*: 
And  bid  thy  toodel  of  a  perfect  wife  J 
*  Adorn  again  the  scenes  of  bedded  life. 

Vain,  vain  the  wish !  yet,  if  an  humble  hand 
Gives  useful  lessons  to  the  youthful  band; 
The  virtuous  purpose,  in  the  fable  shewn, 
May  crown  the  Bard  for  merits  not  his  own. 

*  Alluding  particularly  to  tho  Law  of  Divorce  then  past  ki 
Tttace. 

t  Euripides  ^  Altestis. 
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EPILOGUE, 

i))TZKD£D   FOR   THE  8AMB   PLAT, 

To  he  spoken  in  the  Character  of 
EiMULIE  D£  ST.  AMAND*. 


Dear  Liadies,  Vih  asham'd,  upon  ray  life. 
— ^What  ichildish  conduct  in  a  modern  wife ! 
Just  like  a  novel-reading  thing,  at  school, 
To  whine,  and  weep,  and  play  the  love.si'ck  fool ! 
— ^Wheii  wives  to  part  agree,  'tis  not  their  plan, 
To  please  and  humour  an  ungrateful  man. — 
P  wild  Romshice!  to  please  my  dearest  dear, 
Resign  iriy  spouse,  to  prove  my  love  sincere ! 
Believe  me,  no. — When  British  couples  part : 
Far  othfer  rbotives  sway  the  matron's  heart.    . 
Why  should  our  sex  resign  the  dear  delight 
Of  teazing,  fretting,  morning,  noon,   and  night. 
Source  of  contempt,  or  subject  of  their  fear, 
The  shallow  Coxcomb,  or  the  Don  severe  ? 
^ — ^A  separate  maintenance,  and  darling  freedom, 
These,  these  alone  to  separation  lead  'em. 

Most  sure,  the  Poet  who  composed  this  Play, 
Has  never  yet  been  in  a  married  way. 
Else  he  the  language  of  a  wife  had  known 
Too  well  to  bid  in^  use  this  puling  tone. 
What  patient  meekness,  and  what  soft  compliance, 
In  place  of  propeV  pride,  and  bold  defiance ! 
In  place  of  all,   that  custom  to  our  race, 
From  eldest  time  prescribes  in  such  a  case : 

•  The  Heroine  of  the  Piece. 


ii 
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Of  storms  of  anger  bursting  down  in  rain, 

The  high-wrought  eloquence  of  fierce  Disdain. 

•r—^*'  Strange  Fate !  at  once  forsaken  and  suspected ; 
My  person  and  ray  play-purse  both  neglected  !— 
Nay,  Madam — Nay,  Sir — Sir,  I  will  be  heard. — 
1  say  you  are  a  Craven  to  your  beard. 

**  You  seek  variety ! — You  wish  to  range ! 

^^  Who  roams  the  market,  should  have  ready  change. 

"  What  I  You  an  Epicure,  with  taste  so  various ! 

^  You  rank  among  the  gallant  gay  Lotharios  ! 
When  wilt  thou  learn,  O  poor  deficient  elf. 
The  philosophic  lesson — Know  thyself. — 
Sir,  you  may  yet  be  taught  your  want  of  taste. 
No  glass  informs  me  that  my  bloom  is  past. 

*^  Think,  will  your  loss  a  weeping  wife  disgrace  ? 
The  court — the  camp  may  well  supply  your  place* 
You  wish  me  hang'd — but  vain  the  pious  pray'r; 
Should  benefit  of  clergy  be  my  care, 

^  Soon  might  I  meet,  in  this  dear  wicked  town, 

**  Some  smooth  Adonis  of  the  sacred  gown." 

Thus,  striking  fire  with  mutual  sarcasm  sore. 
Agreed  to  part,  who  ne'er  agreed  before. 
Away  we  turn,  each  eager  wish  to  fill. 
And  copious  draughts  of  poison'd  pleasure  swill.  « 

Thro*  Passion's  maze  bewiider'd  as  we  roam. 
The  labyrinth,  at  last,  may  lead  us  home  ! 
The  meteor  gleam,  that  lured  our  steps  abroad, 
On  airy  steeps,  and  thro'  the  miry  road. 
May  fade  in  air,  and  leave  the  sober  wife. 
To  walk  the  foot-path  of  domestic  life. 
The  man  may  find  his  wand'rings  have  been  vain, 
That  Pleasure's  rage  betray'd  him  still  to  pain, 
Become  an  houshold  thing,  and  take  his  dear 
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VIRGIL'S  FIRST  ECLOGUE. 

HELIBCEUS  AND   TITTEUS. 


} 


iff/.— ^You,  Titynis,  beneath*  the  shadowy  beech 
Your  sylvan  Muse's  tender  warbling^  teach ; 
We  leave  our  countries'  bounds ;  our  pleasant  treef. 
Our  country  leave :  You,  Tityrus,  at  ease 
^lake  the  woods  ring  with  Amaryllis'  praise, 

TiV.— r-0  Melibceus,  'twas  a  Deity, 
(For  he  shall  e  er  be  deemed  a  God  by  me,) 
These  leisures  gave :  hisaitar  oft  shall  feed 
The  tenderest  lamb  my  guarded  flock  can  breed : 
He  gave  my  lierds,  as  you  behold,  to  stray ; 
And  me  upon  my  rural  pipe  to  play* 

Mft' — I  envy  not,  butwondtir:  while  aroond 
AH  else  are  driven  from  their  native  ground ! 
£'n  now  these  loitring  goats  1  drive  away ; 
And  scarce  yon  sipk  one  drag  along  the  way. 
Who  here  two  twins  upon  the  hazel  nook, 
Born,  (ah!  the  shepherd's  hopes!)  upon  the  flint,  for- 
sook ! 
This  evil  1,  had  I  been  wise,  of  old 
Bemember  that  th'  inspired  trees  foretold  ; 
And  oft  the  gloomy-omen'd  raven's  croak, 
Presag'd  misfortune  from  the  hollow  oak ! 
Put  tell  me  who  the  God,  that  turn'd  from  thee  the 
stroke? 
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TU. — Great  Rome,  I  thought,  ah !   foolish  I,  my 
friend,  ' 

Like  that  our  town  we  shepherds  oft  attend 
With  tender  offerings  of  our  fleecy  care  : 
Thus  whelps  and  kids  we  with  their  sires  compare ! 
Thus  was  I  wont  to  judge  of  high  hy  low ! 
But  Rome,  'mid  other  cities,  lifts  her  brow, 
'JViid  weeping,  shrubs  as  cypress  branches  show. 

Mel. — But  tell  ine  why  from  hence  to  Rome  you 
pass'd } 

• 

TU. — Freedom,  who  late  to  come,  yet  came  at  liast, 
Mot  'till  my  beard  upon  ray  chin  was  grey, 
Yet  came ;  nor  till  I  Galatea's  sway 
Hesien'd,  would  Amaryllis  hear  my  lay. 
IVhife  she  had  power,  1  had,  (to  own  to  thee) 
Nor  care  of  flock,  nor  hope  of  liberty : 
'ITio'  many  a  victim  usher<d  from  the  fold, 
And  the  rich  cheese  was  to  the  city  sold, 
Yet  never  felt  my  hand  the  weight  of  gold. 

MeL — I  wonder'd,  Amaryllis,  oft  to  see 
Thy  mournful  looks;  what  meant  the  bended*  knee 
"Why  hung  the  fruit  ungather'd  on  the  tree  ? 
But  Tityrus  was  absent !  Thee  the  stream  ; 
The  pines  and  lowly  shrubs  invok'd  thy  much-lov'd 
name ! 


9 
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Tit. — What  could  I  do  ?  A  slave  I  could  not  go ; 
Nor  could  I  elsewhere  Gods  so  present  know. 
Here  to  that  godlike  youth,  my  friend,  I  spoke, 
To  whom  our  monthly  altars  ever  smoke. 
Here  did  he  kindly  answer  to  my  prayer ; 
And  gave  my  flocks  to  feed,  again  beneath  my  cai*e. 
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Mel, — O  fortunate  old  man !  And  shall  thy  pldn, 
Thy  fields,  for  thee  sufficient,  safe  remain  ? 
While  the  hard  flint  o'ef-runs  our  once-till'd  ground. 
And  rushes  overspread  the  meadows  round. 
No  unknown  fooa  shall  try  thy  teaming  ewes ; 
Nor  neighbouring  flocks  their  taint  to  Uiee  diffuse. 
Happy  old  man  !  Here  'mid  accustomed  trees 
And  sacred  fountains,  thou  shalt  catch  the  breeze  ! 
Here  shall  the  hedge,  that  parts  from  neighbours'  fieldsj 
While  busy  bees  are  sucking  all  it  yields, 
With  gentle  murmurs  oft  entice  to  sleep. 
While  by  the  rock,  the  pruner's  voice,  more  deep. 
Fills  the  wide  air,  and  bounds  from  steep  to  steep ! 
Meanwhile  the  doves,  thy  care,  'with  hoarser  tone. 
And  turtles,  from  the  lofty  elm  shall  moan. 

Tit. — ^The  nimble  stag  shall  feed  upon  the  breeze. 
And  for  the  shore  shall  fish  desert  the  seas, 
Parthian  and  German  leave  their  bounds  and  rest 
Of  Arar's  floods,  and  Tigris'  waves  possest 
Sooner  than  his  remembrance  leave  my  breast. 

Md, — ^But  we  must  some  dry  Afric's  deserts  bflrmve. 
Some  Scythia,  and  Oaxis'  rapid  wave, 
Or  o'er  rough  seas  to  distant  Britain  ride, 
Divided  far  from  all  the  world  beside. 
And  will  it  ever,  will  it  ever  be, 
My  country's  bounds  that  I  again  shall  see? 
After  long  years  shall  view  my  springing  jgrain. 
My  little  turfy  hut,  and  all  my  rural  reign  ? 
My  fallow  shall  th'  impious  soldier  seize  ? 
These  corn-clad  fields  barbarian  hands  appease? 
O  civil  discord  !  Whither  wilt  thou  lead 
Thy  wretched  victims  ?  Whose  will  be  the  mead 
For  which  thy  helpless  sufferers  sow  the  seed  ? 
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Now^  Meliboeus,  graff  thy  grateful  fruit ; 

Now  to  the  curling  vine  its  partner  suit. 

Go,  my  once  happy,  go,  my  once-lov'd  flock, 

No  more  projecting  on  the  brambly  rock. 

Shall  I,  at  length  in  some  green  grotto  thrown. 

Behold  you,  as  you  browze^  the  dreadful  steep  HaAgf 

down? 
No  longer  shall  I  sing,  and  a!(  I  sup, 
See  you  the  bitter  herbs  arottnd  me  crop  I 

Tit, — Yet  here  with  me  you  well  may  rest  this  night; 
Soft  fruits  here  are,  and  milks  for  your  delight : 
For  now  the  smokes  from  cottages  ascend. 
And  longer  shades  from  mountain-tops  extend. 

MAY  2,  1784.  o.  Yr 


First  when  Love's  generous  hopes  I  knew; 

And  revel'd  in  delicious  pleasure, 
I  little  thought  how  much  of  rue 

Could  mingle  with  so  sweet  a  treasure. 

Too  quickly  fled  each  dear  delight, 
No  more  with  extacy  I  languish  : 

How  sad  is  disappointment's  night ! 
And  days  of  rapture  turnM  to  anguish  ! 


f,  t,  9^ 
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ELEGY 

BY  J.  J.  ESCHENBURG, 
0«  4he  Death  of  his  Infant  Dauohtsiu 

TaAN8L4TBO  FROM  TQS  GERMAN, 
BY  THE  LATE  J.  SIX,  ESQ. 


Soft  sioH^st  thou  to  rest ;  np  groan,  no  smart ; 

Soft  lulling  Angels  waft  thy  latest  breath, 
Thyself  an  Angel  now,  my  soul's  dear  part, 

Sweet  Babe,  thus  lying  in  the  arms  of  Death ! 

Not  he,  that  grisly  form,  whose  hand  malign 
Wide  sweeps  with  fatal  scythe  mankind  away ; 

That  Genius  rather,  on  whose  lips,  as  thine, 
The  smiling  graces  innocently  play. 

Peace  to  thy  slumbers.  Babe  !  thy  Father's  tear^ 
Thy  Mother  wailing  wild  her  darling  o'er. 

Thy  Brother's  longings,  infant  as  his  years. 
Shall  wake  thee  to  sweet  sympathy  no  more, 

O  ever  fortunate  !  whom  heav'nly  grace 
Recaird  so  early  from  thy  mortal  clay  ; 

O  ever  fortunate  \  not  left  to  trace 

With'  painful  error  this  life's  thorny  way ; 
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That  from  all  slipp'ry  paths,  all  hidden  snarei^ 
A  pitying  Providence  has  thee  convey'd  ; 

And  that  of  thousand,  thousand  idle  cares 
Not  one  upon  thy  breast  has  ever  prcy'd  ; 

That  of  this  visionary,  magic  scene 

1  hine  eye  the  outward  fashion  only  saw !     , 

While  we,  of  bliss  too  prompt  to  overween. 
Sorrow  from  all,  the  bitterest  sorrow,  draw. 


We  wecn'd  it  bliss,  thee,  tender  plant,  to  rear, 

To  see  our  foster'd  Nursling  kindly  grow. 
Whose  rip'ning  faculties  our  toil  might  cheer ; 

Heav'ns  !  and  we  foster'd  thus  our  future  woe  f 

« 

All  those  ideas  now,  on  which  we  hung, 
Thy  smiling  countenance,  thy  sportive  air. 

Thy  foot's  first  effort,  and  thy  lisping  tongue, 

All  wound  our  breast,  like  daggers  planted  there* 

Twas  sure  a  dream ;  yot,  while  before  our  sight. 
It  charm'd  our  senses,  to  th'  illusion  blind  ; 

But,  dissipated  now,  and  vauish'd  quite. 
It  leaves  vain  longings,  and  regrets  behind. 

Yet  no  ;  still  ever  present,  ever  dear 

Must  be  the  shadow  of  this  fleeting  dream  ! 

The  thought,  we  once  enjoy'd  thy  presence  here. 
When  its  now  thrilling  pangs  grow  less  extreme^ 

When  to  the  first  rude  shock  a  calm  succeeds, 
And  gnawing  anguish  irritates  no  more, 

When  the  deep  woupd,  which  now  so  freshly  bleedS|. 
Does  to  our  aching  heart  some  ease  restore, 

O  then  shall  pleasing  Melancholy  shed 

O'er  softer  images  a  milder  sleam ; 
She  o'er  thy  life  shall  fairer  colours  spread. 

Not  paint  it  like  a  vain,  unreal  dream  ; 
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No ;  like  a  misty  moriiy  whose  early  gloom 
Was  soon  o'ertaken  by  a  flood  of  day, 

Whose  Sun  dispeiFd  the  darkness  of  thy  doom^ 
And  all  our  fond  forebodings  chas'd  away. 

Thou  weeping  Partner  of  mv  life,  be  cheer'd  ! 

All  will  be  well ;  we  shall  not  long  complain 
Of  her  sad  fate,  which  erst  so  sad  appeared ; 

Thou  hast  not  born  her,  hast  not  nurs'd,  in  vain. 

Twas  not  in  vain,  that,  to  promote  her  weal, 
WatchM  unremitting  thy  maternal  care ; 

Rejoice  in  the  reward  that  Heaven  shall  deal 
For  toilso  pious,  and  for  love  so  rare. 

When,  all  the  pains  endured,  which  here  annoy, 
We  gain  th'  enjoyments  of  a  better  place. 

When  then,  at  th'  entrance  of  eternal  joy. 
Our  own  dear  Angel  flies  to  our  embrace* 

HOVBXBBa  18, 1781« 
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±u  not,  that,  early  summoned  from  the  earth 
(Sad  vale  of  pain  and  sorrow)  thou  hast  fled ; 
~For  sure  to  realms  more  suited  to  thy  worth. 
Thou  soar'st,  dear  Saint !  by  kindred  seraphs  led- 

Tb  not  for  this  my  tears  incessant  flow. 

For  this  that  ceaseless  grief  corrodes  my  mind, 

But  'tis,  and  ok !  forgive  the  selfish  woe  f 
That  I  a  lonely  wretch  am  left  behind. 

'  ••  w.  I. 
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Nature  thy  soft  voice  gives  peace  to  the  ocean, 
And  pours  the  light  spring-breeze  of  rapture  again, 

But  can'st  thou  restore  to  the  Heart's  fond  devotion,  . 
The  Idol  it  worshipped,  but  worshipped  in  vain. 

Hushed  is  the  tempest  that  troubled  the  billow. 
The' blushes  of  Heaven  warm  its  glistening^  foam  ;, 
^No  warbling  gale  from  their  mouldering  pillow 

Awakens  tl^  slumberers  who  rest  in  tue  tomb.        ' 

O'er  the  pale  verdure  that  wraps  each  cold  bosoin,,i 
The  holiest  dews  of  the  evening  are  shed ; 

And  there  the  wild  rose  uniblds  its  pale  blossom, 
Perfuming  the  breezes  that  mourn  o'er  the  dead. 

Ere  Nature  again  hears  the  wintry  winds  raving. 

And  the  snows  of  the  mountain  in  dazzling  wreaths 

«hine, 

May  this^  feverish  heart  rest  where  yon  wild  weedfr  iire 

waving,  — 

And  the  sleep  of  the  dead,  and'  thdr  dwelling'  be 

mine.  .     -. 

EDIKBUliaHf  APAIIi  iS,  1805.  •       ADELIVm 


6? 


LINES. 

To  the  Memory  of  Mrs,  Lefroy  *,  wAo  dM  by  a  FaO 
from  ker  Horse,  \6th  December ,  1804. 

BY  S.  E.  BRYDGESy  ESQ. 

Deep  Grief  is  dumb  f ;  else  long  ago,  dear  Shadt;, 
To-thee  the  mournfal  Muse  her  rites  had  paid! 
\\'helm'd  with  the  stroke  e'en  now  my  palsied  brain 
Struggles  with  feeble  effort  at  the  strain  i 
The  fountain  of  my  former  tears  is  dry ; 
And  wan  Despair  sits  fix'd  in  either  eye. 

-  t  Care  ley es  loquantar;  ingentes  stopent* 

*  Of  this  most  accomplished  and  incomparable  woman^  it  a| 
iliipossible  to  speak  in  adequate  terms  of  affection  and  admiration. 
The  following  character  appeared  in  a  Provincial  Ne«rspape^ 
immediately  after  her  decease. 

"  On  Sunday  morning,  the  16th  of  December,  died  at  Ashje^ 
ib  Hampshire,  in  consequence  of  a  fall  from  her  horse,  which  shtf 
.  viinnved  only  twelve  hours,  Mrs.  Lefroy,  wife  of  the  Rev.  Oeorga 
I>efroyi  Rector  of  that  parish,  and  eldest  daughter  of  the  lat^ 
lldWard  Brydges,  Esq.  of  Wootton,  in  Kent.  Of  this  lively,  ne* 
^bmplished,  and  most  extraordinary  woman,  it  is  alrook  in^pos* 
able  to  speak  truly,  without  seeming  to  use  tJerms  of  exaggeration. 
The  splendor  of  her  talents,  hef  vivacity,  her  powetfal  and  ener- 
setic  language,  the  beaming  and  eager  benevolence  of  her  coun- 
tenance and  manners ;  hor  fondness  for  society,  and  her  delight 
!h  making  every  one^around  her  happy,  were  felt,  wherever  she 
appeared:  But  with  all  these  worldly  attractions,  her  refigioa 
predominated  over  all  her  excellencies,  and  influenced  and  ex-r 
alted  every  ezpresiuon  and  action  of  her  life.  How  amiable  and 
V^lic  ik^  was  Iq  the  domestic  duties  of  daughter,  wife,  mother, 
and  sister,  they  only  ean  properly  conceive  who  experienced  her 
lynequalled  virtues  in  those  situations,  and  who  t^ow  have  to  mourn 
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Ah !  Time,  that  boasts  to  mellow  down  the  httes 
Of  wild  Regret,  and  o'er  her  form  diffuse 
A  soothing  sadness,  teaches  me  to  know 
With  keener  certainty  my  darkening  woe. 
At  every  care,  and  every  rising  joy. 
Each  task,  that  would  my  anxious  thoughts  employ, 
The  morning  ramble,  and  the  evening  toil. 
Thro'  life  I  look'd  for  thy  consoling  smile ! 
But  now,  whene'er  I  Learning's  page  unroll, 
And  strive  by  studious  pains  to  raise  my  soul, 
Soon  as  in  vain  I  seek  thy  chcaring  look, 
Down  from  my  unclasping  hands  descends  the  book. 

a  loss  beyond  the  power  of  words  to  describe*  and  of  any  earthly 
advantage  to  repair.  Bat  it  is  not  only  tu  near  relatioui  ana 
friends,  that  her  loss  b  irreparable,  she  has  left  a  chasm  m  so- 
ciety* which  there  is  no  second  to  iill.  The  whole  diviskni  of  dM 
county,  in  which  she  lived,  will  feel  her  death  most  poignantlVf 
and  appreciate  it  with  deep  and  unaffected  concern.  Above  tlC 
the  poor  will  receive  this  afflicting  dispensation  of  Providenca 
with  tlie  keenest  sorrow  and  lamentation :  she  fed.  she  cloatliedv 
•he  instructed  them  with  daily  and  never-ceasing  attention ;  ia 
grief  she  soothed  them  by  her  conversation  and  her  kind  looks  i 
and  in  sickness,  she  comforted  them  by  medicines  and  advice. 
She  instituted  a  daily  school  of  poor  children  in  her  own  hooscw 
Vhom,  in  the  midst  of  a  thousand  avocations,  she  never  failed  to 
instruct  herself;  she  taught  them  not  only  to  read  and  write,  but* 
by  her  ingenuity,  introduced  among  tliem  a  little  manufactuie  of 
straw,  by  which  they  were  enabled,  at  a  very  early  a^,  to  coo- 
tribute  to  their  own  livelihood.  When  the  vaccine  inoculatiaB 
was  discovered,  she  soon  convinced  herself  of  its  benefic&]^ 
effects,  and  having  learned  the  process,  actually  inoculated  upwards 
of  eight  hundred  poor  with  her  own  hand.  Thus  she  seemed 
like  a  ministering  Angel  goiug  about  to  dispense  unmiugled  good  in 
the  world,  when  it  pleased  Providence,  for '  its  own  inscrutable 
purposes,  so  suddenly  to  take  her  away."    . 

See  also  Genu  Mag,  Dec.  1804,  and  Mcfuthly  Mag.  Jan.  1805. 

A.  few  ot  Mrs.  L— 's  Poems  have  appeared  in  former  yolumef 
df  the  Poetical  Register. 
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Forgetful  of  my  loss,  if  transient  fire 
Impels  those  hands  to  seize  the  silent  lyre. 
To  thee  I  bid  it  pour  its  trembling  tone. — 
Thou  hearest  not ! — It  breathes  a  dying  moan  ; 
And  instantly  the  rising  spirit's  flown. 
Sometimes  I  wake  from  some  enchanting  dream, 
Bright  with  the  Muse's  rainbow- tinctur'd  beam  ; 
Or  deck'd  with  golden  pomp,  and  all  the  show. 
That  bold  Ambition's  gorgeous  flames  bestow. 
Glowing  1  haste  my  raptures  to  impart ! — 
But  thou,  alas  !  art  gone ;  and  to  my  heart 
Cold  chilling  damps  of  hopeless  anguish  dart! 

Loveliest  of  human  being?,  Sister,  Friend, 
Instructor,  Guardian !  where  can  ever  end 
The  praise,  that  to  thy  angel  worth  belongs  f 
Worth,  that  has  e'en  transcended  Poets'  songs! 
In  every  walk  of  life,  belov'd,  ador'd. 
How  have  all  ranks  thy  hapless  fate  deploi^d ! 
How  did  thy  liberal  hand,  and  melting  voice 
Bid  the  chiU'd  heart  of  Poverty  rejoice ! 
Amid  the  circles  of  the  rich  and  wise. 
How  spoke  the  mental  radiance  of  thine  eyes! 
How  charmed  the  wisdom  of  thy  flowing  tongue  ; 
How  from  thy  breast  the  lore  of  Angels  sprung! 

But  while  thy  mortal  relics  slumber  here, 
Moistened  by  Lowe's,  by  Friendship's,  Virtue's  tear. 
Thy  blissful  spirit,  O  exalted  Saint,     . 
Which  not  the  mixture  of  Earth's  mould  could  taint. 
Wanders  triumphant,  and  the  swelling  lyre 
(Touch'd  by  thy  human  hands  with  h^llow'd  fire,) 
Around  the  throne,  where  singing  seraphs  blaze, 
Strikes  in  glad  notes  to  thy  Creator^s  praise ! 

r3 
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VERSES 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 
On  ker  Emigration  to  America. 

BT  DAVID  IRVING,  A.  M- 
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Ye  vreltenng  waves  whose  sullen  murmur  drear 

Conveys  no  Sand  suggestion  to  my  ear, 

Why  cha^  the  welcome  visions  Fancy  brought. 

And  call  to  sadder  themes  my  devious  thought  ? 

O  wandering  winds,  your  melancholy  swell 

Shall  pab  in  concert  to  my  plaintive  shell. 

Oft  from  these  eyes  the  winds  and  waves  have  bore    ■ 

Some  gentle  friend,  doom'd  to  return  no  more ;         l 

Doom'd  to  descend,  in  Death's  untimely  sleep, 

Unknelf  d,  uncoffiu'd,  to  the  dreary  deep ; 

Or  hapless  fall  m  youth's  ecstatic  bloom,  \ 

And  find  on  Gambia's  shores  a  Stranger's  tomb*         i 

O  lovely  Maid,  shall  Life's  resistless  tide       . 

Give  to  Columbia's  wilds  thy  youthful  pride  ?         '  ■  ^ 

Thy  wit  maturing,  and  thy  opening  charms? 

That  modest  gface  which  every  feature  arms?       /    , 

Thy  tuneful  voice,  and  eloquence  of  meiri,        * 

Which  soothe  gaunt  care,  and  lull  the  vulture  ^leea  ^ 

In  vain  each  wish  !  the  bark  already  flings 

Wide' to  the  fresh'ning  gale  her  eager  wings : 

Q'er  the  high  deck  I  see  thee  pensive  roam»  * 

To  view  with  humid  eye  the  hills  of  home. 
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^wcet  Emigrant,  though  dear  tiiy  native  isle^ 
Though  chosen  friends  repay  thy  friendly  smile ; 
Though  thourecal — nor  check  the  graceful  tear — 
Annans  bright  sense,  and  taste,  and  soul  sincere ; 
Though  youthful  fancy  twine  with  magic  art 
A  thousand  nameless  cords  to  bind  thy  heart ; 
Tet  still  with  thee  the  faithful  keel  shall  bear  ' 

A  Mother's  love,  a  more  than  Father's  caw : 
His  heavenly  wings  the  cherub  Hope  shall  spread^ 
And  Virtue  hover  round  thy  cherish'd  head. 
O  while  the  restless  bark  shall  onward  stray, 
Proud  of  her  freight,  a  long  and  pathless  way. 
May  gentle  breezes  swell  the  buxom  sail, 
Hush'd  be  «ach  storm,  and  calmM  each  mder  ga)e« 
^[liTough  t&e  dread  might  of  Him  that  stills  the  waves^ 
The  giant  storms  shall  seek  their  murky  caves ; 
Grim  in  repose,  shall  raise  a  half--closed  eye, 
And  mark  Eliza  glide  securely  by. 


TO  MARY. 

J  WISH — ^nor  ever  wish  thee  ill ! — 
I  wish  thee  all  thy  heart's  desire, 

Mary  !  if  just,  may  time  fulfill 

The  wish  that  friendship  doth  inspire. 

I  vfish  thee,  Dear !  a  sacred  boon. 

Nay  Heaven  importune  to  bestow  it,        , 

I  wish  thee  married.  Girl,  and  soon  ; 
5ut  wish  thou  ne'er  nia/st  wed  a  Poet  t 
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THE  CHACE, 

A  BALLAD. 

BT   AKDREW    MERC£E. 

Whers    Loch-Maxy   roars  round   its  mouDtaincmt 
shoreSy 

And  lends  the  young  Yarrow  *  its  wave; 
Where  Drykope  is  dun  with  the  sultry  sun. 

Stood  the  castle  of  Gilbert  the  brave: 
Of  Gilbert,  the  fear  of  the  southern  race. 

In  the  moon-light  combat  afar  on  the  hill. 
The  boast  of  the  forest,  and  chief  in  the  chace. 
Whose  stern  eye  of  war,  and  whose  love-soften'd  grace 
*     Were  the  pride  of  the  fair  Anne  Morville* 

At  the  fall  of  even,  when  dusky  the  heaven. 

The  lovers  had  met  in  the  grove. 
To  brrathe  their  soft  vows,  beneath  the  green  boughs. 

Where  th&  cushat  sat  cooing  above. 
They  whispered  the  date  of  the  nuptial  day. 

And  sigh'd  that  three  mornings  were  yet  to  awake  ; 
His  sigh  was  deep  as  his  rage  in  the  fray, 
And  the  love  of  the  damsel  was  mild  as  the  ray 

That  now  play'd  on  the  heaving  lake. 

In  the  following  mom,  9,t  the  sound  of  the  hmn. 

The  yell  of  the  huntsmen  arose, 
And  the  clarion  shrill  shook  every  hill. 

As  if  trod  by  a  thousand  foes  ! 
O  gay  was  the  revel  along  the  green. 

When  the  quivered  horsemen  skirmishing  join'd ! 
But  never  a  chief  of  so  gallant  a  mien. 
Though  many  assembled,  on  that  day  was  seen. 

As  Gilbert,  whose  bow  hung  behind. 

*  The  river  Yarrow  flows  out  of  St.  Mary's  Locb. 
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Ah  many  a  hart  from  his  hind  shall  depart^ 

And  the  dens  of  his  love  in  the  wood, 
And  the  hhstled  boar  shall  welter  in  gore, 

Far,  far  from  his  last  night's  abode : 
But  though  all  the  beasts  of  the  mountains  fall^ 

Can  the  red  tide  atone  for  a  ruddier  stain  I 
A  hundred  antlers  hung  in  the  hall, 
And  the  trophied  tusks  of  the  boar  were  but  small. 

For  the  life  of  a  Chieftain  slain !    "^ 

Lo  start  the  dun  roes  at  the  sound  of  their  foes. 

And  the  fear  of  the  hunter's  wile, 
For  with  bugle  and  hounds  the  region  resound;, 
♦     O'er  many  a  copsercovered  mile  ! 
And  a  hundred  coursers  neigh'd  in  the  wind, 

On  the  green  hills  of  Henderland*  sounding  afar. 
The  lake  of  St.  Mary  the  revelry  join'd. 
And  thundered  throughout  to  its  mountains  behind. 

The  shout  of  the  woodland  war ! 

Ere  felt  was  the  power  of  the  noon-day  hour, 

Ten  deer  fell  by  Gilbert's  hand, 
And  twice  six  more  were  pierced  at  the  core. 

By  the  rest  of  the  hunter  band ; 
When  furious,  and  foaming  his  hungr)'  teeth, 

A  bellowing  boar  rushed  on  thro'  the  dell, 
A  tempest  of  arrows,  swift-ridden  by  death, 
Discharged  on  the  monster  its  ravenous  wrath. 

But  more  than  a  monster  fell ! 

Sigh  ye  sons  of  the  bow  for  the  hunter  laid  low. 

By  the  chance-erring  arrow  misled, 
And  bewail  the  sad  hour,  ye  Dames  of  the  bower^ 

And  comfort  the  bride  of  the  dead ! 

*  A  beautiful  farm  by  th«  side  of  St.  Marj^'s  Lodi. 
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For  fallen  is  the  fear  of  the  soutfief  n  race; 

In  the  moon-light  combats  afatl  on  the  hill, 
Tlkc  boast  of  the  Forest,  hiid  chief  in  the  chace^ 
^Vhosc  stern  eye  of  war,  alid. whose  iove-soften'd  gtacr. 

Were  the  pride  of  fair  Anne  Morvillel 

And  deep  did  you  grieve,  and  your  bosoms  heave. 

Ye  Chieftains  and  Dames  of  the  hall, 
But 'the  hapless  bride,   when.she  heard  he  had  died,  • 

She  wept  not— she  wept  none  at  all  1 
For  tl^e  blasting  news,  like  a  bolt  of  the  sky,  .  I 

In  a  moment  had  dried  up,  and  with^r'jd  -her  iMrain, 
Not  a.  teaTf-drorp  remained  to  moisten  her  cyte^  ; 

And  the  soul-moving  spark  of  her  reason  did  Hy, 

And  never  returned  again  I 

'  Despair  gnawed  his  prey  in  her  bosom  by  day, 

*Mid  the  darkest  abode  of  the  tower, 
And  she  went  to  the  grove,  to  meet  with  her  Love, 

At  the  blue  and  raoon-light  hour. 
And  theQce,  as  the  mood  of  her  madness  inclin*d^ 

She  flew  to  the  spot  where  the  hunter  fell, 
Embraced  each  bush  with  a  pressure  so  kind, 
As  though  she  believed,  in  her  nerve-broken  ndud^ 

That  her  lover  was  yet  in  the  dell  \ 

Soon  her  l)ody  she  gave  to  her  Gilbert's  grave. 

That  bloom'd  in  the  becchen  grove, 
"Where  they  breathed  their  soft  vows,  beneath  th^gretfu 
boughs 

IVhiJc  the  cushat  sat  cooing  above*  ^ 

And  the  villager  yet,  .while  he  points  out  the  plaee^ 

R0ates  wi^  a  sigh  their  sad  «tory  of  woe, 
And  adds,  that  they  woo'd  'mong  a  mortal  race,     . » ' 
But  were  wedded  above,  with  celestial  grace. 

Which  the  children  of  earth  ca»aoi  kjjfii^lj.  t 

STTERICK   FOREST* 
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'  PARAPHKASTIC  VERSION 


OF  THE  46ik  PSALM. 


BY  T.  PARK,   ESQ. 


Our  hope,  our  strength,  our  refuge  is  our  God! 

On  Him  reposing — Fear  in  vain  annoys  ; — 
Though  from  their  solid  base  huge  mountains  nod. 

And  earth,  unbalancM,  lose  her  central  poise. 

I^ougk  Alpine  mounds  should  in  {he  ^ea  be  hurFd,^ 
While  Ocean  trembles  with  convulsive  roar, — 

Though  one  vast  tempest  desolate  the  world. 
Still  Faith  may  anchor  on  a  tranquil  shojre. 

For  all  the  lavage  of  this  finite  sphere. 
Can  do  the  city  of  our  God  no  ill : — 

The  holy-^lacc  He  plants  his  dwelling  near, 
Smiles  at  the  storm  that  baffles  hinnan  skill. 

Though  heathen  nations  in  their  strength  rejoice, 
And  all  the  terrors  of  the  earth  array ; — 

Let  but  pur  God  uplift  his  single  voice^ 
And  even  Earxh  herself  shall  melt  away» 

The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  orjly  Godi 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  our  Almighty  JLord !.       .  , 
Ftfat  tfieYi  the  wrath  of  his  destroying  rod, 

And  dread  the  vengeance  of  his  two-edg'd  sword. 
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Lcgiofis  of  ti^arriors — in  tbeir  proud  career 
He  checks, — and  makes  thera  fearfully  retire, 

tie  snasps  in  sunder  the  uplifted  spear. 
And  wraps  their  chariots  in  consuming  fire. 

With  silent  reverence  then,  obey  his  nod ; 

And  let  the  heathen  world  exulting  own 
I'he  God  of  Jacob  is  the  only  God ! 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  must  be  the  Lord  alone ! 


INSCRIPTION 


For  tht  Ivy  Bower  in  tie  Groroe  near  Dromore  Honue* 

Stranger,  whose  curious  eye,  delighted,  strays 
Around  the  little  Glen's  romantic  maze, 
IVhere  Genius  rising  from  the  vale  of  years. 
In  venerable  vigour  still  appears. 
Pause  here  ! — ^tis  meditation's  fav'rite  seat— 
And  as  you  enter  with  due  reverence  greet 
The  sober,  silent,  solitary  power, 
Whose  sacred  presence  dignifies  the  bower. 
Does  worldly  care  or  grief  thy  soul  oppr^s  ? 
Her  soothing  influence  will  relieve  distress  ; 
Her  admonition  teach  thee  to  be  wise ; 
Her  sanction  prove  a  passport  to  the  skies. 

]>ROMORE^  AUG.  1805.  HATIZ* 
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TO  MISS  SEWARD- 

FROM  THE  REV.  DR.  STEVENS. 
With  the  present  of  his  published  Poems. 


To  Thee,  whose  magic  all  the  Graces  own, 
While  Pity  sighs  her  soul  into  thy  lay, 

Fair  Votaress  of  the  Lyre !  to  Thee  unknown, 
I  tremble  to  address  this  weak  essay. 

To  wring  from  even  hostile  breasts  a  tear. 
To  consecrate  the  deeds  of  British  Fame, 

To  bid  stem  Valour  mourn  o'er  Andre's  bier 
And  gild  the  path  of  Death  with  Glory^s  damft 

Be  thine  ;  O  justly  Thou  of  every  Muse 
Belov'd  !     O  bid  immortal  Truth  again. 

By  Fancy  deck'd  in  all  her  fairy  hues, 

Create  new  wonders  from  thy  charmful  pen ! 

^or  me,  low  sunk  in  Lifers  inglorious  shade, 
Som^  meaner  theme  befits,  some  woodland  air; 

]But  by  thy  Genius  my  pursuits  betra/d, 
1  pant  tiie  spirit  of  thy  song  to  shara. 

Jb  some  short  pause  pif  Pleasure  or  of  Fame, 
If  Fam^  pne  moment  can  thy  breast  resign,    , 

Enough  for  me  if  my  ambitious  aim 

May  wake  tliy  feelings  with  a  verse  from  mine^ 

KI&PTQK,  FSB.  23,  17S2.  r.  b.  s. 


tB 


/       EPISTLE 

To  the  Rev.  Dr.  William  Bashaw  Stevens f  ofReptm^ 
Derby shirey  on  his  Poem  Retirement*. 

BY   ANKA   SEWARD. 

u   f  — Ji_ 

If  yet,  unbless'd  by  Learning's  guardian  aids, 
1  rov'd  the  labyrinths  of  Aonian  shades, 
And  in  tne  gloomy  and  the  silent  hour 
Wove  the  dun  foliage  of  their  cypress  bower,  ^ 
The  **  oak-crown'd  Chief,  and  laurell'd  Warrior's  tomb 
Solemn  to  strew ;  and  cropt  their  floral  bloom 
For  a  fair  Votary's  um,  my  priz'd  reward 
Lives. in  the  smile  of  Repton's  classic  Bard. 

Y^t  not  the  letter'd  smile's  inspiring  ray 
When  most  its  warmth  shall  gild  my  pensive  lay, 
Such  intellectual  luxury  can  impart, 
Or  pour  such  sweet  sensations  on  my  heart. 
As  when,  ingenuous  Lyrist,  brightly  shine 
Thro"  the  clear  medium  of  thy  classic  line. 
On  every  hill  and  vale,  and  plain>  and  grove, 
Th^  Seraph  Forms  of  Beauty,  'Truth,  and  LoV%; 

Sing  on,  sweet  Bard  !  for  to  thy  happy  l3rTe, 
When  beams  the  setting  Sun  with  chasten'd  fire. 
And   Evening  clouds,  half  pierc'd  with  lights  \\Vfm 

spread 
Their  floating  purple  round  his  golden  headj 

••  This  poem-  will  be  found  in  the  present  volume,  p,  J59. 

**  AUndiog  to  the  Author's  Elect  on  Capt.  Cook,  and-.t* 
bor  MoNOozKd  on  Major  Andrji,  and  on  Ladt  Miller. 
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Higk  o'er  their  edge,  as  soft  they  sail  along. 
Shall  hend  the  Spirits  of  cono;enial  Soiig; 
TiiOMSiON,  great  Nature's  darling  Spirit,  bow 
The  leafy  honours  of  his  placid  brow, 
Ancl  l9&y  Akenside  shall  hail  the  strains 
That  Beauty  decks,  and  Energy  sustains. 

Sing  on,  sweet  Bard,  when  Sprixg  s  gay  Wartblcrs 
cease 
To  <?^iebrate  the  jocund  Year's  increase. 
And  Summer  must  no  more  bis  thirst  subdue 
In  the  expanding  rose-bud's  lucid  dew ; 
But,  with  their  tading  hues,  and  closing  bells. 
The  pale,  shrunk  flowers  shall  strew  the  whiten*d  dells» 
And  Autumn's  lingering  steps,  retreating,  press 
Their  fallen  petals  down  the  lone  recess, 
Still  may  thy  song,  to  ever}'  rising  gale, 
Sigh  thro'  the  dim  and  melancholy  Vale ! 

And  wlxcn  th'  aerial  Archer,  as  he  flies, 
Wings  the  led  arrow  thro'  the  gloomy  skies. 
And  fudous  Trent,-  high  o'er  his  banks  shall  potif 
The  turbid  waters  round  thy  favc^urite  bower. 
Ceaseless  do  thou  the  rising  strain  prolong. 
And  haii  stem  Wititer  with  thy  solemn  song! 
While  for  the  Lyre,  that  erst  to  the  soft  days 
Of  bloomy  Summer  brcath'd  the  lovely  lays. 
On  thy  nerv'd  arm  th'  Eolian  Shell  be  slung. 
Full  to  the  Tempest's  angry  wailings  flung; 
And  he,  whose  strains,  on  cold  Tempra's  hill, 
Mbum'd  o*er  the  eddies  of  the  darkcri'd  rill, 
The  fame  resounding  of  the  fallen  brave,  • 
O'er  Erin's  heath,  and  Ullin's  stormy  wave, 
He,  on  his  thin,  grey  mist  descending  slow, 
dhrili  as  the  frequent  Blast  is  heard  to  blow, 
'Mid  the  lon^  Rocks  thy  wandering  steps  shall  find, 
And  lift  thy  Harp  to  Whtter's  loudest  wind. 
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O !  when  its  tones  fall  munnuring  ob  the  Floods, 
Deeply  respondent  to  the  groaning  Woods, 
Each  lofty  note,  that  hymns  the  rifled  year, 
With  force  impressive  shall  assail  the  ear. 
As  when  thou  call'st  the  shuddering  Thought  to  mourn 
O'er  *  Talents  withered  in  th'  untimely  urn; 
To  grieve  that  Penury's  resistless  storm 
Beat  cold  and  deadly  o'er  the  shrinking  Form, 
Where  mighty  Genius  had  those  powers  enshrin'd» 
Whose  reign  is  boundless  o'er  each  feeling  Mind  ; 
To  mourn  that  anguish  durst  the  Heart  invade 
Beneath  the  regal  Purple's  aweful  shade. 
That  steep'd  in  blood,  at  the  Fanatic  Frown 
From  Charles'    pale  brows   shou'd    fail  the  thorny 

Crown ; 
That  England's  Virgin  Majesty  shou'd  close 
A  long  illustrious  life  in  bitterest  woes ; 
She,  who  in  wisdom  firm,  as  vast  in  power 
On  grateful  Millions  shed  the  prosperous  hour. 
O  !  how  unlike  those  Councils  dark,  that  hurl'd 
The  torch  of  Discord  o'er  the  Western  W^orld! 

Whatever  ills  may  to  the  past  succeed, 
Tho'  lust  of  War  may  doom  a  World  to  bleed, 
And  bleed  iu  vain,  yet  may  no  public  gloom. 
Nor  private  sorrow,  blight  thy  classic  bloom ! 
And  to  the  Sons  of  Geuius,  whose  sad  fate 
Thy  mournful  lines  with  sacred  force  relate, 
O !  may  thy  fortunes  no  resemblance  bear, 
Yet  may  thy  rising  fame  their  deathless  laurek  share 

APRIL,  1783. 

*  Referring  to  Dr.  Stevens'  beautiful  deacriptions,  in  his  Posm 
JlsTiREMXNT,  of  the  hard  fate  of  those  great  Poets  Spinssb* 
MiLTOV,  Otway,  Collins,  and  Chattsrton. 
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THE  COMPLAINT  OF  CORSICA. 


} 


Ikdigkakt  Corsica^  the  World's  disdain. 

And  hardly  noticed  amid  Europe's  train, 

ScornM  early  by  a  poet  and  a  sage 

Whose  name*  immortaliz'd  the  injurious  page 

Harshly  dictated  by  an  exile's  *  rage ; — 

She  who  in  modern  times  long  groan'd  the  Slave 

Of  Genoa,  mistress  of  the  ambient  wave ; 

And  from  her  hands,  all  impotent  to  hold, 

Pass'd  to  a  Monarch's,  for  the  dross  of  gold  ; — 

Rous'd  by  a  series  of  successive  wrongs, 

Thus  claim'd  the  justice,  that  to  States  belongs  ; 

And,  at  the  foot  of  Jove's  etherial  throne. 

Sued,  not  in  vain,  in  this  Undaunted  tone. 

*'  Look'st  thou  not  down  with  equal  eyes  on  all, 
^*  Both  Men  and  States ;  and  see'st  them  rise  and  fall 
"  Not  by  rude  chance,  nor  left  to  Fortune's  hand, 
**  But  by  thy  just  and  merciful  command  ? 
"  What  then  is  Corsica,  Immortal  Jove,  • 
"  That  She  partakes  not  thy  paternal  love  ? 
"  Is  there  in  all  the  dark  decrees  of  fate 
"  No  glory  destin'd  for  so  mean  a  State  ? 
*^  Sprung  from  my  loins,  is  never  man  design'^ 
"  To  lord  it  universal  o'er  his  kind  ? 

•  Seneca. 
^OL.  V.  G 
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To  wasli  in  Europe's  blood  my  servile  stains. 
And  rivet  France  and  Genoa  with  my  chains? 
O,  from  thy  throne,  amid  the  starry  skies^ . . 
Look  down  with  juster  and-  mimtler  eyet«r  >  • 
Scorn'd,  as  I  was,  and  as  I  am,  oppressed, 
Let  me  find  favour  in  my  Maker's  breast : 
And  bid  thy  thunder  teach  the  unthinking  States,* 
Justice  retributive  on  Kingdoms  waits." 


She  spoke  :  and  Jove  with  eye  reluctant  saw 
Her  pray'r  was  good ;  and  that  it  must  be  law. 
Then  for  the  b<;ok  he  called,  in  which  are  told 
Things  past,  and  things  the  future  shall  behold : 
His  firm  hand  traced  a  long  career  of  Fame, 
And  o'er  the  page  inscribed  Napoleon's  name. 

scV 


EPIGRAM. 

To  the  Jutkor  (fascmMom  PvhU&Okn  aiBejfast. 

Suc^  was  the  pow'r  of  hidden  worth 

Within  a  stranger  land, 
A  Serpent  which  the  heat  brought  forthy- 

Dropt,  harmless,  from  the  hand. 

Such  is  the  pow'r  of  secret  spite. 

That  had  there  been  appl/d 
To  Thee  the  same  envenom'd  bite 

The  SerpcfU  must  have  died. 
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VERSES 


Xhbrk  is  a  facred  use  in  Poesy 
Beyond  its  other  aims ;  it  has  its  pi^ise. 
When  Co  surpassing  excellence  it  breathes 
incense  ^ell-merited,  and  speaks  aloud 
'The  name  of  Virtue  to  the  general  ear. 
It  has  its  praise  too^  when  at  festive  hours 
It  Wakes  the  soul-  to  pleasure^  with  sweet  airsi 
And  gay  united ;  or  at  silent  eve^ 
Mid  Natur0's  lovely  scenes,  remote  from  men, 
It  soothes  some  generous  amiable  heart 
With  pleasing  fancies.    But  it  cannot  boast 
More  sacred  or  more  dignified  employ, 
Than  when  in  accents  mild  it  whispers  peace 
To  suffering  Worth,  and  lures  the  Wounded  heart 
Of  Sorrow  from  the  grasp  of  cold  Despair. 
O  could  I  breathe  a  strain  so  soft^  so  sweet. 
So  gentle,  and  so  full  of  tenderness^ 
I'hat^  like  the  healing  voice  of  Angels  kind, 
It  might  pour  comfort  in  the  afflicted  breas^ 
Of  yon  beloved  mourner !  But  O  how 
Can  I  find  solace  for  distress  so  keen  ? 
Where  is  the  charm  in  verse,  that  can  seduce 
The  rivetted  affections,  from  the  thought 
Of  Friends  for  ever  lost,  and  bid  the  sigh- 
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Be  sfilly  that  springs  from  disappointed  bope 

And  loveliest  prospects  faded.    O  what  balm 

Is  there  so  sovereign,  that  it  can  allay 

Sharp  Memory's  pangs,  and  with  Lethasan  powV 

Drive  frdm  the  storehouse  of  the  busy  brain 

Each  fondly-cherishM  image  of  past  joy  ? 

O  there  is  none ;  nor  will  I,  lovely  Maid, 

In  rude  unhallow'd  strains  proiiane  thine  ear 

With  cold  and  rigid  themes  of  stoic  pride. 

That  teach  us  to  forget  what  most  we  lov'd^ 

Vain  task !  and  rudely  from  the  bleeding  heart 

To  pluck  at  once  each  tender  fond  record 

Of  those  we  doated  on.     Too  well  I  know. 

For  I  too  have  felt  sorrow,  such  are  vain. 

Mine  be  it  rather  those  mrld  images 

To  paint,  which  soften,  not  extirpate  grief  7 

The  wildness  of  distraction  that  convert 

To  tender  recollection,  and  soft  pain. 

With  pleasure  not  unmingled  ;  patience  calm  ; 

And  resignation,  with  meek  eye  uptumM 

To  Heav%,  and  blessing  him  that  gave  the  blow. 

Mine  be  it  to  speak  of  tender-hearted  friends. 

In  fondest  pity  watching  the  pale  looks 

Of  her,  who  sadly  mourns;  and,  tho'  remote, 

Oft  smit  with  pangs  of  deepfelt  sympathy, 

Ani  breathing  purest  wishes  for  her  peace. 

To  waft  in  gentle  and  soft-whisp'ring  notes         • 

That  heaUng  voice,*' Blessed  are  they  that  mourn i^ 

"  They  shall  be  comforted ;"  and  tell,  that  He, 

The  hapless  object  of  her  sore  distress, 

Wa3  numbered   with    the  Good  (heart-sootUng^ 

thought) 
And  full  of  blooming  graces,  ripe  for  Heav'n; 

It  is  the  penalty  of  all  that  live. 
To  suffer  grief;  there's  none  that  doth  escape^ 
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Our  utmost  bli^  is  but  a  tmnskpt  smn, 
¥kat  for  a  moment  gleams ;  the  blaok'ning  clouds 
Roll  OD)  imd  bide  it  from  our  cheated  view. 
The  world  is  full  of  mourners.    Gracious  God ! 
IVbat  bttt;]^e  tbpu^t  of  Thee  cp^kl  bear  ub  up 
Ainid  so  many  paimi ;  or  who  sustain 
The  terrors  of  •thy'chast'ning  rod  severe^ 
IMdst  thou  tiot  open  to  our  anxious  view 
The  blessed  langdont,  where*  the  virtuous  heart, 
JFsom  grief  at  length  secure,  may  find  repose  ? 
AVhere  sevei^d  friends  will  meet,  to  part  no  more. 
And  all  the  just  receive  their  f«ll  account 
For  what  they  suffered  here,  in  this  dairk  road 
Of  mortal  life.    There  all,  who  pin'd  forlorn 
in  misery ;  aU,  who  felt  the  chilling  gripe 
Of  sore  distress ;  who  meekly  bow'd  the  head 
Beneath  the  tyrant's  axe,  and  felt  the  scourge 
Of  taunting  Villainy,  shall  rest  in  peace ; 
And  tears  shall  there  be  wip'd  from  ev'ry  eye. 
There  only  love  shall  reign,  love  undisturb'd, 
A  long  unoeasing  sabbath  of  delight, 
In  the  bright  kingdoms  of  unfading  joy« 

O  my  lamented  friend,  what  waits  thee  here, 
Ere  yet  escapM  ihe  prison-doors  of  life  ? 
Thou  shalt  have  comfort,  and  thine  heart,  that 

throbs 
In  silent  anguish,  shall  be  hushed  tb  peace. 
Thou  shak  have  Friendship^  balm  to  heal  thy 

wounds; 
For  we  thy  friends  will  watch  around  thy  head, 
And  minister  soft  solace  to  thy  pains, 
like  guardian  seraphs  hymning  songs  of  love. 
And,  when  stem  Duty  calls  us  from  thy  side, 
OjGu:  anxious  hearts  shall  pour  forth  many  a  pray  V 
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In  thy  behalfy  easA  cM  Hea^n'a  Messing  66kfj\ 
On  thee,  o^r  iliucb*loVd  Meeditig  innocent* 
O  8o«othkig  bakn  of  giie^  liowefer«e^^6re!   ' 
That  w4i  are  lovM,  that  e^ry  frnng^  thait  iiends 
Our  hbsom^  is  not  felt  by  us^Mlc^;  •' 

That  sympathy  ^tth  toMler  tnacionB  io<4c< ' 
In  mvLtt  Gompasgion  wailGhe;^  'ev^ry  M^r; 
And  fhfeii  k^*8elf  the  drops  she  fain- wout4  dry. 
This  gives  «ew>  courage  %o  the  fainting  soul  i 
Cur  griefs  ajie  less,  n^lien'l^^ai^d ;  the  wretch  bereft 
Of  pity^is  "OOHiforty  is  a  ^i^<^h  indeed. 
Yes,  thoft  nbeek  ffuterer !  this  {dtying  heart. 
Whose  I  doors  (were  never  ^banr'd  to  worth  in  tears, 
Hatli  :stilt'  etne- precious  oomer  left*  for  tiiee, ' 
WhfEVe  thy  much^alued  knage  shatl  be  shrin'd, 
■  And  Fpiendship 'guard  it  the^,  till  life  be  ^ne. 

Then  ivih  not  ever  mourn,  beloved  friend ; 
Th^uyet  wilt  share  the ;innoec/nt  delights^ 
Of  tis,  "who  cheiiish  thee^  and  on  tl)y  4ipa 
Still  'Vfeti»  the  smile  of  jpeabe.    We  envy  not 
The  temperate  sorrow,  that  disturbs  not  life; 
The  precious  tribute  of  a  few  ^arm  tears     ^ 
Pour -d  from  the  sacred  fountain  of  the  90ul ; 
These  are  but  'soothing,  these  to  happier  thoughts 
Nat  uncongenial.     The  sweet  song  ef  mom 
Shall  cheer  thee  still,  and  Nature^  lovely  smile 
Call  tl^ee' to  <^ander  ^mid  her  peaceful  scenes, 
And  tr4nquil  Evening  breathe  her  wonted  calm, 
But  chief,  thy  well-instructed  mind  shall  bring 
Rich  stores  of  consolation,  as  thou  tnm'st 
The  improving  page,  of  taste  full  apt  to  choose 
The  best  and  wisest,  such  as  the  mild  heart) 
Of  woman  most  adori^s,  and  blends  the  grace 
Of  sweetest  knowledge  with  a  lovely  form.  ' 
JFor  what  is  fairest  beauty  without  that  ? 
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*Tis  but  a  gilded  snare,  to  lure  the  eye 
Of  Lov£  without  affection,  love  miscall'd  ; 
An  houi^s  poor  pl^thing  ^r  a  trifling  hearty 
That  scorns  the  toy  it  covets,  unsincere. 
Thou  too  canst  wander  mid  the  fragrant  blooms 
That  decorale  the  jpore  Castaliaa  spring. 
And  to  sweet  numbers  lend  a  ^drilling  ear, 
jSuch  as  exalt  the  soul  with  moral  themes. 
Improve  affection,  and  to  virtue  give 
That  sacred  g^w,  which  bids  h^r  to  look  down 
On  all  things  mean  with  scorn  and  high-bom  pride* 
Kor  wilt  thou  him  despise,  tho'  poor  his  song, 
Who  now  by  winding  Jsis,  far  away, 
•    Amid  his  lonely  musings  thinks  on  thee 
Witi  foriitf  regret,  and  praying  for  thy  peace. 
Awakes  oittr^'  more  his  long-neglected  lyre ; 
jSo  best  awaked,  if  haply  it  may  speak 
^  iioo^^iflg  note  of  comfort,  and  awbi}e 
Allay  the  j^j^iHsh  of  a  sorrowing  friend* 

Author  of  Hfe  and  death,  whose  righteous  hands 
XHspclnse  to  ^y  poor  creatures  bliss  or  pain, 
As  fit?  t^epi  best !  6  hear  the  fervent  pray'r 
Of  |i^riends(ip,  pure  and  kind  as  brothers  feel ; 
Send  peace  to  'her  sdd  heart,  and  give  her  strength 
|n  mpt  dr^d  trial ;  fW>m  her  troubled  spirit 
Each  i$itk  ^nd  hideous  ima^e  chace  away ; 
Tfcqit  soliaipe  pply  there,  and  hope  serene. 
And'  pleasures  mild,  and  tranquil  pure  content. 
And  all  thy  dearest  blessings,  that  can  cheer 
Our  mingled  journey  thro'  this  vale  of  woe* 

nB,  1,  17S7.  »• 
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LINES 

On  tome  Ifuprovements  in  the  Toton  of  Be^ast,  supers 
intended  hy  the  Marchioness  of  DonegaU,  DoMgkter  of 
Edward  May,  Esq, 

BT   DR.   DRE19WAN. 


!P;RX  was  tl^e  magicy  the'  the  art  was  v^ini    . 
When  Binvam  Wood  marpb'd  forth  to  Qunsin^He ; 
But  here  Delusion  seem^  to  cheat  the  yievy^y 
We  look  again,  ai)d  find  th'.  enchantment  true^ 
With  higher  art  our  fair  Magician  grac'd. 
Wields,  at  h^r  willy  the  potent  spellof  taste; 
in  the  chanpM  pircle,  where  she  takes  her  stand, 
E'en  rooted  trees  ohey  her  lieck'ning  hand ; 
Fast  from  their  forest  heights  descend  in  $1^, : : 
And,  wavipg,  ivait  the  sanction  of  her  smile ; 
Where  the  axe  feU'd  nor  slacken'd  in  its  toil^    ; 
Here,  a  new  wood  adopts  t^e  grateful  spil, 
Breathes  health  and  fragrance  thro'  the  ambient  air, 
And  makes  the  Town  reflect  th^.  Country  fair; 
vThen  wave  again  your  branches,  when  you  m«^t 
This  fair  Enchantress  with  a  whisper  sweet «  '  ^ 
Let  ev'ry  fibre  strike  a  firmer  root". 
Let  the  green  blood  in  swifter  circles  shoot ; 
To  shape  her  name,  strive  ev'ry  sportive  spray, 
Prepare  ye  Flow'rs,  for  her,  your  best  bouquet, 
And  every  leaf  announce  the  radiant  Mat. 
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LINES 

To  a  Ffyf  on  itsjirst  Appearance  in  my  Roam  after  the 

severe  Winter  of  179^' 

BY  MISS  FEAaSON. 

k     I      II. I.    I  I  I  I 

-HaI  whence  com'st  thou,  with  wing  so  cltitTy 
Thus  soon  to  brave  the  chilling  year  ? 
Come  tell  me  little  wanderer  tell 
In  what  deep  nest  or  dreary  cell  .!. 

Thou  h^st  past  the  dark  hjrbernal  day, 
Like  me  to  keen  despair  a  prey? 
When  first  emerging  from  the  night 
Thou  saw'st  the  warm,  refulgent  light, 
Did'st  thou  not  think  thy  lucid  \ving 
Was  made  to  fan  eternal  spring,  '' 

That  but  for  thee  the  lily  threw 
Her  silver  bosom  to  the  dew, 
That  blooms  and  fruits,  and  light  combin'd;      1 
With  verdure  bright,  and  breezes  kind  f 

To  charm  thy  little  froljc  mind  ?  J 

Alas  !  too  soon  November's  blast 
Wou'd  teach  thee  how  to  rate  the  past, 
Whirl  thee  on  frosty  winds  to  mourn 
The  joys  that  never  must  return, 
Clog  thy  transparent  wings  with,  damp; 
And  all  thy  tender  organs  cramp ; 


Bid  thee  detest  the  fragrant  day 

That  woke  thee  in  the  breast  of  May, 

And  asl^  why  heaven  exerts  its  power 

To  form  the  insect  of  an  hour. 

"  O  no  niy  friend,"  I  hear  thee  cry, 

Dare  i  s  waek  auid  tiny  fly. 

Dare  I  presume  to  grasp  the  plan 

IVhich  Men  nor  Angels  e'er  shall  scan  ? 

— My  being  has  not  usejiess  been. 

In  me  the  Deity  is  seen — 

These  pinions  which  assist  my  flight. 

Shew  every  tint  of  blooming  light, 

Blended  by  that  Celestial  hand. 

Which  points  tbe  skies,  and  clothes  the  li^nd  ; 

Anc(  while  thy  pensive  eye  shall  view 

My  form  min^te  and  beauteous  hue, 

Thou  ma/st  derive  more  vigorous  power, 

To  bear  misfortune's  piercing  shower. 

Convinced  the  God  wlio  car'd  for  me/ 

Will  ne'er  my  friend  ^.bandon  thee. 

I  ask  not  why  the  breath  divine 

Is  for  so  short  a  period  mine. 

But  ev^ry  talent  dedicate 

To  fill  the  circle  ipark'd  by  fate ; 

With  grateful  haste  I  spread  my  wings. 

When  bright  and  sweet  the  morning  springs, 

To  th^k  th^  great  benignant  God, 

Who  called  ^  from  the  senseless  sod 

To  drink  the  dews  of  esseijc'd  flowers. 

And  glitter  in  the  sunny  hours. 

My  infant  race  t  g^ard  with  care. 

Till  instinct  bids  them  rise  in  air  ; 

And  when  autumnal  evenings  close, 

I  sipk  resigned  to  deep  repose. 
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But  not  to  rear  an  infant  brood. 

To  revel  midst  nectareous  food. 

Or  gay  in  eleioental  li^t. 

To  show  ray  beauty  to  the  sight. 

Is  all  for  Wniob  I  have  to  ^ve^ 

Praise  to  the  power  who  bade  me  live. 

Last  year  thy  hand  with  eager  haste. 

Oft  snatch'<d  iqe  Mm  the  daszling  vastp^  • 

When  lur'd' to  tip.  thy  fragrant  tea^  • 

Tve  fojlei  h^  the  mi&y  sea*^        •  i       •   «. 

That  life  diy  great  Cnatoi^  ga^e; 

Thy  heart  has  felt  delicht  to  save*         *     . 

Then  shall  i  jgraciovs  heav<^6  atfiiikii;   ' 

Or  dare  to  s^  I'm  formM  ih  Vain^' 

If  I  have  ci^ifdone  virtue  for)ii, 

Or  given  one  generous  feeling  birth  f 
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fROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  GUARINf. 

Though  changVi  to  pens  were  all  the  trees  ; 
To  paper.  Heaven ;  to  ink  the  seas ; 
jStiil,  still,  the/4  i^ot  suffice,  I  sweaTi 
Thy  coun^lfBSs  beauties  to  declare. 

Or  though  ?^  joaany  tongues  had  J, 
Af  t^d»  the  Pihpie<'--as  steers  the  sky— 
Still,  stiil^  too  vast  a  task  Hwould  h^ 
To  name  f^Ji  ckm^  I  find  m  Uiefu 
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TO  MY  LYRK 


TiiouOH  I,  almoet  of  hope  bareft. 
Am  stragEling  with  a' world  of  ill, 

I  will  not  gneve ;  since  thou  art  left^ 
O  Lyre  I  my  better  portioD  still. 

If  now  ^hy  ool  uutuncful  strings 
Rightly  my  trembling  band  essays,  ^ 

Fame  yet  shall  bear^  with  j^ladsome  wing^i 
The  warbling  of  thy  peaceful  lays. 

O  Lyre  !  and  should  the  world  withhold 
The  meed  to  which  thy  strains  aspire^ 

Can  Beauty  to  thy  warmth  be  cold. 
Nor  feel  the  flame,  who  fed  the  fire? 

Friend  of  my  best,  my  lonely  houn. 
Though  never  praise  thy  song  repay, 

On  others  lost  thy  soothing  powers, 
Be  thou  the  partner  of  my  way. 

J  press  thee  to  a  bleeding  heart, 

O  Lyre !  which  thou  done  can'st  ehanD : 
Still  blunt  Misfortune's  keenest  dart, 

And  thus  life's  bitter  foes  disarm ! 

And,  O  !  with  Hope's  transporting  glow. 
Still  warm  the  landscape  fading  round  ; 

Enough,  if  Fancy  shall  bestow 
The  oidy  bliss  by  mortals  found ! 

r.  h.  c. 
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EIKA-MAXIA. 


*Of  war's  resemblance,  and  of  mimic  sway 
And  sculpturd  armies  formed  in  dread  array. 
When  two  proud  Kings  (the  one  in  armour  white 
In  black  the  other)  court  the  glorious  fight 
I  sing :  Assist  me  Muses :  to  thy  praise 
O  Chess,  I  dedicate  these  sportive  lays  ; 
^is  for  the  pleasing  hours  iVe  pass'd  with  yott 
A  homage  fit,  .a  tribute  justly  aue. 

With  hostile  mind  and  fierce  ambitious  breast 
Two  Nations  quit  the  peaceful  cedar  chest. 
And  issuing  forth,  a  particolour'd  train. 
Stand  fangd  in  order  on  the  chequered  plain-*- 
Their  numbers  equal,  in  a  double  line 
From  right  to  left  the  steely  warriors  shine — 
tSome  use  the  falchion,  some  the  bow  or  lance,  ^ 
These  fight  on  foot,  while  those  on  Coursers  prance; 
Nor  are  there  wanting  beasts  on  whose  broad  back 
The  turret  fastened,  joins  the  fierce  attack. 

*  Ludimiis  effigiem  bellii  sioinlataqae  Tcrk 
Pneiia,  baxo  ^cies  fietas  et  ludiera  regna : 
Ut  gemini  inter  se  reges  albusque  nigerque 
Pro  laade  oppoaiti  certeiit  bicoloribus  armis.— Vxda.' 


-Sont  qui  pedibuscertamina  inire 


Sueti :  Sunt  et  iwaia  qui  malint*  quiqae  sagittis : 
Nee  deest,  que  feret  armatns  in  pr«Ua  turres 
BeUoat 

ViDA. 
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^uli  in  the  front  the  vassal  pawns  appear, 

Their  haughty  Lords  stand  towering  in  the  reaf ; 

tligh  in  the  midst  the  mo»archs  inew  with  joy 

'JThe  subject  files  impatient  to  destroy, 

Tho'weak  their  arm  and  circumscribed  theit  coursefj 

Their  wisdom  regulates  the  powerful  force. 

*  Now  Jove  assembling  all  th'  immortal  band> 
Shows' where  in  firm  array  the  warriors  stand, 
XSkp  Centaars  trusting  in  their  brutal  might. 
Of*  Giants  marshall'd  for  the  impious  fight ; 
llien  sweetly  smiling  asks  what  Gods  will  dare, 
Mix  in  the  ciontest  and  its  dangers  share* 
But  chief  of  all  Threician  Mars  addrest — 
**  Since  KdstS  contending,  fill  with  joy  thy  brei^t, 
**  Thou  surely,  Son,  wilt  yoke  thine  iron  car, 
'^  And  seek  with  mad  delight  the  g^th'ring  Wfu:/' 
Thus  Mars  replies :  "  I  joyless  view  the  neM, 
*'  Where  art  not  valour  must  the  laurel  yields 
^'  Contests  like  these  to  Pallas  I  resign, 
"'  Let  Agincoutt's  or  Cressy's  plains  be  mine.'' 

Then  thus  blue-ey'd  Minerva :  "  Ne'er  again 
*'  Great  Jove,  will  Pallas  seek  the*  chequer'd  plain> 
**  When  last  I  mingled  in  the  glorious  fight, 
**  My  bands  were  scattered  in  ignoble  flight ; 
"  Returning  from  the  field  with  toil  opprest,  * 
^^  In  vain  all  night  I  courted  balmy  rest; 
*'  Shame  and  disgrace,  and  schemes  to  rout  my  foes, 
''  Emplo/d  my  thoughts  and  banish'd  sweet  repose ; 

Kti  «AV*tf  «rXii)^  htfacy  >^ti»sji  lAayn^ 

*Bhf  yi>M9  Igtunf  &c.  &c. 

HoiriB.  Battle  cfthe  Mice  and  Frogs,  line  166. 
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**  iAy  hesid  with  tortures  rackt,  in  pain  i  lay/ 
^*  Till  Chanticleer  proclaim'd  the  wekome  day. 
^'  But  let  no  God  in  all  the  strife  be  fonndi 
'^  Lest  from  a  Mortal  he  receive  a  wound; 
'*  From  proud  Olympus'  top  we  may  survey,  . 
**  Secure  from  harm  the  chances  of  the  fray." 
With  accents  wise  thus  spoke  the  heavenly  Maid,     , 
Jove  praised  her  council,  and  the  Gods  obeyed* 
*So  Heav'n  forsakes  the  fight :  W  immortals  yicW 
1*0  human  force  and  human  skill  the  field. 

The  eager  Legions  now  with  one  accord, 
Clashing  their  arms,  demand  the  fatal  word — 
Nor  wait  they  long :  for  see  with  threatening  iante 
And  hasty  step  the  royal  guards  advance, 
't'heii^  felK>w  spearmen  in  a  phalanx  strong. 
To  aid  their  eiSbrts  swiftly  rush  along,- 
From  either  side  assistant  warriors  spring. 
Harsh  sound  their  bucklers,  and  their  helmets  cin  g/ 

The  battle  rages  :  prodigal  of  life, 
Each  well-wrought  hero  joins  the  noble  strife  ;• 
Here  the  fleet  archer  bends  the  fatal  bow. 
And  horsemen  trample  on  the  prostrate  foe  ; 
There  Tow'rs  on  Elephants  defend  the  flanks » 
And  Queens  resistless  thin  opposing  ranks. 
Tell  now,  Q  Muse,-  what  chieftaiys  first  were  skiny 
By  whom  subdued,  they  bit  the  dusty  plain  i  • 
Two  furious  Knights,  whose  crimson  swords   were' 

dyed 
With  blood  of  spearmen  (an  ignoble  tide)r 
Each  with  the  other  urg'd  the  work  of  fate^ 
By  martial  ardour  fir'd  and  deadly  hate : 

•  Po|ie*3  translatbu  of  tiie  Iliad— Book  6th« 
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t.ong  time  they  fought :  The  Ivory  Chief  at  lengtb 
'  Fell  victim  to  his  foe's  superior  slrengtb, 
Kor  perish'd  unreveng'd  :  a  hissing  dart 
Sung  thro'  the  air,  and  found  his  rival's  heart. 

The  sable  Elephant  a  side-long  blow 
Laid  prostrate  next  before  the  archer  foe, 
An  arrow  pierc'd  his  unprotected  flank. 
Where  the  Knight's  vassal  left  a  fatal  blank ; 
The  dark-rob'd  Queen  enrag'd,  her  falchion  drew. 
And  swift  as  lightening  on  the  archer  flew ; 
With  one  fell  blow  she  cleft  his  helm  in  twain, 
Th'  avenging  steel  sunk  deep  into  his  brain^ 

The  combat  deepens :  wedg'd  in  close  array 
The  pigmy  hosts  dispute  the  hard-fought  day  ; 
Now  to  the  black,  the  snowy  Legions  yield, 
And  now  in  turn  they  drive  them  o'er  the  field} 
Again  they  fly,  yet  rally  still  again. 
While  dying  Heroes  cover  all  the  plain. 

At  length  the  Heroine  clad  in  milk-white  mail 
With  force  collected  turns  the  doubtful  scale; 
Her  studded  falchion  waving  high  in  air, 
Spreads  all  around  her  terror  and  despair ; 
In  vain  the  moving  Tow'rs  stupendous  height, 
In  vain  the  boldest  t^hiefs  oppose  her  might, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  she  flies  dispensing  fate, 
Havoc  and  death  upon  her  footsteps  wait. 

Meanwhile  the  gloomy  Queen,  with  fell  intent^ 
Approach'd  the  hostile  King's  unguarded  tent^ 
An  archer  fierce,  well  skill'd  with  art  divine, 
To  send  the  arrow  from  the  sounding  line. 
Supports  his  leader  in  the  bold  design  ; 
Yet  vain  their  efforts  prove :  The  cautious  King 
Foresees  th*  attack,  and  seeks  his  sheltering  wing. 


] 


97 

Resigning  now  each  hope  of  bright  success, 
The  daring  Maiden  sought  the  battle's  press ; 
Now  on  the  right,  now  left  impetuous  pour'd 
The  swift  destruction  of  her  slaughtering  sword. 
With  novel  ardour  fir'd  the  sable  force, 
And  checkt  her  rival  in  her  deadly  course. 

Their  loosen'd  files  the  scattcr'd  warriors  close, 
Fiercer  and  fiercer  still  the  battle  grows ; 
Thick  Rights  of  arrows  rush  along  the  sky. 
And  hurPd  from  nervous  arms  the  lances  fly  ; 
The  snorting  courser  with  remorseless  tread. 
Crushes  alike  the  dying  and  the  dead ; 
Heaps  fall  on  heaps :  while  tides  of  gushing  blood, 
Dye  all  the  plain,  and  roll  a  purple  flood. 

At  length  a  Knight,  on  whose  refulgent  cone, 
Floating  in  air,  a  snowy  plumage  shone, 
Attacks  the  Monarch  and  his  Consort  true, 
Who  rule  the  nations  of  the  swarthy  hue ;      v 
With  full-orb'd  shields,  whole  legions  interpose, 
And  strive  to  guard  their  leaders  from  his  blows : 
Alas !  in  vain !  as  Destiny  n^quires 
To  save  her  King,  the  warrior  nymph  expires—* 
How  sweet  a  fate,  how  envied  such  a  death, 
With  glory  crown'd  she  yielded  up  her  breath  ! 

Nor  did  the  Conqueror  long  survive  the  deed- 
Spite  of  his  prowess,  and  his  vaulting  steed, 
Beneath  the  King's  avenging  arm  he  fell. 
And  snatch'd  from  triumphs,  sought  the  shades  of 
hell. 

The  sable  host,  dejected  and  forlorn. 
Their  chief  defence,  their  mighty  bulwark  gone, 

VOL.  V.  H 
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To  hostile  fury  faUL  an  easy  prey. 
As  o'er  the  board  in  wild  despair  they  stray ; 
Encompassing  their  Prince  a  chosen  train ^ 
*A  dying  kind  of  combat  still  maintain ; 
Like  as  when  life  has  left  each  other  part^ 
The  blood  yet  rallies  round  the  struggling  heart : 
On  these  the  whole  collected  battle  turns, 
On  every  side  an  iron  circle  burns, 
As  when  at  fam'd  Thermopylae,  the  band 
Of  patriot  heroes  made  their  glorious  stand. 
Long  they  oppos'd  proud  Persia's  countless  might, 
And  long  undaunted  wag'd  the  desperate  fight ; 
At  length  stretch'd  lifeless  on  th'  ensanguin'd  field. 
The  contest  only  with  their  lives  they  yield  : 
Thus  the  dark  Legions  at  their  Monarch's  side. 
Like   them  fought  nobly  and  like  them  too  nobly , 
died. 

The  haughty  King,  each  faithful  subject  slain, 
Flies  struck  with  terror  o'er  the  fatal  plain ; 
fAs  when  Aurora  with  her  radiant  car, 
From  heav'n's  blue  firmament  has  chas'd  each  star, 
Venus  still  lingers  with  her  circlet  bright, 
Then  disappears,  t  ^^t  in  the  train  of  night. 

Where'er  he  moves,  the  persevering  foe 
Hangs  on  his  footsteps,  and  insults  his  woe — 

*  Shakespeare. 

t  Medio  rex  asqaora  inermis 
Constitit  amissis  sociis :  velut  sthere  ia  alto 
Kxpulit  ardeutes  flammas  ubi  lutea  bigis 
Luciferis  Aurors,  tuus  pulcherrimus  ignis 
Lucet  adhuc  Venus  et  ccbIo  mox  ultimos  exit. 
,  ViDA,  line  604. 

t  Milton. 


99 

With  frantic  gaze  o'er  all  the  chequered  plain, 
He  looks  for  succour,  but  he  looks  in  vain  ; 
Each  haughty  warrior  shines  in  armour  white^ 
No  sable  banner  giads  his  aching  sight — - 
At  length  encircled  round,  'tis  vain  to  fly. 
Check  fills  the  valleys.  Check  the  vaulted  sky  : 
The  Queen  who  long  with  secret  joy  haa  view'd 
The  fallen  Prince  ingloriously  pursued, 
Now  rushes  on  him  with  unceasing  hate, 
And  lays  him  prostrate  with  a  stern  Check-mate. 

OXPORD,  JAN.  31,  1805.  ASIB. 


MARTIAL  AD  LIBRUM  SUUM. 

In  the  bookseller's  windows  you  long  to  be  she^Di 
Little  book  !  tiiio'  my  desk  is  entirely  your  owli. 
You  know  not,  our  critics  have  nice-judging  eyes ; 
And,  believe  me,  the  toMoi  is  prodigiously  Wise. 
Men  are  loud  both  their  censure  and  scorn  to  disclose; 
Young,  and  old,  even  children,  all  turn  up  the  node. 
While  you  fondly  expect  on  Fame's  pinions  to  rise, 
^Tis  a  Blanket,  will  toss  you,  my  book,  to  the  skies. 
But  you,  that  your  master  may  cease  to  condemn. 
Nor  your  sallies  be  quench'd  any  more  by  his  phlegm, 
Are  ambitious  to  leave  me,  and  largely  to  roaiH ; 
Go,  fly  'y  but  you  xaight  have  been  safer  at  home. 


V.  d'a. 


n$^ 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  ALBION. 


BY   PROFESSOR    &icn ARPSOI>r. 


I  SAW,  as  in  ihe  times  of  old, 

Albion's  heroic  Spirit  bold, 

And  vigorous :  And  from  afar. 
Heard  his  loud  summons  to  the  marshal'd  war.--< 

Skidd  aw  !  between  thee  and  the  sky 
The  mighty  Genius  on  thy  summit  stood  : 

1  marked  the  lightening  of  his  eye 
Tlash  on  the  fury  of  th'  Atlantic  flood, 
That  saw  his  navies  speed  their  urgent  way 
Arm'd  with  the  power  of  his  imperial  sway. 
His  golden  tresses  floating  on  the  wind. 
His  purple  raiment  loosely  flow'd  behind ; 
Afar  his  shield's  effulgent  radiance  gleam'd ; 
And  wide  his  sable  crest  terrific  str^m'd. 
The  mountain  trembled  as  his  spear  he  shook : 
And  Gallia  shrunk  beneath  his  withering  look. 

The  tumult  of  the  briny  main, 
The  golden  culture  of  the  southern  plain, 
And  Scotia's  mountainous  array, 
Around  in  ample  prospect  lay. 
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Nor  less  esteem^  green  Erin's  kindred  isle  ' 
Met  the  mild  rapture  of  his  lenient  smile : 
A  transient  smile !  for  thundering  from  afar 
Roll'd  the  black  hurricane  of  impious  war.-— 

I  saw,  as  in  the  times  of  old, 

Albion's  heroic  Spirit  bold ; 

And  heard,  as  with  indignant  pride, 

•"  To  arms !  my  gallant  Sons !"  he  cried. 

'*  With  you  what  nation  may  compare 
*^  For  freedom  and  impartial  laws  f 
"  Ye  know  your  rights,  and  knowing  dare 
**  Be  valiant  in  a  righteous  cause. 

"  Ye  will,  with  ready  heart  and  hand, 

*'  Immediate  to  your  shores  descend :  ' 

**  Ye  will,  your  rights  and  native  land, 

**  Your  altars,  and  your  roofs  defend. 

^*  From  every  bill  and  dale  around, 
**  My  Britons !  heirs  of  endless  fame ! 
**  1  hear  your  martial  clangor  sound ; 
''  I  hear  with  joy,  your  loud  acclaim. 

**  My  military  ranks,  behold  ! 

'*  Whom  no  assailant  shall  dismay, 

'^  How  firmly-resolute,  and  bold  ! 

"  How  graceful  in  their  bright  array  ! 

"  How  graceful  is  the  gallant  Youth 
*'  Whose  heart  with  martial  ardour  glows ! 
**  The  champion  of  a  nation's  truth ! 
^  Th'  avenger  of  her  wrongs  and  woes! 

Hd 
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^*  On  him  shall  expectation  wait, 

**  His  dear,  dear  country's  hope  and  stay: 

**  A  pillar  in  our  peerless  state : 

**  In  glory's  crown  a  brilliant  ray* 

^*  Now,  while  the  martial  clangor  sounds, 
*^  And  wide  the  waving  banners  fly, 
"  How  eagerly  his  bosom  bounds ! 
**  Extacy  kindling  in  his  eye  ! 

**  Awake,  ye  minstrels^  wake  the  lyre ! 
**  Loud  let  the  mighty  descant  flow, 
<<  For  him  who  breathes  heroic  fire ! 
*'  And  hurls  defiance  at  the  fde  ! — 

"  A  gentler  breath  pervades  the  sky : 
**  And  soft  that  beam  of  orient  day : 
**  Was  it  a  Maiden's  tender  sigh  } 
"  Her  melting  blue-eye's  humid  ray? 

*'  Cease,  gentle  Maiden,  cease  to  mourn : 
*'  liet  no  alarm  your  bosom  move : 
*'  Soon  will  the  valiant  Youth  return 
*^  Victorious,  to  your  faithful  love. 

**  Go  forth,  ye  British  Youth  !  and  save 
^  Your  country  from  a  cruel  foe : 
"  The  rage  of  bloody  conflict  brave : 
"  And  lay  the  proud  oppressor  low. 

**  Despise  his  menace ;  scorn  his  wiles 
^^  And  lay  him  spurning  in  the  dust: 
**  JFor  Heaven  on  your  endeavour  smiles ; 
^  To  Heav^a  for  timely  succour  trust/' 
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ELEGY 

Addressed  to  the  Rev,  Thos.  Sedgemck  WhaUey^  on  lemh 
ing  his  Seat  J  Mendip  LodgCy  in  Somersetshire,  Oct,  10^ 
1804. 

BY    ANKA   SEWAEP. 


Farewell,  ray  Friend,  who  'mid  thy  lofty  bowers 
Hast  sooth'd  and  checr'd  my  soul,  oppress'd  by  woe ! 
Thine  many  a  potent  spell  to  wing  the  hours, 
And  in  Life's  winter,  bid  the  Spirit  glow  : 

Yes,  e'en  tho*  Sorrow  aid  the  frost  of  Time 
To  blight  the  forms  of  Fancy  as  they  rise. 
Till  all  of  Great,  of  Lovely,  of  Sublime, 
Is  view'd  with  tearful,  tho'  admiring  eyes. 

High  on  thy  Qiountain-eminence  I  stand 
Or  range  the  lawny  walk  that  zones  its  brow, 
See  vales  and  woods  and  lesser  hills  expand, 
As  in  a  map,  the  verdant  steep  below. 

Pledges  of  Life,  see  Villas  throng'd  acquire 
Sweet  power  to  socialize  the  blooming  plains ; 
Pledges  of  Life  Eternal,  many  a  Spire 
Turn  to  the  orient  Sun  its  golden  vanes ! 

H  4 
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While  yonder,  stretching  far  its  amber  line, 
Dividing  England  from  the  Cambrian  strand, 
Wide  in  the  blush  of  morning  rolls  the  *  Brine, 
That  bears  our  commerce  to  each  distant  Land. 

These,  vieVd  from  the  rich  bowers,  that  deck  thy  billj 
Or  from  thy  gay  *  Veranda's  light  arcade. 
With  thrilliog  transport  must  the  bosom  fill, 
If  hope  and  peace  its  secret  sense  pervade. 

On  me  the  various  Landscape  shines  in  vain. 
Since  the  Grave's  iron  slumber  seals  those  eyes, 
Now  that  must  never  view  thy  bright  domain, 
Or  meet  thy  rays  of  genius  as  they  rise  ; 

Each  generous  kindness,  worth  without  alloy  ; 
Meet  them  and  blend  with  them  congenial  fires  !-^ 
O  !  in  that  thought  my  sensible  of  joy 
Sinks  in  my  breast,  and,  ere  it  warms,  expires. 

Nor  yet  the  Tuscan  splendors  of  thy  walls, 
Where  all  of  elegance  and  art  unite 
To  charm  the  eye,  that  vanibh'd  sense  recfills ; — 
No,  not  one  spark  of  its  extinguished  light ! 

But  when  I  see  thee,  Friend,  thus  high  uprais'd. 
Above  pale  Envy's  reach,  on  Fortune's  shrine ; 
And  when  my  eyes  have  on  these  blessings  gaz'd. 
Which  for  thy  heart  the  wreaths  of  Comfort  twine ; 

When  all  her  soften'd  emanations  live 
In  the  consoling  sweetness  of  thy  smiles, 

*  Milton  uses  Brine  for  the  Sea. 

**  The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  leyel  Brinet 
**  Sleek  Panope  and  all  her  Sisters  play'd.'^ 

*  A  Tuscan  Colonade  roofed^ 
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Then  from  thy  joys  my  joyless  hours  receive 
lleflected  peace,  that  transiently 'beguiles; 

Beguiles  to  sweet  forgetfulness  the  grief 
That  dim  in  deprivation  shrouds  my  heart ; 
Mine,  while  life  still  is  mine,  be  that  relief 
A  Friend's  dear  bliss  now  only  can  impart ! 

Long  be  thy  gentle  Consort  the  mild  light. 
Shedding  content  o'er  all  thy  waning  days  ! 
And  may  they  stretch  with  long  protracted  flight. 
And  bear  to  Heaven  thy  grateful,  pious  praise ! 

And  may. Distemper's  mist  from  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  lovely  Frances,  and  thy  faithful  Wife, 
Fly,  like  the  rain  when  Summer  mornings  shine. 
Nor  stain  with  one  pale  cloud  thy  eve  of  life! 

Edwy,  farewell !  to  Lichfield's  darken'd  grove, 
With  aching  heart,  and  rising  sighs,  I  go ; 
Yet  bear  a  grateful  spirit,  as  1  rove. 
For  all  of  thine  which  balm'd  a  cureless  woe* 


RURAL  INSCRIPTION. 

BT  THE  REV.  J.  WHITEHOUflB. 

Here  sleeps  Fidelia  ;  she  was  humbly  born. 
And  poor,  but  virtues  of  no  common  rank. 
Such  as  might  grace  the  proudest  Monarch's  dome, 
A  mind  enlightened,  ii^nd  »  feeling  heart 
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Were  her's-^But  most,  soft  Pity  graced  the  madd^ 

And  I  have  heard  her  oft  caution  the  step 

Of  the  unwary  passenger,  if  chance 

A  worm  lay  in  his  path,  in  Mercy's  name, 

Not  to  tread  on  it.     All  the  neighbourhood 

Could  tell  how  gentle,  and  how  good  she  was 

To  all  dumb  creatures. 

For  her's  were  not  affected  sympathies, 

Nor  nerves  like  those  of  some  romantic  Miss, 

That  thrill  not,  but  to  well-imagined  tales 

Oi  fancied  woe ;  to  Misery's  reeil  pang 

Callous.     She  had  not  learnt  to  exchange  the  pure 

And  warm  affections  of  the  untainted  heart. 

For  modish  sensibility — Her  soul 

Was  simple  Nature,  and  her  teacher  God. 

Therefore  she  lived,  and  died,  a  sainted  Maid, 
Pure  from  contamination  of  foul  sin. 
And  unpolluted  by  the  world,  through  which 
She  passed,  like  some  translucent  stream,  that  winds 
Through  fields  and  fertile  vallies ;  and  her  name 
Is  as  the  essence  of  the  vernal  rose 
That  scents  to  Heaven,  when  its  soft  hues  are  fled. 
And  all  its  beauties  wither  ! 

Blessed  ye. 
Children  of  innocence,  whoe'er  ye  are, 
Blessed  are  ye  ?  For  when  at  midnight  hour. 
The  bridegroom  cometh,  ye  shall  then  be  found 
With  your  lamps  burning,  ready  to  sit  down 
In  company  of  those  five  virgins  wise 
With  Him,  at  his  high-marriage  feast,  and  dwell 
For  ever,  with  the  saints  redeemed,  in  light. 
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THE  DECAY  OF  FLOWERS. 

BY    PROFESSOR   RICHARDSON. 


Die,  blooming  Flowers !  as  if  ye  ne'er  had  been ; 
Die,  and  relinquish  this  empurpled  scene  : 
Die,  and  in  due  succession,  in  your  stead. 
Others  shall  bloom,  ai^d  equal  fragrance  shed : 
Like  you,  bereav'd  of  every  living  grace. 
Like  you,  in  every  clime,  .the  human  race 
Shall  perish  in  succession. — "  No  !"  I  hear 
Reason  announce,  in  accent  soft  and  clear, 
Tun'd  to  the  warbling  of  those  heav'nly  strings 
With  whose  sweet  strain  the  sapphire  region  rings 
When  holy  Faith,  in  pity  to  mankind. 
Reveals  the  triumphs  of  th'  immortal  mind ; 
I  hear,  with  mingled  music  from  on  high, 
Reason  announce,  "  Altho'  they  seem  to  die, 
"  Not  like  the  blossoms  of  the  wOody  glade, 
"  Shall  the  bright  Flowers  of  Human-nature  fade : 
*^  Adom'd  with  mercy,  piety,  and  truth, 
"  They  still  shall  flourish  in  immortal  youth." — 
Ye  Flowers  of  Human-nature !  at  the  time 
We  grieve  for  your  decay,  in  orient  prime, 
Beneath  the  brilliancy  of  heavenly  skies, 
Ye  bl9om ;  while  here  ye  seem  to  fade,  ye  rise 
Gay  in  th'  embellishment  of  recent  hues ; 
Gales  of  more  exquisite  perfume  diffuse, 
Than  ye  could  breathe  amid  the  mists  below ; 
And  gilt  with  beams  of  conscious  splendor  glow. 


108 


THE  HARVEST  CROCUS. 


BY   THOMAS   STOTT^    ESQ. 


When  Ceres  with  a  liberal  hand. 

Her  bounty  deals  around, 
And  rural  Labour's  joyful  band 

Behold  their  wishes  crown'd  ; 

When  Flora's  gaudier  beauties  fade 
That  bore  the  bell  in  Spring, 

And  Silence  holds  the  sylvan  glade 
Where  Music  wont  to  sing ; 

What  time  September's  chastened  beam 

To  rural  walks  invites, 
Down  the  green  margin  of  the  stream 

Or  up  the  breezy  heights ; 

When  Swallows  on  the  house-top  meet 

In  council  to  prepare 
For  warmer  climes,  the  voyage  fleet 

Through  distant  fields  of  air ; 

Meek  Flowret  then,  we  greet  thy  birtb, 

In  yonder  sheltered  bed. 
Where  smiliiig  on  the  lap  of  cartfi 

Thou  lift'st  thy  purple  head. 
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Poor  Orphan !  no  parental  leaves 

Protect  thy  infant  bloom, 
Thee  Fortune  of  that  boon  bereaves; 

They  met  an  early  doom ! 

Thy  nakedness  with  pitying  eye 

The  gentle  Cowslip  sees, 
And  spreads  her  verdant  mantle  nigh 

To  screen  tliee  from  the  breeze. 

^^^bilst  Robin  still  at  Evening's  hour 

(As  if  respect  to  pay) 
Perches  beside  thee  in  the  bower, 

And  chaunts  his  dulcet  lay. 

Thy  venml  sister  sprang  to  light 
The  lengthening  day  to  cheer, 

But  thou  remain's t  to  charm  our  sight 
When  Winter  s  gloom  draws  near. 

O !  could  the  Muse  thy  date  prolong 

Beyond  a  Flowret's  doom. 
Then  should'st  thou  flourish  in  my  song 

Perennially  in  bloom. 

DROMORE,   SEPT.  1805. 


EPIGRAM. 


Old  George  has  a  habit,  from  which  he  won't  swerve, 
Of  telling  strange  tales,  when  a  sqhool-boy  at  Oldham ; 

But  I  wish  that  this  habit  would  now-and-then  serve 
To  make  him  remember  how  oft  he  has  tojd  'em. 

*0 
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EVENING. 


The  light  breeze  steals  the  vesper-dew 
From  golden  clouds  that  bum  on  high. 

Which  fling  o^er  Heaven's  transparent  blue 
The  changing  colours  of  the  sky ; 

While  o'er  the  distant  waters  pale 
That  glimmer  on  the  aching  sight. 

They  tinge  the  white  unfurling  sail. 
With  rosy  wreaths  oif  western  light. 

And  as  the  Sea's  cold  bosom  glows, 
Yon  isk  in  doubtful  distance,  se^. 

The  waving  shade  of  twilight  throws 
O'er  the  proud  billow's  pallid  green* 

And  deep  in  Ocean's  sparry  cav«s, 
The  sea-shells  to  the  Zephyr  ring. 

That  fluttering  o'er  the  silver  waves. 
Pours  the  first  music  of  the  spring. 

Amid  the  waters  mournful  roar. 

They  soothe  the  Wanderer  of  the  deeps, 

Who  turns  to  view  the  parting  shore, 
And  o'er  the  well-known  landscape  weeps ! 

ADELINE. 

EPINBV&GH,  jvk;e  12,  1S05. 


Ill 


ELEGY 

On  the  Death  of  a  favourite  Horse,  I2th  April,  IBOO, 
wie  expired  while  under  Exercise  of  a  cruel  Serpoaf.' 


Poor,  once-lov'd  animal !  Thou  art  at  peace ; 

Thy  labours  all  ^re  o'er ;  thy  race  is  run  ! 
The  lingering  pains  of  wasting  sickness  cease; 

And  the  last  irksome  task  of  life  is  done  1 

Yet  scarcely  can  I  check  thc*starting  tear, 
That,stretch'd  at  length  in  clay-cold  death's  embrace. 

My  old  companion  lies,  who  many  a  year 
{Scarce  rivall'd  shone  in  field,  or  course,  or  chace! 

Can  I  forget,  when  on  the  dusty  plain 

Thou  bor'st  me  foremost  mid  th'  applauding  shout, 
Wlien  e'en  as  the  last  point  we  seem'd  to  gain, 

One  faithful  spring  relieved  the  loitering  doubt? 

Can  I  forget,  how  oft  with  footstep  strong 
For  thy  pleas'd  Master  thou  hast  won  thy  way. 

When  hill  and  vale,  the  flat,  the  woods  among, 
The  echoing  hounds  pursued  the  fleeting  prey  > 
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The  long  and  weary  march  can  I  forget. 

Still  as  we  travers'd  England's  utmost  bound, 

When  the  proud  courser  crown'd  with  bays,  could  yet 
E^en  faithful  to  the  plodding  pace  be  found  ? 

Can  I  forget  thee,  when  the  warlike  crew 
Met  gay  .in  arms,  that  glitter'd  in  the  sun, 

Oft  as  the  charge  the  cheering  bugle  blew, 

How  swift,  how  bold,  how  firm  thou  led'st  them  on? 

Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  bloom  of  health, 
Sleek  in  thy  coat,  and  in  thy  trappings  gay. 

By  sportsmen  envied,  and  adrair'd  by  wealth, 
Fresh  as  in  life  before  my  fancy  play  ! 

And  now  I  see  thee  bony,  dull,  and  lean. 

When  fell  disease  thy  vital  strength  consumed. 

Jest  of  the  vulgar  for  thy  meagre  mion, 
To  sad  neglect  of  the  unfeeling  doom'd  ! 

Methinks  on  me  thou  turn'st  the  asking  eye ; 

And,  "  Master,  is  it  thus?"  thou  seem'st  to  say ; 
•*  Unfriended  wilt  thou  leave  me  now  to  sigh  ? 

*'  In  the  chill  hour  of  need  wilt  thou  betray  ? 

**  Ah,  me  !  to  cruel  hands  consigned  I  die  ! 

"  See  my  limbs  fail ;  my  heart-blood  ebbs  its  last; 
Cross  my  dim  sight  the  clouds  of  darkness  fly ; 
Earth  fades  before  me  ;  and  the  conflict's  past  V* 

Thou  diest,  old  friend,  far  from  thy  Master's  aid ; 

But  not  unfollow'd  by  the  bursting  tear : 
And  o'er  the  spot  where  thy  poor  bones  are  laid, 

Shall  fond.  Remembrance  oft  thy  trophies  rcarl 
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The  orave  of  youth. 

BT   ANNA    SEWARD. 


When  Life  is  hurried  to  untimely  close 
In  th'  years  of  crystal  eyes,  and  bumish'd  hair. 
Dire  are  the  thoughts  of  Death  ;  eternal  parting 
From  all  the  precious  Soul's  yet  known  delights, 
All  she  had  clung  to  here  ; — from  Youth  and  Hope^ 
And  the  year's  blossom'd  April ;— bounding  Strength, 
Which  had  out-leapM  the  Hoes,  when  morning  suns 
Yeilow'd  their  forest-glade  ; — from  Reaper's  shout. 
And  cheerful  swarm  of  populous  Towns; — from  Time, 
Which  tells  of  joys  fore  past,  and  promises 
The  dear  return  of  Seasons,  and  the  bliss 
CrowniBg  a  fruitful  Marriage ; — from  the  stores 
Of  well-ei)grafted  knowledge ; — from  all  utterance, 
Since,  in  the  silent  Grave,  no  talk  !  no  niusic  ! 
No  gay  surprise,  by  unexpected  good) 
Social,  or  individual ! — no  glad  step 
or  welcome  Friend,  with  more  intenseness  listenM 
Than  warbled  melody  ! — no  Father's  councel. 
No  Mother^s  smile ;— no  Lover's  whisper'd  vow  !— 
There  nothing  breathes,  save  the  insatiate  worm. 
And  nothing  is  but  the  drear  altering  Corse, 
ll^lving  silently  to  shapeless  dust. 
In  unpierc'd  darkness,  and  in  blank  obliyjon  ! 


VOL.  T. 
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MY    FATHER! 

BT  D&.  DRENNAN* 
•  Gaudeaat  Bene  NatL'^ 


Who  took  me  from  my  Mother's  arms. 

And,  smiling  at  her  soft  alarms, 

Show'd  me  the  World  and  Nature^s  charms  f 

My  Father* 

Who  made  me  feel,  and  understand^ 

The  Wonders  of  the  Sea  and  Land, 

And  mark  through  all,  the  Maker^s  Hand  I 

My  Father. 

Who  climb'd,  with  me,  the  mountain's  height. 
And  watch'd  my  look  of  dread  delight. 
While  rose  the  glorious  Orb  of  Light  ^ 

My  Father* 

Who  from  each  flower  and  verdant  stalk, 
Gathered  a  honey'd  store  of  talk. 
And  fiird  the  long  delightful  walk? 

My  Father. 

Not  on  an  insect  would  he  tread. 

Nor  strike  the  stinging  nettle  dead, 

Who  taught,  at  once,  my  heart,  and  head. 

My  Father* 
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Who  wrote  upon  that  Heart  the  liue 
Paidia  grav'd  on  Virtiie's  shrine^  * 
/To  make  the  human  race  divine? 

My  Father* 

Who  fir'd  my  hreast  with  Homer^s  fame, 
^nd  taught  the  high  heroic  tb^mCy 
•  That  nightly  fiash'd  upon  my  dream  ? 

,  My^Fftther. 

Who  smii'd  at  my  supreme  desire, 
To  see  the  "  curling  smoke  aspire  t," 
From  Ithaca^s  domestic  fire  ?    . 

My  Father. 

Upon  the  raft,  amidst  the  foam, 
Who,  with  Ulysses,  saw  me  roam. 
His  head  still  rais'd  to  look  for  home  ? 

My  Father. 

**  What  msuie  a  barren  rock  so  dear  ?' 
"  My  boy  !~he  had  a  country  there.** 
And  who  then  dropt  a  prescient  tear  ? 

My  Father. 

Who,  notOy  in  pale  and  placid  light 
Of  Memory,  gleams  upon  my  sight^ 
And  bursts  the  Sepulchre  of  Ni^t  ? 

My  Father. 

O  teach  me  still  thy  christian  plan, 
Thy  practice  with  thy  precept  ran, 
Nor  yd  desert  me — ^now  a  man, 
.         .  My  Father. 

The  sammary  of  education,  and  what  ought  to  be  infcribed  on 
*W  door  of  her  temples. 

OOYSS. 

i2 
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Still  let  thy  scholar  s  heart  rejoice. 
With  charm  of  thy  angelic  voice ; 
Still  prompt  the  motive,  and  the  choice, 

My  Father. 

For  yet  renxains  a  little  space 
Till  i  shall  meet  thee  face  to  face ; 
And  not^  as  naWy  in  vain  embrace  , 

My  Father. 

JVNft  9T,  1804. 


LINES 


Written  under  Lady 


'S  Portrait. 


Wh;en  Age  my  throbbing  heart  shall  tame. 
And  e'en  my  £air  one's  form  shall  change. 

Youths,  x)f  my  constant  hopeless  flame 
Shall  hear — and  haply  think  it  strange. 

But  when,  bright  Portrait,  thou  hast  prov'd 
What  beauties  did  my  heart  assail. 

They'll  wonder— not  that  I  have  lo/d— 
But  that  Tve  li/d  to  tell  the  tale. 

a.  w.z* 
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STANZAS, 

To  the  Memory  of  a  Young  Officer^  who  died  in  the 
English  Camp  before  Alexandria,  1801. 


There  are  who  sink  unheeded  to  the  grave. 
Yet  sleep  a  blessed  sleep,  and  wake  in  heaven ; 

There  are  o'er  whom  a  thousand  trophies  wave. 
To  whom  nor  peace,  nor  rest,  nor  bliss  i's  given. 

There  are  o'er  whom  kind  Beauty  scatters  flowers. 
While  Friendship  rears  the  rural  mound ; 

Where  Pity  sheds  her  evening  rainbow  showers. 
And  Honour  plants  the  laurel'd  fence  around. 

Where  all  is  peace  and  rest  and  love  and  bliss, 
And  pleasing  dreams  till  mortal  sleep  be  past. 

When  Heaven  herself  shall  stoop,  and  with  a  kiss 
Awake  to  life,  and  joys  that  ever  last. 

Such  is  thy  tomb,  blest  Youth  ! — ^A  father's  verse 
Shall  decorate  thy  grave  with  partial  rhime, 

And  many  a  kindred  eye  shall  trace  thy  hearse, 
In  fancy  trace,  thro'  Egypt's  distant  clime. 

Yet  thou,  nor  hearse,  nor  holy  ground  dost  share. 
Borne  on  a  soldiers's  bier  in  Pagan  land ; 

Yet  lie^ven  shall  find  thee  ;  for  of  Heaven  the  care 
Str«tchcs  o'er  every  sea  and  every  strand, 

I3 
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One  pride  I  had — Twas  not  the  pride  of  wealth— 
O  pardon  me  this  sin,  offended  Heaven ! — 

Twas  of  a  rising  race  of  bloom  apd  health, 
Of  sous  and  daughters  to  tHy  servant  given. 

But  Time  doth  sweep  them  one  by  one  away— 
Thou  art  the  fifth  to  ^aect  his  cruel  power. 

Seven  sons,  six  daughters,  still  behold  the  day, 
And  wait  the  ruthLess,  reckless^  scapeless  hour.*-— 

O  City,  nam'd  of  hjm  surnam'd  the  Great, 

The  world's  pr6ud  conqueror,  hear  a  parent's  prayer, 

**  Keep  safe  his  duft." — So  may  thy  throngest  street,    . 
Escape  Heav'ns  scourge,  for  this  thy  pious  care ! 

Say,  did  he  linger  on  thy  burning  sand, 

Or  did  death  seize  him  with  a  prompt  embrace^ 

And  wrestle  with  the  stranger  on  the  strand, 
As  tho'  he  came  to  harm  thy  Prophet's  race? 

Yet  came  he  not  to  harm,  or  to  enslave, 
A  free-borh  soldier  from  a  free-born  land ; 

And  with  his  bold  compatriots  rush'd  to  save 
Thy  sinking  state  from  Thraldom's  iron  hand. 

They  come — they  save — and  now  a  blest  return 
Awaits  their  hopes  toward  their  peaceful  hon^es-*^ 

Far  other  lot  to  thee,  dear  Youth,  the  urn 
Of  those  remorseless  sisters  sternly  dooms. 

No  more  shalt  thou  retread  thy  native  Isle, 

Nor  e'en  thy  bones  be  eartht  on  Britain's  plain, 

Nor  shall  thr  dust  'mid  kindred  dust  beguile 
%bit  grave  s  loxkg  sleep,  till  caird  to  wake  again^ 
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Twenty  and  two  were  all  thy  number'd  yean ; 
'  Nay,  scarce  that  sum  did  niggard  Fate  allow :— - 
A  mom  of  joy — an  early  noon  of  tears- 
Grief  counts  her  cares  by  hours,  as  I  do  now* 

From  Death's  cold  bed  toward  thy  native  land 
Say,  didst  thou  cast  a  weary  wishful  eye ; 

Or  to  thy  friend's  stretch  forth  thy  eager  hand, 
Then  draw  it  back,  to  find  no  friend  was  nigh  ? 

Thou  did'st,  I  know  thy  kind  domestic  heart ; 

Prompt  as  the  day*«pring  in  the  race  of  Fame, 
Yet  did  it  bear  a  man^,  melting  part. 

Alive  to  Nature's  every  tender  claim. 

Son — Brother — Friend : — But  now  life's  pulses  cease; 

cAnd  all  thy  charities  of  kind  ard  cold-*-^ 
Yet  shall  they  spring  afresh  with  pro'ud  increase^ 

In  this  immortal  garden  of  earth's  mould.  " 

'Tis  but  the  seed  time  yet  of  new  born  man ; 

The  grave  the  seed  bed  of  eternal  day. 
Myriad  of  Spirits  their  being  here  began,  ■ 

And  myriads  still  shall  rise  from  mortal  clay« 

To  reap  the  harvest  of  eternal  time. 
Anon  th'  Almighty  Harve;5ter  shall  come, 

Gather^the  sheaves  of  evei^v  age  and  clime. 
And  to  his  garner  bear  the  full  grain  home.        ^    ' 

"  Then — why  this  .weary  verse — can  this  brief  span 
"  Of  brittle  earth  engage  our  hopes  and  fears  ? 

^  Alas,  this  earth's  our  earth — and  man  is  man — 
"  And  all  must  pay  life's  debt  of  cares  and  tears.". 

I  4 
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**  Yet— why  thi^  weary  verse — can  verse  call  back 
"  Past  joys?" — "  Time's  treacherous  mirrour  scarce 
retains  • 

**  Joy's  flitting  form — while  deep  pourtrayed  in  black 
"  Of  Stygian  dye — it  shews  our  griefs  and  pains," 


"  Still — why  this  weary  verse — Will  Death's  du)l  ear 
"  Listen  to  Pity's  cry,  and  yield  his  slain  ?" — 

"  To  steal  the  rest  ev'n  now  he  crouches  near, 
"  But  never — never — brings  back  one  again." 


"  Yet  once  more — why  this  verse?"— r"  Alas,  it  soothes 
'*  At  some  short  intervals  a  parent's  pain : 

^*  The  tossing  bed  of  Agony  it  smooths, 

**  And  rocks  the  cradle  of  the  feverish  brain." 

'Tis  something  still  to  sluice  Grief's  tide  high  penn'd^ 
To  vent  the  sigh  that  rends  the  bursting  heart,, 

To  hold  dis.course  with  Woe,  as  with  a  friend, 
Till  weary  Nature  bids  the  mourners  part, 

*  Rest,  rest,  poor  Spirit ! — Tomorrow  shalt  thou  riscj 
And  feel  the  tide  of  grief  and  tears  return. 

Meanwl\ile  1 1  go, — and  with  these  closed  eyes. 
In  fancy  visit — Hapless  youth ! — thy  urn. 

1801. 

*  Apostrophe  to  Woe,  personified  in  tiie  former  stann^ 
^  Foeta  de  »e  loquitur. 
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HYMN& 


BY    DR.    DRENNAN, 


HTMM  I. 


O  THOU,  who  from  thy  Heav'n  of  Love, 

To  Man,  in  mercy,  came, 
And  took,  descending  from  above, 

His  Nature  and  his  Name, 

Humanity — Thou  sent  of  God 
When  Earth  was  heard  to  mourn. 

To  trace  the  steps  our  Sliviour  trod. 
And  wait — till  his  return. 

Here,  Angel  Virtue  !  shake  thy  plumes. 

Their  incense,  here,  impart. 
And  wing  the  willing  hand  that  comes 

With  succour  from  the  heart. 

Close,  at  thy  side,  see  Faith  attend. 

And  point  her  golden  rod, 
While  Hope,  still  brightening  to  the  end, 

Here,  seeks  her  parent  God. 

O  God,  may  these  three  Graces  bind 

In  one  resplendent  zone, 
The  Destinies  of  humankind, 

And  hang  them  to  thy  Throne. 


123 


niMK    XI. 

Why  does  the  Will  of  Heav'ii  ordain 

A  World  so  mixM  with  woe  ; 
Why  pour  down  want,  disease^  and  pain. 

On  wretched  men  below  ? 

It  was  the  Will  of  God  to  leave 

Those  ills  for  man  to  mend  ; 
Nor  let  Affliction  pass  the  grave, 

Before  it  found  a  friend. 

It  was  by  sympathetic  ties. 

The  human  race  to  bind ; 
To  warm  the  heart,  and  fill  the  eyes,. 

With  Pity  for  our  kind, 

Pity,  that,  like  the  heav'nly  bow. 
On  darkest  cloud  doth  shine, 

And  makes,  with  her  celestial  glow. 
The  human  face — divine. 

Where  IVIercy  takes  her  customed  stand 

To  bid  her  Ilock  rejoice, 
Tis  there,  with  Grace  extends  the  hand. 

There,  Music  tunes  the  voice. 

And  He,  who  speaks  in  Mercy's  name. 

No  fiction  needs,  nor  art. 
The  still  small  voice  of  Nature's  claim. 

Re-echoes  thro'  each  heart. 
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Where  Pity's  frequent  tear  is  shed, 
There  God  is  seen — is  found  ; 

Descends  upon  the  halloVd  head. 
And  sheds  a  Glory  round. 

But  Charity  itself  may  fail, 
Which  doth  not  active  prove, 

Nor  will  the  Pray'r  of  Faith  avail 
Without  the  Works  of  Love, 


HYMN    III. 

O  sweeter  than  the  fragrant  flow*r 

At  Evening's  dewy  close, 
The  Will  united  with  the  Power, 

To  succour  human  woes  1 

And  softer  than  the  softest  strain 

Of  Music  to  the  ear, 
That  placid  joy  we  give  and  gain 

By  Gratitude  sincere ! 

The  Husbandman  goes  forth  afield ; 

What  hopes  his  heart  expand. 
What  calm  delight  his  labours  yield 

A  Harvest — from  his  hand. 

A  Hand  that  providently  throws. 

Not  dissipates  in  vain  : 
How  neat  his  field  !  how  clean  it  grows! 

What  produce  from  each  grain! 


124 

The  nobler  Iiusbandry  of  mind, 

And  culture  of  the  heart, 
S^ll  this,  With  Man,  less  favour  find  f 

Less  genuine  joy  impaTt } 

O  no — your  goodness  strikes  a  root 

That  dies  not,  nor  decays, 
AimI  future  Life  shall  yield  the  fruit> 

That  blossoms  now  in  praise. 

The  youthful  hopes  that  here  expand 
Their  green  and  tender  leaves, 

Shall  spread-  a  plenty  o'er  the  land 
In  rich  and  yellow  sheaves. 

Thus,  a  small  bounty  well  bestow'd 
May  perfect  Heav'ns  high  plan  ; 

First  Daughter  to  the  Love  of  God 
Is  Charity  to  Man. 

Ti^  He  who*  scatters  blessrngs  round. 

Adores  his  Maker  best : 
For  Him  whose  life  was  mercy-crown'd. 

The  Bed  of  Death  is  blest. 


HYMN    IV. 


In  this  fkir  globe  with  ocean  bound, 
And  with  the  starry  concave  crown'd^ 
In  Earth  below,  in  Heav'n  above. 
How  clear  reveal'd  that  God  is  Love. 


s 
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I  seem  to  hear  th'  Angelic  voice 

Which  bless'd  the  work,  and  bade,  rejoke ! 

It  vibrates  still  through  ev'ry  part. 

And  echoes  through  my  gratel'ul  heart. 

In  God  all  creatures  live  and  move. 

Motes  in  the  stm-bcam  of  his  love, 

Vast  Nature  quickens  in  his  sight. 

Existence  feels  and  new  delight, 
f 

Through  glad  creation's  ample  range 
Rolls  on  the  wheel  of  ceaseless  change : 
The  Phoenix  renovates  his  breath. 
Nor  dreads  destruction  e'en  in  death. 

From  ashes  of  this  World,  sublime. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  thought  or  time. 
On  wings  of  Faith  and  Hope  he  soars. 
And  Truth  in  Love  eternally  adores. 


TO  MRS.  G. 

BY    THE   SAME. 


The  Harp,  our  glory  once,  but  now  our  shame, 
Follow'd  my  Country's  fate,  and  slept  without  a  name* 
The  Angel  Friendship  brush'd  it  with  lier  wings, 
Surpriz'd  by  sudden  life,  the  trembling  strings 
Faintly,  to  Thee,  gave  forth  one  grateful  strain. 
Then  sought  the  quiet  of  the  Tomb  again. 
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THE  ALTAR  OF  CLEMENCY, 

IMITATED   FROM   STATIUS. 


At  Athens  erst  an  Altar  stood  inscribed 

To  Clemency  :  no  god  was  there  invoked. 

Nor  vow  preferred  to  deprecate  his  ire, 

But  there  the  unhappy  met,  and  with  chaste  rites 

Hallowed  the  chosen  spot.    Thither  they  came. 

And  thcnco,  well-pleased,  departed,  for  their  prayer 

Was  ne'er  rejected,  and  the  placid  form 

Of  the  mild  Power  indulgent  to  their  suit 

Listened  propitious.     Simple  were  her  rites 

And  pure.     No  incense  fumed  in  clouds  to  heaven. 

No  pompoussacrifice,  nor  blood  of  kids 

Profaned  her  modest  altar,  never  bathed 

Save  with  moist  tears,  nor  incensed  but  with  sighs. 

Contiguous  rose  a  grove  whose  umbrage  brown 

Engirted  it  around  ;  the  laurel  there 

And  olive  high  o'er-arching,  formed  a  shade 

Of  never-fading  verdure.     Here  unseen 

The  Power  presided,  and  her  gifts  alone 

Bespoke  the  sacred  inmate  of  the  place  :  • 

O  tender  Pity  !  whose  consoling  voice 

With  gentle  soothings  heals  the  wounded  heart ; 

O  hallowed  Altar,  and  O  peaceful  Grove, 

My  song  shall  ever  hail  3rou.     Hapless  they, 

Who  fostered  by  Prosperity,  ne'er  felt 

The  joy  that  thrills  the  h^art,  when  some  kind  friend 

Partakes  our  grief,  and  mingles  with  our  own 

The  tear  of  warm  affection  ! 

9* 
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TO  ALONZO. 


Too  long,  Alonzoy  have  I  borne 
The  cold  contempt,  and  silent  scorxi^ 

With  which  my  love  is  paid  ; 
The  object  of  unfeeling  jest, 
Or  in  mock  pity  call'd  at  best, 

A  fond  bdieving  Maid. 

But  When  with  smiles  you  deck  your  t&cc. 
And  ev'ry  soft  destructive  grace, 

That  charms  but  to  betray; 
The  strong  delusion  binds  me  fast, 
1  think  not  on  the  sorrows  past, 

Nor  dread  a  future  day« 

Ador'd  Deceiver  !  fondly  priz*d 
By  her  whom  thou  hast  oft  despised. 

Attempt  no  more  t'  allure ; 
Ah  !  let  me  fly,  nor  view  those  eyes. 
On  which  whoever  gazes,  dies. 

Beyond  an  hope  of  cure. 

There  in  some  ivild,  socluded  spot. 
In  secret  will  I  mourn  my  lot. 

And  weep  my  life  away ; 
My  sighs  shall  heave,  my  tears  shall  fUm, 
In  unexhausted  streams  of  woe. 

Till  Nature's  self  decay. 
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And  when  this  frame  with  anguish  torn^ 
By  white- wing'd  Seraphs  shall  be  borae. 

To  joy  and  liberty, 
Ah !  wilt  thou  drop  one  pitying  tear» 
And  say,  '^  an  hapless  Maid  is  here, 

*^  Who  liv'd  and  died  for  me/' 

KOTEMBXR  SOth;  1803.  I£RA« 


LINES 

Written  preciously  to  an  expected  Interview  with  a 
V  Gentleman, 


■**  Now  heart 


Be  ribb'd  witli  iron  for  this  one  attempt !" 

DRTDBir. 

Ti9  come !  the  fatal  hour  appears 
(Mark'd  by  a  thousand  hopes  and  fears) 
Which  Love  of  all  his  jpower  disarms. 
Or  yields  me  trembling  to  his  a^ms. 

Reason  perceives  the  conflict  nigh, 
And  breathes  the  deep  prophetic  sigh  ; 
She  sees  the  tempest  rolling  on, 
She  hears  the  cry  of  conquest  won. 

But  Hope  that  fickle  power  below, 
Now  Reason's  friend,  and  now  hey  foe,. 
Forsakes  triumphant  Cupid's  train, 
And  bids  the  vanquished  rise  again* 
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She  tells  that  Love  no  magic  brings, 
Diffusing  from  his  purple  wings ; 
Resistless  but  to  those  who  yield. 
And  quitting  a  disputed  field. 

Desponding  Reason  hears  the  tale. 
And  trusts  her  terrors  may  prevail ; 
Her  strength  and  pride  she  reassumes, 
And  drest  with  Heaven  the  Goddess  blooms. 

Yet  douistful  and  suspicious  still, 

She  guards  against  impending  ill. 

Lest  keen-eyed  Love  on  watch  should  keep, 

To  seize  her,  careless  or  asleep. 

This  day  the  contest  will  decide, 
This  day  their  mutual  strength  be  tried ; 
This  fixes  captive  Reason's  doom, 
Or  raises  Love's  eternal  tomb. 


Though  keen  the  pang  that  rends  the  heart 

From  friends  or  fortune  doom'd  to  part. 

Yet  Time  and  Reason  can  restore 

The  banished  seraph.  Peace,  once  more. 

One  grief  alone  eternal  lours ! 

For  O  !  with  more  than  magic  powers, 

What  balm  can  soothe  the  bosom's  pain. 

That  deeply  loves,  but  loves  in  vain  ! 

R.  A.  D. 
VOL.  V.  K 
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EPITHALAMIUM. 


When  wedlock  joins  tke  rich  and  greaV 
The  venal  sons  of  wealth  and  pow'r, 

A  thousand  mercenary  pens 
Record  the  mercenary  hour : 

My  Muse  has  fouiid  an  happier  day 

To  string  her  lyre  and  tune  her  lay.  ^ 

No  compa€t  this  where  gulden  stores 
The  honours  of  a  name  must  huy, 

Twas  formed  by  vows  of  fondest  truth^ 
And  witnessed  by  a  mutual  sigh : 

Love  claps  his  wings  exulting  now, 

And  seals  the  hymeneal  vow. 

ThoUt^  happy  Swain,  shalt  clasp  the  Maid,, 
Who  to  tny  first  born  hopes  was  known, 

And  boast,  (a  boast  alas  how  rare !) 
Thy  heart  has  beat  for  her  alone ; 

Her  charms  shall  still  thy  cottage  cheer, 

And  %very  toil  her  smiles  endear. 

And  thou,  sweet  Maid)  his  ardent  love, 
Shalt  meet  with  answering  love  imprest. 

And  nqt  e'en  he  shall  proudly  own 
A  truer  heart  or  happier  breast ; 

For  this  thy  pride  and  boast  shall  be. 

That  thou  canst  lov€  as  well  as  he. 
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Blest  pair!  wliom  each  returning  Sun, 
With  welcome  ray  shall  call  from  rest. 

And  fervid  noon,  and  milder  eve,    ^ 
Shall  find  as  truly  fondly  blest : 

Each  night,  the  Angel  Peace,  shall  shed^ 

Her  tranquil  pcppies  o'er  each  head* 

O  who  would  not  to  bliss  so  pure 
Surrender  all  Life's  transient  hours. 

Pass  by  the  rankling  thorns  of  state 
And  gather  fair  though  humble  flow'^rs : 

Let  av'rice  pause,  let  grandeur  melt. 

And  sigh  for  joys  they  never  felt. 

Nor  let  the  pride-elated  heart, 

Pass  these  plain  cots  and  lowly  cells. 

For  there  the  Nymph  they  seek  in  vain, 
The  meek-ey'd  Nymph  Contentment  dwells 

*Tis  hers  to  give  the  vivid  health, 

That  mocks  to  scorn  the  dow'r  of  wealth. 

For  'tis  not  wealth  can  dry  the  tear 
That  flows  from  hope  for  ever  fled, 

Or  solace  with  one  cheering  ray 
The  mourner  on  affliction's  bed ; 

As  well  might  gold  invade  the  tomb, 

And  banish  thence  its  cheerless  gloom. 

For  though  each  pageant  powV  bestows, 
The  Soul's  supreme  ambition  meet, 

Though  either  India's  countless  stores. 
Were  pour'd  exhaustless  at  the  feet ; 

Oh  !  how  the  heart,  in  vain,  might  sigh 

For  that  which  ^^  gold  can  never  buy." 

k2. 


132 

.«..  for  virtue  pur^' 
For  conscious  P«*f^,iss  bestows. 
*  For  aU  <l««f  * 'th  c«Tnal  toi\, 
Vfberc  «e'»"t  bosom  seeks  t^pov^  '^^^e. 
The  a«^'?«%;"„d  tbe  chensVid 

Consigns  yo  y^j^;!  ^'**f  j  Ut  lay- 

?rhat  strong  h«  'J 


^W  THE  FRU^C«- 


Yliui>^  * — 

d  in  tVie  trade, 

Forapa*'  ^^rtilatcSy  »*^*^'^,- for  merit  ^^^*  J 
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LOST  FRIENDS; 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  0- 


TO  MRS.  O- 


MY    DEAR   MADAM, 

T^iiE  following  little  Poem,  if  I  may  be  allowed 
t6  call  it  so,  b  entirely  indebted  to  yourself  for  its  appearance,  and 
probably  for  its  existence.  For  this  reason,  permit  me  to  address 
It  to  you,  as  a  mark  of  my  best  esteem  and  regard,  to  which  I 
know  you  are  so  well  entitled. 

The  trifling  lines  with  which  the  Poem  begins,  will  indicate  to 
you  the  lively  spirit  with  which  I  sat  down  to  address  you  in  the 
character  of  a  Sylph — a  title  which  I  have  ventured  to  assume  to 
nyself,  with  the  hope  of  being  acknowledged  by  the  amiable  and 
ingenious  *  "  Sylph"  of  Y^—t  as  an  admissible  correspondent. 


*  Alluding  to  a  very  pleasing  and  ingenious  copy  of  verses 
written  by  Mrs.  O—  in  the  character  of  a  «<  Sylph."  Note,  the 
title  of  "  Sylph"  is  appropriated  indiscriminately  to  either  's«x : 

"  Her  guardian  "  Sylph"  prolonged  the  balmy  rest, 
**  'Twas  He  had  sumnion'd  to  her  silent  bed 


*'  The  morning  dream."  — 


RAPE    OF   THE   LOCK. 


**  As  now  your  own,  our  Beings  were  of  old, 

"  And  once  incloa'd  in  "  Woman's"  beauteous  mould." 


ID. 

k3 
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I  had  no  intentions  of  exceeding  the  bounds  of  a  short  poetical 
£pistle  when  I  began  it^^but  the  subject  grew  so  fast  upon  me^ 
and  the  Muse  found  so  many  dormant  materials  ready  to  engage 
her  memory*  sorrows,  and  attention,  that  I  have  been  insensibly 
led  to  notice  many  remarkable  and  melancholy  events  in  my  life— ■ 
and  to  describe  the  sensations  with  which  the  recollection  of  them 
b  now  accompanied. 

I  may  be  permitted  also  to  add,  that  I  have  found  relief  in  giv' 
ing  my  complaints  utterance,  particularly  as  I  know,  that  I  com- 
municate my  feelings  to  a  mind,  which,  from  a  perusal  of  its  pro- 
ductions, I  am  convinced  is  in  many  essential  respects  congenial 
with  my  own. 

I  pay  myself  a  great  compliment  by  this  comparison,  and  by 
thinking  my  verses  worthy  of  your  kind  acceptance— for  though 
I  profess  myself  to  be,  I  hope,  not  an  undisceming  admiper  of  the 
Muse,  yet  I  have  no  pretensions  to  be  highly  favoured  by  her  in 
return.  It  is  but  very  rarely  that  I  indulge  myself  in  committing 
my  thoughts  to  verse,  and  then  only  I  do  it  for  the  gratification  of 
myself,  and  a  very  narrow  circle  of  friend»— in  which  number, 
give  me  leave,  henceforth,  to  inscribe  your  name,  as  the**  Sylph" 
•r  Muse  of  £— ». 

With  every  sentiment  of  sincerity  and  esteem. 

Believe  me  to  be. 

My  Dear  Madam, 

Yours  most  faithfully, 

jvLY  8.  laa.v.  THE  AUTHOR. 
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LOST  FRIENDS, 


Dear  Sylph, 
And  so  this  long-intended  visit 
Of  '  Mine'  to  *  YourV  is  settled,  is  it  ? 
Well — I  could  wish  with  all  my  heart, 
That  I  myself  might  bear  a  part ; 
But  we're  so  -busy  with  our  hay, 
I  cannot,  must  not,  come  rfWay  : 
For  *  Master's  «ye'  or  *  Master's  mind,' 
We  Sylphs  well  know,  should  stay  behind. 
Things  being  thus,  I  judge  it  better, 
Jf  possible,  to  send  a  letter: 
(Of  course,  I  fancy,  you  expect  one) 
To  introduce  my  Friends  to  E — . 
Indeed,  the  friendship  which  I  bear 
For  *them  who  hourly  claim  my  care, 
Makes  me  more  anxious  yet  to  show  you, 
That  They  I  wish  so  much  to  know  you^ 
May,  on  acqtiaintance,  haply  prove 
Not  undeserving  of  your  love  : 
And  that  f  *  Yourselves'  may  welcome  too 
The  kind  regard  they  feel  for  You. 
Know  then,  whth  joy  sincere  they  greet 
The  pleasure  promis'd  when  you  meet ; 
For,  trust  me,  though  but  seldom  seen. 
They  yet,  long  time,  your  friends  have  been. 

They,  who  in  Virtue's  peaceful  ways, 
JIave  liv'd,  like  you,  a  length  of  days; 

•  The  Author'8  Family, 
t  Mrg.  0 —  and  her  Sisters. 

K  4 
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Surveying,  with  discerning  eyes. 

The  forms  of  Folly  as  it  ftres ; 

And  conscious,  that  "  ourselves  to  know^*^ 

Js  supreme  Wisdom  here  below ; 

By  ev*ry  bond  of  worth  approved, 

May  well  be  honor'd— and  be  lov'd  ! 

The  mis'ry  which  on  life  attends, 
The  loss  of  health — the  *  Loss  of  Friends* 
Ye  too  have  felt— nor  will  deny 
The  tear  of  Sensibility. 
Ah !  there,  dear  Sylph,  my  sorrow  leads. 
And  asks  the  balm  my  bosom  needs ; 
For  many  years  must  yet  return, 
Before  we  here  shall  cease  to  mourn. 
With  sighs  and  tears  beyond  controul. 
The  *  child — the  darling — of  our  souL 
The  Angel — lent  us  to  excite 
Foretaste  of  Heav'n's  pure  delight! 
But  this  world's  promises  are  vain ; 
Scarce  have  we  laboured  to  attain 
Life's  opening  threshold,  ere  we  find 
The  grave — the  '  victory'  of  mankind! 
Such  have  we  found  it  here — and  Age 
Confirms  the  fatal  pilgimage. 
For  oft  in  contemplation  deep, 
And  taught  by  recent  wounds  to  weep 
Our  dear-losl-child — the  sorrowing  Muse 
Her  mournful  tales  of  grief  renews: 

**  The  hour,"  she  says,  "  which  gave  f  me  birth, 
"  Consign'd  my  J  mother  to  the  earth — 

•  The  Author's  eldest  child,  his  dear  Lydia,  bora  July,  1795> 
died  November,  1804. 

t    The  Author,  bora  Jan.  14,  1768. 

t  The  Author's  mother*  bom  I'eb.  1735  5  married  Nov.  1760  f 
died  March  20,  1768. 
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**  A  Saint,  indeed,  she  was,  ^Jossest 
■**  Of  virtues  that  would  make  her  blest ! 
*^  Fit  spirit  for  the  realms  above, 
**  Full  of  benevolence  and  love. 
**  When  lying  on  the  couch  of  death, 
^*  Life  trembrd  on  her  parting  breath, 
**  Angels  of  Light  enshrin'd  her  bed ; 
***  She  own'd  the  hallow'd  trance,  and  said  : 

**  *  The  glorious  company  of  Saints  on  high, 
*'  *  Invite  my  lingering  spirit — ere  I  die 
"  *  Accept,  dear  friends,  my  blessing— -lo !  I  rise, 
**  *  To  share  the  bliss  immortal  in  the  skies  I*" 

"  Light  into  air  the  holy  vision  stolen — 
"  She  sweetly  smiTd — and  yielded  up  her  soul! 
*'  Dear,  honoured,  sainted  mother !  known 
"  To  me,  thy  child,  by  name  alone, 
**  And  by  thy  virtues,  yet  rcver'd 
"  With  all  the  love  which  e'er  endear'd 
'*  A  Mother's  tend'rest  cares,  now  blest, 
**  And  welcomed  as  a  heav'nly  guest ; 
*^  Full  oft  my  rising  mind  will  trace 
"  The  raptures  of  that  chaste  embrace, 
"  Which,  with  the  Angels,  would  restore 
"  Thy  ♦  brother's  love — to  part  no  more ! 
"  Him,  whom  thy  dying  words  record,' 
**  *  A  holy  man,  and  loved  of  the  Lord* " 
"  He  was  a  holy  man,  and  Fame 
"  In  His  recites  an  honor'd  name : 
"  Granta  in  him  beheld  the  birth 
**  Of  rarest  genius  and  of  worth — 

♦  The  lUv.  J.  W.  M.  A.  FeUow  of  C.  C.  C.  C  bom  Sept. 
1733*  died,  of  a  cousumption,  Dec.  1766.  He  was  the  first  per* 
son  who  ^with  the  most  flattering  preeminence)  obtained  the  sin*> 
gularly  high  *  honours*  of  the  **  Senior  Wrangler"  and  **  Senior 
Sledalist,"  at  Camb.  1756.  Only  two  other  Gentlemen  havs 
since  succeeded  iu  uniting  in  themselves  the  same  high  honours* 
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"  Him,  first  of  all,  the  Muses  nine 
"  Taught  by  rich  talents  to  combine 
"  Their  various  arts,  and  Science  smil'd 
"  To  crown  in  him  her  matchless  child  ! 

"  But  lo  !  such  honors  often  bloom 
"  To  decorate  a  fav' rite's  tomb — 
"  Ethereal  minds  seek  purer  bliss, 
**  Too  perfect  for  a  world  like  this  ; 
**  For  he  was  good,  as  he  was  wise, 
"  His  Virtues  gain'd  the  highest  prize  ; 
**  The  prize  of  his  just  minist'ry  to  God, 
"  Sanction'd  in  Heav'n  by  a  blest  abode.    . 

"  And  now  behold !  my  ♦  Father's  bier 
*'  Demands  Affection's  warmest  tear : 
*'  His  kind  endearments  well  would  try 
"  A  mother's  fondness  to  supply; 
"  As  oft,  by  conversation  led, 
"  Hfe  moum'd  with  us  our  mother  dead — 
"  For  ardently  he  lov'd — and  few 
"  Could  boast  a  heart  so  kind  and  true  ; 
"  O  happy  time !  raethinks  I  see 
"  Myself  and  Sister  on  his  knee, 
"  Trying,  as  oft  we  did,  to  share 
"  The  pledges  of  his  love  and  care ; 
"  While  he,  with  zeal  parental  sought 
"  To  plant  and  rear  the  gen'rous  thought, 
"  We  little  dream'd  how  near  the  day 
"  When  Death  would  summon  him  awa5'. 
"  Life,  spirits,  strength,  and  active  health, 
*'  In  him  seem'd  prodigal  of  wealth. 
**  Alas!  too  prodigal — they  gave 
"  The  blameless  victim  to  the  grave; 
"  And  left  his  orphan'd  family  to  tell 
"  How  dear — how  kind — how  good — a  father  fell ! 

•    The  Author's  father,  bom  1734;  married  Dec.  1760 ;  dtt* 
(of  an  apoplexy)  Oct.  1779. 
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**  And  whcre's  the  *  partner  of  my  grief? 
My  only  solace,  my  relief 
In  all  afflictions,  kind  to  bear 
Of  all  my  woes  the  larger  share  ? 
She,  who  would  lend  a  willing  breast 
To  soothe  my  early  cares  to  rest  ? 


"  Where  is  she  gone?  Ah !  whither  fled? 
"  Is  she  too  numbered  with  the  dead? 
^'  She  too  is  dead !  and  I  am  left, 

Of  ev'ry  kindred  heart  bereft ! 

Lost,  lost,  in  her  beyond  recall, 
**  A  father — mother — sister — all ! 

"  Dear  guide  of  all  my  early  days ! 
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Sweet  counsellor  of  all  my  ways ! 

Ne'er  shall  my  grateful  heart  forget 

How  vast,  how  just,  to  thee  his  debt ! 

From  youthful  age  to  manhood's  prime, 
"  Thou  watch'dst  with  tend'rest  car<is  the  time 
"  When  ev'ry  threat'ning  cloud  appear<l. 

To  blight  the  plant  thy  love  had  rear'd. 

If  e'er  with  virtuous  feeling  warm, 

I  shrunk  from  Vice's  sensual  charm, 

Or  strong  in  honour  could  defy 
"  The  foul  remorse  of  infamy ; 
"  From  thee  I  caught  it  all,  and  own 
"  The  impulse  due  to  thee  alone  ! 
"  Nor  was  thy  gen'rous  love  confin'd 
"  To  me,  but  wide  as  human  kind, 
"  Say  ye,  who  best  can  tell,  did  e'er 
"  Alone,  ye  shed  the  sorrowing  tear  ? 
"  Sought  she  not  anxiously  to  heal 
"  The  wounds  herself  too  well  could  feel  ? 

*  The  Audior's  only  sister,  Lydia,  bom  JaiH  1762 ;  married 
July  1781  i  died  at  Matlock,  Bath,  May  1788^ 
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**  Or  did  yc  c\:cr  yet  rejoice, 

Or  raise  with  grateful  hearts  the  voice 
Of  happiness  and  joy,  that  she 
Denied  to  join  the  mirthful  glee? 
"  No  !  ye  will  say — her  social  soul 
Mingl'd  its  sweets  in  ev'ry  bowl ; 
Rejoicing  with  the  happy  few. 
Or  weeping  with  such  friends  as  you. 
But  now,  no  more,  her  song  shall  greet 
Our  longing  ear  with  acceuts  sweet. 
"  Mute  is  the  voice  which  sung  of  Love, 
*'  Lost  arc  the  tones  which  erst  cuuld  move 
"  The  soul  to  ecstacy  supreme — 
"  Mute — lost — and  vanish'd — as  a  dream! 
"  The  hand  once  fraught  with  living  fire, 
"  No  more  shall  wake  the  magic  lyre. 
"  The  minstrel  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
"  Who  taught  us  harmony  divine, 
"  In  silence  now  resigns  her  breath — 
"  And  sleeps  in  dust  the  *  sleep  of  death  I' 
"  Scarce  had  I  dar'd  fond  plans  to  lay, 
My  debt  of  gratitude  to  pay,  ' 
When  fatal  to  the  generous  flame. 
Consumption  seiz'd  her  tender  frame ; 
"  Ah  !  who  can  tell  the  hopes — the  fears — 
"  The  ebbing — flowing — of  our  tears, 
"  When  Matlock's  groves  our  sighs  received, 
**  As  for  our  drooping  charge  we  gricv'd ; 
**  The  lamp  of  Life  still  paler  grew, 
"  But  her  affection,  ever  true, 
"  Shone  as  the  Stars  of  Heav'n  bright ; 
"  I  felt  its  virtue ;  on  the  night 
"  I  bore  her  to  her  dying  bed, 
*'  She  left  her  choicest  blessing  on  my  head. 

"  Thanks  to  the  Muse,  whose  art  could  trace, 
'*  In  faithful  cKaractcrs,  her  face 
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In  her  mild  portrait — taught  to. save 
E'en  her  faint  image  from  the  grave  ! 
Where  pensive  Memory  may  renew 
"  The  form  we  ne'er  again  shall  view, 
And  own  expressions  which  dispense 
Rich  trcasun  s  of  intelligence ; 
Yet  vain  such  mimic  nature  proves 
To  soothe  the  loss  of  those  one  loves ; 
Rather  to  heav'n  my  spirit  ascends 
To  hail  once  more  those  long-lost  Friends, 
"  Waiting  above,  with  open  arms,     ^ 
"  To  save  their  dying  daughter's  charms, 
"  Now  enter'd  in  the  '  Book  of  Life' 
"  '  An  Angel  blest,  and  sainted  Wife  V  " 

I  fear  this  long,  this  deep,  distress. 
Dear  Sylph,  your  bosom  will  oppress  ; 
More  than  enough  hath  met  your  ears, 
To  move  your  sympathy,  and  tears ; 
And  hard  the  lesson  to  attend 
The  details  of  a  mourning  Friend  ! 
But  harder  yet  his  hapless  fate 
Who  hath  such  sorrows  to  relate ! 
Still  must  he  seek  his  griefs  to  impart, 
Or  else  they  burst  his  breaking  heart ; 
And  kind,  most  kind,  that  feeling  friend 
Who  will  a  faithful  bosom  lend ! 

One  sorrow  more,  and  then  we  close 
This  fatal  catalogue  of  woes  ; 
Not  least  in  poignancy,  though  last ; 
More  fraught  with  pangs  than  all  the  past ; 
For  lo  I  where  now  Death's  cruel  dart 
Still  rankles  in  the  Parent's  heart — 
Why  mourns  he  thus  ?  why  droops  his  head? 
Why  point  his  footsteps  to  the  dead  ? 
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Why  starts  he  thus  in  gesture  wild? 

Alas  !  he  mourns  his  darling  ♦  child  ! 

His  child,  his  second  self,  is  gone ! 

And  all  his  life's  best  hopes  are  flown  I 

Pity  with  me  his  sorrows  deep, 

And  kindly  deign  once  more  to  weep — 

For  see  !  where  now  in  lonely  dale. 

He  wounded  sighs,  and  tells  his  talc  ! 

Child  of  my  heart !  (alas !  no  words  can  tell 
The  grief  which  rends  my  soul,  to  say)  farewell  \ 

"  Farewell  ?  O  Heav'ns !  what  gone  ?  for  ever  fled  ? 

**  And  is  niy  darling  shroudc»d  with  the  dead  ? 

"  Her  voice,  her  step,  her  face,  her  look,  in  vain 

"  I  long  to  listen  to,  or  see  again  ! 

"  All  the  fair  bloom,  the  charms,  which  Nature 


"  gave 


With  lavish  hand,  are  buried  in  the  grave  ? 
The  voice  which  stole  like  music  o'er  my  ear, 
**  The  step  which  brought  my  chearful  herald  near, 
**  The  face  which  beam'd  with  innocence  divine, 
"  And  look  which  told  me  she  was  more  than  mine, 
"  The  quick  and  just  conceptions  of  her  mind, 
"  Earnest  of  various  worth  and  taste  refin'd  ; 
**  (Delighted  with  a  mimic  hand  to  trace 

Each  fancied  form  or  blooming  flow'rets  grace, 
The  while  she  warbled  with  sweet  artless  glee 
«  The  "  Red,Red  Ro5e,"or*'Willow,WilIo\vTree,") 
"'  All,  all  are  gone  !  and  life  to  me  now  seems 
A  weary  waste  o'ercast  with  idle  dreams  ! 
Oh  !  with  what  doating  fondness  have  I  prest. 
The  dear,  pale  suff'rer  to  my  aching  breast  ! 
Or  with  what  rapture  gaz'd,  whene'er  my  child, 
Gay  with  returning  health,  exulting  smilM  ! 
"  Not  all  the  wealth  of  Princes  could  bestow 
"  One  moment's  transports  such  as  those  to  know. 

*  See  nole,  p.  136, 
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"  Now,  all  my  fears  confirm'd,  my  hopes  decci/d, 

"  ^ft  ^f^y  child,  1  am  indeed  bereanfd  ! 

**  Pain,  sickness,  poverty  extreme,  were  bliss, 

''  To  me,  compared  with  such  a  loss  as  this ! 

'^  O  selfish  man  !  'tis  not  myself  that  bears 

'^  This  deep  affliction — she  who  more  than  shares 

"  In  all  my  growing  pains  or  pleasures,  wild, 

*'  In  mute  distraction,  mourns  with  me  her  child. 

"  Alike  by  day  and  night  with  grief  opprest, 

"  The  sad  affliction  loads  her  laboring  breast, 

'^  E'en  the  kind  hours  which  Nature  form'd  for 

"  sleep, 
"  Forbid  her  rest,  and  summon  her  to  weep  ; 
"  E'en  in  her  happiest  moments,  when  she  seems 
"  To  clasp  her  dearest  Lydia  in  her  dreams, 
"  She  wakes  to  give  a  keener  anguish  birth, 
"  For  lo  !  her  Lydia  slumbers  in  the  earth  ! 
"  Oh!  had  it  pleas'd  indulgent  Heav'n  to  spare 
^'  Our  child  in  health,  quick  as  she  was  to  share 
"  With  us  our  joys  or  sorrows,  with  delight 
" ,  We'd  toil'd  from  earliest  mom  to  latest  night : 
"  Or  that  denied,  we*d  begg'd  from  door  to  door 
"  Our  daily  bread  with  her,  nor  wish'd  for  more ! 
"  Scoth'd  by  her  dear  attentions,  all  the  hours 
"  Of  life  had  pass'd  as  o'er  a  path  of  flow'rs  : 
"  True,  the  inclement  blast,  the  freezing  air, 
"  Blowing  on  limbs  like  her's  expos'd  and  bare, 
"  Had  pierc'd  us  to  the  heart, and  Charity  denied, 
''  Had  oft  a  sigh,  and  silent  tear  supplied. 
"  Yet  He  who  clothes  the  flow'rs,  the  mvens  feeds, 
"  Had  giv'n  to  nature  all  that  nature  needs. 
"  More  beauteous  when  arra3r'd  in  Health's  full 

**  glow, 
"  Than  all  the  pride  which  purple  can  bestow ! 
"  Thrice  blest,  allow'd  e'en  destitute  to  prove 
^  Such  sweets  of  Sensibility  and  Love ! 
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*^  O  fatal  hoQr  !  that  summoned  us  to  parf^ 
"  Never  shall  Time  efliace  it  from  my  heart, 
"  For  then  I  first  beheld  with  fearful  eye, 

The  awful,  happy  thing  it  is  to  dio! 

Happy  to  babes  like  mine,  whose  *  spirits  soar 
"  To  blissful  realms,  to  live  for  evermore  ! 

I  mark'd  the  languid  pulse,  the  plaintive  tone. 

The  patient  murmurs,  and  the  gentle  moan, 
"  I  mark'd  the  dawning  smile  which  clos'd  her 

"  breath, 
"  To  mcit  seem'd  soft  slumber — lo  !  'twas  death  t 
"  Oh  !  may  my  latter  ^nd  resemble  thine  ! 
"  And  I,  like  thee,  dear  child  !  my  soul  resign T 

Thus  doth  he  vent  his  stifled  grief, 
And  c  en  in  Sorrow  seeks  relief ; 
For  oft  as  musing  thus  he  weeps, 
He  bends  his  steps  to  where  she  sleeps. 
There  wrapt  in  meditation  sweet. 
To  his  own  breast  he  will  repeat  ' 

His  lost  child's  virtues,  and  rehearse 
Her  fancied  epitaph,  in  verse : 
"  Reader  !  beneath  this  bank  of  silent  earth, 
"  There  rests  a  child  of  more  than  common  worth,. 
"  Mild,  modest,  playful,  innocent,  and  warm 

With  every  gentle  sympathy  and  charm  ! 

But  as  a  flow'r  in  op'ning  beauty  gay, 
"  Chill'd  by  a  blight,  soon  droops  and  fades  away,. 
"  So  she,  while  yet  in  Life's  first  tender  bloom. 

Untimely  fell,  and  met  an  early  tomb  ! 
"  Here  sleeps  her  dust,  the  virtues  of  her  mind    . 
**  Survive,  and  leave  a  fragrance  sweet  behind  : 

♦  See  Malt,  xviii.  10.  which  may  be  thus  rendered—"  Despise 
not  one  of  these  little  ones"  (speaking  of  children)  "  foB  I  say 
unto  you,  that  the  Angels  of  such  do  behold  for  evermoce  Uu) 
face  of  my  Father  which  is  in  Heaven." 

(M.  R.  Feb.  1805)— See  also  Matt  xix.  14. 
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*•  Her  soul  ascends  a  spirit  pure  to  hcavcfn^ 
'^  The  Lord  hath  taken y  what  the  Lord  had  giv'n  ! 
**  Reader !  excuse  the  verse,  nor  disapprove 
*'  The  lengthened  murmurs  of  a  Parent's  love  ; 
•*  Think  of  my  child,  and  kindly  mourn  with  me, 
"  For  had  her  hapless  fate  Thine  chanc'd  to  be, 
•*  Her  little  heart  would  now  have  throb'd  for 
«  Thee." 

But  ah  !  too  tedious  is  the  Muse 
He  feels^  in  vain  would  she  diffuse 
In  numbers^  half  her  sighs  would  say ; 
Lo !  the  gay  traveller  turns  away ; 
Condemns  the  Parent's  silly  pride. 
And  passes  on  the  other  side. 
Rather  the  pensive  mind  affords 
A  tablet  wrought  with  fewer  words  ; 
Desirous  but  of  simplest  grace 
To  mark  with  truth  the  sacred  place : 
**  With  aching  heart,  and  trembling  hand^  1  write, 
"  Dear  child  !  the  day  which  bore  thee  from  oui^ 

"  sight. 
**  But  if,  in  tears,  I  trace  the  sad  record,         "J 
YetFaith,vvith  Hope,confirms  God's  holy  word  f 
And  says,  "  Tho'  lost  to  us,  thou  Hvest  with  C 
the  Lord/'  J 

*^  Ere  long,  perhaps,  beneath  this  selfsame  stone 
"  Shall  rest  thy  Parent's  ashes  with  thy  own  ; 
"  God*swiU  be  done,  and  dll  our  sins  forgiven  / 
*'  Then  shall  we  live  again, — virith  Thee, — dear 
"  Child !  in  Heav'n  1" 

Yet-  deem  not,  that  your  mourning  Friend 
To  Consolation's  balm  will  lend 
.  A  dull,  cold  ear.    No  !  thanks  to  heaven 
Who  for  a  gracious  boon  hath  gjv^n 

VOL.  V.  L 
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*Two  other  darling  babes,  to  claim 
Their  sister's  virtues  with  her  name; 
In  cv'ry  bud  of  blooming  sense, 
Dear  emblems  of  her  iimocencc ! 

And  now,  kind  Sylph,  farewell,  excuse 
These  gloomy  wanderings  of  our  Muse ; 
Mean  though  they  be,  I  know  your  love 
Of  Truth  will  lead  you  to  approve; 
For  surely  you  had  never  known. 
As  now,  your  friends  by  sight  alone. 
ConcL*al  with  care  this  secret  spell ; 
And  till  we  meet  again,  once  more  farewell ! 
JULY  8,  1805.  h  ^«  H. 


MARY  ANN  AND  JOHN. 

BY   THE   SAME. 

Addressed  to  Mrs.  0 — ,  in  return  for  a  New-Year^s-Gf/t 
and  Verses  to  the  Children ^  Jan.  1,  180£. 

There  in  my  garden  gaily  tripping. 

Behold  my  little  darlings  fly  ! 
As  blithe  as  any  lambkins  skipping. 

And  pleas*d  like  them,  they  know  not  why. 

You  wonder  whence  such  pleasure  flows, 
Or  what  can  smiles  like  their's  dispense  i 

Know — 'tis  the  sunshine  Heaven  bestows 
On  health,  and  spotless  innocence. 

•  M.  A.  bom  June  1798.     J.  W.  bom  July  1799. 
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If  from  the  one  the  other  bounding. 

Be  but  perchance  a  moment  gone, 
Straightway  my  orchard  is  resounding ; 

"  Here,  Mary  Ann !"— or  "  Come  here,  Johu!*' 

For  ever  may  their  bosoms  beat 

In  unison  and  mutual  love  ; 
For  mortal  breast  no  balm  so  sweet 

As  that  of  Sympathy  can  prove. 

Twitfring  like  swallows  on  the  wing, 
They  chase  the  summer  suns  away ; 

Or,  like  our  grateful  robins,  sing, 
To  cheer  the  gloom  of  winter's  day. 

Their  hearts  with  rival  glow  sincere. 

Gladsome  the  song  of  joy  renew  ; 
And  now  they  hail  the  new-born  year. 

In  strains  of  gratitude  to  you ! 

While  thus  in  merry  mazes  racing, 

One  little  girl  pursues  her  brother ; 
Sad  Memory  my  loss  retracing, 

— Sighs  and  says :  "  Oh  !  where's  my  other  ?** 

And  thus  'midst  scenes  of  real  bliss, 

Th^  Parent  owns  Affliction's  rod  ; 
Yet  meets  it  with  a  trembling  kiss — 

For— -'tis  the  chastisement  of  God ! 
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SONNET. 


BY  8*  £.  BRTDG]£Sy  £&Q« 


Black  from  the  sky  November  fogs  impend ; 
And  drizzling  mists  enshroud  the  hill  and  vale ; 
While  o'er  the  darken'd  downs  my  course  I  bend^ 
And  pleas'd,  below,  the  shelter^  village  hail : 

With  dangers  compass'd  round  ;  beset  with  foes, 
As  on  the  daring  steed  I  seek  my  way, 
Methinks  the  scowling  tempest  suits  my  woes. 
And  soothes  the  cares,  that  on  my  bosom  prey ! 

O  lovely  Muse,  'tis  thine  with  heavenly  power 
To  throw  a  charm  on  Sorrow's  gloomiest  hues. 
And  thro' the  deepening  clouds,  that  round  ns  lour,, 

A  piercing  ray  of  golden  light  difiuse  ! 
Ah,  generous  Maid,  amid  the  sable  storm 

Circled  with  brightest  beams  still  shines  thy  fairy  form! 
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SONNET. 


BY   THE  SAME. 


Thou  must  not  be  another's,  O  my  Home ! 
Here,  where  my  infant  children's  voices  shrill 
Thy  spacious  halls  with  constant  echoes  fill, 
From  the  rude  stranger  sacred  be  the  dome ; 

And  should  some  upstart  with  rash  heart  presume 
To  fix  beneath  thy  shelter  his  abode. 
May  nightly  ghosts  his  guilty  conscience  goad, 
And  fiends  by  day  around  his  pathway  roam  ! 

When  all  this  numerous  race,  that  sport  around, 
Shall,  with  their  parents,  low  in  earth  be  laid. 
Still  may  their  children's  children  here  be  foufid 

To  own  this  pile,  and  save  yon  growing  shade  ! 

"  Here,*'  may  they  say,  "  our  graudsires  dwelt  of 

yore; 
^^  And  here  they  nurs'd  the  Muse's  sacred  lore !" 
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SONNET. 


BT  THE   SAME. 


With  Life's  unceasing  tempests  struggling  stilly 
Onward  I  go ;  no  interval  of  rest 
To  calm  the  troubles  of  my  beating  breast ! 
But  thus  perchance  it  is,  that  1  fulfill 

Th'  allotted  part,  that  is  my  Maker's  will ; 
And  thus  hereafter,  when  his  high  behest 
Shall  call  on  trembling  mortals  to  attest 
Their  labours  here,  some  mercy  for  the  ill 

That  I  have  done  on  earth,  I  may  obtain  ! 

Neglected,  scom'd,  traduc'd,  with  threats  pursn'd, 
Which  boldest  minds  have  awed  : — ^yet  all  in  yain! 

The  Muse's  rites  no  sufferings  have  subdu'd ! 
From  paths  her  votaries  haunt,  I  cannot  swerve, 
Careless  of  gaining  praise,  if  I  deserve ! 
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SONNET. 


ST  THE  SAME. 


HiUf  whom  the  Muse  inspires,  no  vulgar  cares 
Should  e'er  molest,  but  calmly  should  he  sit, 
like  yon  ^olian  lyre,  on  which  the  airs 
Of  Heaven  in  many  an  undulating  fit 

Call  forth  melodious  music ;  for  the  blast 
Of  worldly  rudeness  all  untunes  his  strings  ! 
Soft  on  his  quivering  mind  the  Sprite  must  cast 
Th'  unbidden  mov«»Tient  of  her  hovering  wings : 

Then  forth  will  flow  the  involuntary  strain, 
Like  Inspiration's  note,  which  feeble  Art 
With  her  cold  efforts,  imitates  in  vain  ;— 

Faint  to  the  fancy,  languid  to  the  heart !-~ 
Ah !  fondly  cherish  the  rare  child  of  Song, 
And  save  his  trembling  breast  from  worldly  wrong ! 
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SONNET. 

On  receiving  a  Copy  of  his  "  Miscelianeovs  Poetry"  from 
Edward  Coxe,  Esq.  of  HampsUad  Heath. 


Friend  of  my  fancy ! — since  that  name  may  welj 

Suit  many  a  kindred  spirit,  priz'd  by  mc, 

Who  ne'er  was  greeted  in  my  studious  cell, 

Save  by  the  fellowship  of  sympathy  : 

Thee  do  I  hail,  by  that  congenial  mood 

"Which  more  than  casual  fortune  can  ally ; 

When  the  Creator  in  his  works  is  view'd 

Willi  the  rais'd  rapture  of  a  Poet's  eye ! 

And  I  do  hail  thee  by  that  higher  claim 

Maeonian  Cowper  bore  in  thy  regard ; 

Cowper  !  whose  virtues  sanctified  his  fame, 

As  the  World's  monitor,  the  Christian's  bard  ! 

Nor  to  thy  feelings  will  it  strange  appear, 

That  those  who  honour  him,  to  me  themselves  endear. 

MARCH  6^   180^.  T.    PAUK, 
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SONNET, 


TO  A  LADY. 


Adieu,  my  fricud !  in  Grantham's  distant  bowera 

May  smiling  Peace  and  Friendship  on  thee  wait, 
May  bright-eyed  Pleasure  chacc  the  lingering  hours. 

And  thine  be  rosy  Health  of  heart  elate. 
But,  ah,  at  parting  day,  or  blushing  dawn, 

Whether  you  wander  by  the  tinkling  rill. 
Or  press  with  footsteps  light  the  dewy  lawn. 

Or  breathe  the  pure  air  on  the  breezy  hill ; 
Or  if,  when  sleeps  the  tired  swain,  you  rove. 

In  sweetest  converse  with  the  chosen  pair. 
Where  the  wan  moon-beam  gilds  the  fading  grove ; 

Yet,  sometimes,  speed  to  heaven  a  silent  prayer 
For  that  dear  band  of  friends  far  left  behind. 
Nor  be  forgot  the  youth  to  sadness  long  resigned. 

•CTOBSR,  179$*  B*  A.  D. 
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SONNET- 


TO  TWO  FRIENDS. 


Blest  pair !  liow  fast  the  snowy-pinion'd  houn^ 

Fledy  when  Wit,  Sense,  and  Harmony,  combiniDg 
Beneath  your  friendly  roof  their  witching  powers 

Awhile  my  spirit  charmM  from  sad  repining ; 

O  then !  to  pleasure  all  my  soul  resigning, 
Too  soon  for  me,  the  happy  moments  fled  ; 

Too  soon  alas  !  my  transient  bliss  declining. 
Again  1  bent  to  Earth  my  weary  head. 
Life's  rugged  pathway,  woe-begone  I  tread. 

And,  musing,  tremble  for  my  future  years. 
That  hid  in  darkness  fill  my  soul  with  dread  : 

O  never  your's,  may  heart- benumbing  fears, 
Or  stern  misfortunes,  with  rude  hand  annoy, 
But  all  be  one  fair  day  of  harmony  and  joy. 

JUNE,  \797*  &•  A.  D. 
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SONNET. 


ON  THE  SABBATH  MORNING. 


With  silent  awe  I  hail  the  sacred  morn 
That  slowly  wakes,  while  ail  the  fields  are  still ; 
A  soothing  calm  on  every  breeze  is  bome^ 
A  graver  murmur  gurgles  from  the  rill. 
And  echo  answers  softer  from  the  hill, 
And  softer  sings  the  Linnet  from  the  thorn. 
The  Skylark  warbles  in  a  tone  less  shrill : 
Hail,  light  serene !  hail,  sacred  Sabbath-moni  I 
The  Rooks  float  silently,  in  airy  drove. 
The  Sun  a  placid  yellow  lustre  throws ; 
The  Gales,  that  lately  sighed  along  the  grove, 
Have  hushed  their  downy  wings  in  dread  repose; 
The  hovering  rack  of  clouds  forgets  to  move ; — 
So  smU'd  the  day,  when  the  first  mom  arose  ! 

J.  X£YPSK« 
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SONNET, 


O  DUE  AM  of  deepest  horror  !  my  scared  scJal 
Sickens  at  thought  of  thee.    If  thou  hast  come 
Sternly-prophetic,  then  indeed  my  sum 

Of  ills  is  full ;  then  to  my  sight  the  whole 

Of  Nature's  works  is  charmless  !  For  bereft 
By  Death  of  her  whose  image  from  my  heart 
Ko  chance,  no  change^  no  time^  can  ever  part, 

For  wretched  me  what  pleasure  will  be  left  ? 

To  loath  the  light,  and  lingering  life  ',  to  pine 
In  silent  anguish  ;  and  recall  with  tears 
Her  angel  sweetness  that  my  gloomy  fears^ 

Oft  hush'd  to  rest ;  must  then  alone  be  mine. 
One  only  hope  rcmains-;-that,  press'd  by  woes. 
My  wearied  spirit  soon  may  find  repose. 

1799*  R«  A.  D. 
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SONNET. 

TO  A  CHILD  FOUR  YEARS  OLD. 


Sweet  Boy !  untaught  to  dread  life's  thorny  way, 

Clasp'd  in  a  Mother's  sheltering  fond  embrace, 
Thy  little  heart  is  innocently  gay, 

And  drest  in  winning  smiles  thy  rosy  face. 
Thou  sportive  smiFst, — but  /,  in  saddest  mood, 

Sigh,  that  with  coming  years  those  smiles  must  cease^ 
And  shuddering  meditate  the  hydra-brood 

Of  mortal  ills,  the  murderers  of  thy  peace* 
For  thee  I  sorrow  ;  yet  that  thou  may'st  go 

Thy  destined  path  stranger  to  grief  and  pain 
I  cannot  pray,  since  well,  alas  !  I  know 

For  man,  predoom'd  to  mourn,  such  prayers  were 
vain. 
Then  let  me  ask  for  thee  a  mind  that  still 
In  meek  submission  bonds  to  Heaven's  high  wilK 

1799.  R»  A.  J>, 
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SONNET. 

TO  MISS  MARY  ANN  ALDEBSON. 


Mary,  though  partial-handed  Fortune  showers 
Her  gifts  on  some  who  own  no  spark  divine. 
Brute  clods  of  earth  !  while  with  an  eye  malign, 

And  frowning  brow  on  thee  she  darkly  lours. 

Yet  give  not  thou  to  grief  thy  lonely  hours- 
Ill  suits  it  noble  spirits  to  repine ! — 
Since,  heaven-bestowed,  such  treasures  still  are  thine 

As  well  may  grace  Life's  rugged  path  with  flowers. 

For  thine  is  conscious  rectitude ;  the  glow 
Of  generous  feelings  ;  and  a  tender  breast 

That  melts  with  pity  for  another's  woe : 

And  taste  and  talent  thine ;  and  manners,  drest 
In  winning  charms,  that  Spleen  might  lull  to  rest. 

And  bid  the  rudest  natures  kindness  know. 

1805.  B.  A.  D« 
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SONNET. 

0/1  the  Preliminanes  of  the  Peace  being  signed. 

Composed  at  Day-break,  Oct.  15,  1801. 


Orion's  fornix  before  the  sacred  eye 
Of  Phosphor,  melting  in  cerulean  light 
Withdraws  his  waning  splendours  from  the  sight| 

And  scarce  his  glimmering  falchion  marks  the  sky. 

Thus  from  (air  Concord's  lamp,  the  Foe  of  Peace 
Seems  to.  retire,  and  shun  her  gladsome  ray 
In  dark  reluctance  :  from  his  ransomM  prey 

Frowning  he  sinks  beneath  the  ruffled  seas. 

0  may  no  GoUin,  tricked  in  borrowed  beams, 
Of  his  infernal  band,  behind  remain 

Hiding  in  angel-mask  his  features  foul. 
From  Infidelity^s  narcotic  streams 
(Source  of  misrule)  dispensing  to  the  train 

His  liquors,  brew'd  in  Circe's  magic  bowl. 

RA.THFRYXAND.  Il£V.  B.  BOTD. 
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SONNET. 


ON  MY  GOmO  TO  SCOTLAND. 


Scotia  !  witfi  sentiments  of  veneration, 

I  saw  thy  distant  crags  and  mountains  rise  i 
And  as  my  barque  drew  near  its  destination. 

And  clearer  op'd  the  prospect  to  my  eyes. 
Fancy  her  magic  influence  now  supplies, 

And  o'er  my  brain  with  vivid  coruscation 
ElBfus'd  her  meteor  light  and  rainbow  dyes. 
Sages  and  Heroes  of  high  estimatiort 

In  Fame's  bright  annals  rush  upon  my  View  ; 
And  Bards  whose  strains  of  holier  inspiration 

Admiring  Time's  repeated  plaudits  drew. — 
"  Hail  Land  of  Science  and  of  Beauty  too, 

(My  heart  exclaim'd  in  secret  exultation) 
May  Peace  stiir  dwell  among  thy  mountains  blue!^ 

HAFIZ. 
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SONNET- 


ON  MY  RETORN  FROM  SCOTLAND. 


Pleabavt,  but  shorty  with  th£e  was  my  sojourn  $ 
For  envious  Cane  forb^ide  a  longer  stay : 

And  Scotia  !  with  regret  the  parting  cUy 

I  s^w  arrive  that  wam'd  my  steps  to  tum^ 
(Ere  I  could  half  thy  chariaing  scenes  survey) 

And  pass  once  more  o'er  yonder  billowy  bourn.-^ 
But  never  dil  Life's  pul^  sihall  cease  to  piay. 

Till  Fate  consign  me  to  Oblivioi^'s  um. 
Will  I  unmindful  of  iha  kindness  be-n 
The  cordial  Friendship  I  rejceiv'd  from  Ihee. 

Tarewelly  and  if  1  ne'er  should  view  thee  BU>re^ 
Aoeept  this  warm  acknowledgment  from  me 

Penned  hastily  upon  my  native  shore^ 

Whoice  glimmering  still  thy  dhi^ol  cUfk  I  see* 

DROMORE,  SEPT.  1805.  II'AFIZ. 


VOL.  V.  M 
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SONNET. 


Poor  Maid  !  thai  wander'st  on  the  desert  shore 
Thy  scattered  tresses  negligently  thrown 
Over  thy  snow-white  bosom,  and  alone 
Post  watch  the  sea's  mad  surge  and  angry  roar ; 

Alas  !  some  bitter  sorrow  thou  dost  own ; 
Thy  straining  eyes  so  piteously  pursue 
Th'  horizon's  utmost  line,  and  at  the  view 
Of  each  new-rising  sail,  with  muttered  moan. 

So  wildly  thou  dost  start-^What  pang  severe 

Thus  rends  thy  struggling  bosom  ?  dost  thou  mourn 
A  parent's  loss,  a  sister's  early  bier  ? 

No!  from  the  pitiless  waves,  poor  Maid  forlorn. 
Thou  dost  demand  unheard  thy  true-love  dcafi 
Gone  many  a  ling'ring  month,  but  never  to  return. 

u. 
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I^ONNET. 


I  GRIEVE  to  think  that  lovely  babe  is  gode. 
Who  like  a  sweet  bud  to  the  nipping  air 
Did  shew  her  little  charms,  but  now  withdrawn 
Is  plac'xl  in  kinder  climes  and  scenes  more  fair 

1  grieve  to  diink  that  lovely  babe  is  dead  ; 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  Life's  bitter  w6es^ 
I  say — ^Ah  me !  from  sorrow  she  is  fled— « 
And  cease  to  weep,  and  bless  that  calm  repose, 

Where  slumbering  sweetly  she  will  ne'er  endure 
The  numerous  pangs,  that  riper  age  assail, 
Sad  loss  .of  friends,  and  blighted  love  past  cu^e, 
Keen  disapp<»ntment,  and  despondence  pale ; 

Yes  thou  art  gone,,  poor  babe ;  nor  wilt  thou  :bear 

Ueart*gnawing  grief,  or  comfortless  despair. 


H. 


Ha 
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SONNET. 

PETRARCH,  SONNET,  f 46. 


StTEET  bird)  that  pour'st  a  meUhcfaoly  strain^ 
Weeping  perhaps  thy  joyoms  leasoD  gone, 
Wlwti  <lay  and  all  the  merry  months  are  flown,  , 
And  ronnd  thee  night  and  gloomy  winter  reign  ; 

Ah !  wert  thou  consciottt  of  my  bitter  pain,  ^ 
And  tdiider  sorrows,  not  nniike  thy  own, 
Thou'dst  s^ek;  this  wretched  bosom,  as  alone 
I  sttwjr  disoMsolate,  and  tiMre  complain. 

Perhaps  unequal  sorrow  bids  m  weep  ; 
Again  lliy  4«ttiiaioTe  may  bless  diy  sight, 
While  mine  is  wrapt  in  •cfverlastmg  sleep  4 

But  dear  remembianoe  of  my  past  ddi^jkA, 
A^Jthfy  sad  dreary  hcAus,  that  slowly  creap^ 
To  share  thy  plaintiT«  converse  now  invke. 
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SONNET. 

raOM  TORQUATO  TASSO. 


Sweet  gale,  that  evermore  with  fond  delight 
Dost  wanton  'mid  the  leaves  of  myrtle  bow'rs, 
And  laurels  evergreen,  from  beauteous  flow'rs 
Stealing  their  sweetest  odours  in  thy  flight ! 

Ah  !  if  sad  pity  for  a  lover's  plight 
Is  wont  to  move  thee,  cease  thy  wand'ring  way. 
And  hie  thee,  where  Amanda  loves  to  stray. 
By  yon  clear  stream,  whose  flow'ry  banks  invite. 

And  in  thy  bosom  bear  these  gentle  sighs, 
And  soft  complainings,  born  of  inward  pine. 
To  where  my  tender  torments  first  did  rise  ; 

Then  from  the  roses  of  her  lip  divine 
Sweet  kisses  steal,  whose  balmy  extasies 
May  soothe  love's  bitter  pangs,  tho'  fierce  as  mine. 


M  3 
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AN  EPISTLE 

TO  BOBEBT  ANDEBSON,  M.  D. 
On  receivmgfrom  him  a  Present  of  various  Poetical  Works, 

BY  WILLIAM  PRESTON,    ESQ. 


What  light  ethereal  plays  around  my  bowei?. 
To  chase  the  sadness  of  the  studious  hour ! 
VThat  strains  of  various  melody  succeed, 
The  lyre,  the  shepherd's  song*,  the  Doric  reed ! 
While  oft,  at  pauses,  melting  on  my  ear, 
In  liquid  notes,  a  female  voice  I  hear  f ! 

'Tis  He,  the  lover  gf  the  tuneful  art, 
With  head  unclouded,  and  with  glowing  heart, 
'Tis  He,  whose  cares  departed  genius  guard. 
Whose  ardent  friendship  soothes  the  living  bard; 
Who  boasts,  in  solid  strupture,  to  combine 
The  sqatter'd  gems  that  round  Parnassus  shines t* 

From  healthful  Scotia,  b'rac'd  by  winnowing  winds, 
Land  of  heroic  and  of  tuneful  minds, 

*  Some  of  these  Poems,  by  Mr.  Macueill  and  Mr.  Nicol,  ar« 
in  the  Scottish  dialect. 

t  Poems  by  Miss  Bannerman. 

t  Edition  of  the  Works  of  the  British  Poets,  with  Prefaces,  bio* 
graphical  and  critical.  ' 
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Whose  hills  sublime  with  plaintive,  music  sounds 
'  Whos^  daring  sons  in  every  clime  are  foui^d ; 
From  wood-crown'd    Tweed,    from  Clyde,    and 

wand'ring  Quair, 
And  Roslin's  ancient  towers,  the  train  repair  ! 
Welcome,  ye  sons  of  song  !  to  this  green  isle. 
Where  mountains  tow'r,  and.  fertile  valleys  sniile> 
Where  fountains  gush,  and  streams  of  crystal  rove. 
And  beauteous  scenes  dispose  the  heart  to  love. 
Bide^  gentle  guests  !  within  my  peaceful  bowers. 
Become  companions  of  my  lonely  hours ; 
Nor  cares,  nor  sorrows,  nor  the  frost  of  age. 
Can  chill  my  bosom  to  poetic  rage. 
Yes,  when  the  crowding  past  my  bosom  wounds, 
I  find  a  balm  in  concord  of  sweet  sounds ; 
I  feel  the  charm  that  rising  hopes  impart, 
Again,  their  blandishments  possess  my  heart : 
And  while  I  think,  that,  in  this  vale  of  care. 
My  fairest  hopes  have  faded  to  despair, 
A  moment  cheers  me  with  illusions  bright,  • 
For  years  abandoned  in  unvaried  night ; 
My  tender  olives,  rising  fair,  1  see, 
And  feel  that  Hope  has  pleasures  yet  for  me  *• 

I  hail  the  happy  race,  the  cultur'd  plain^ 
Where  fair  Refiuanent  spreads  her  golden  reign  ; 
And  mind  pursue,  through  many  a  rolling  age. 
From  the  rude  hunter  to  the  patriot  sage  f. 

Again,  I  see  the  forms  august  ascend, 
In  visions  bright,  that  Poesy  attend  ! 
With  gay  caparisons,  and  prancing  steeds. 
And  shields  of  quaint  device,  a  band  proceeds, 
Appalling  flashes  from  their  burnish'd  mail, 
Like  meteors,  bid  the  oppressor's  courage  fail ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  Pleasures  of  Hope,  by  Mr.  Campbell. 
t  The  Frogresi  of  Keiincineiit,  by  the  Kev.  Williaai  GiUcipie. 
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Along  thy  inal-gent,  Thathes,  sedate  they  Wind 
The  hilihslti  tiger  shrinivs,  and  is  in  chains  confined*. 
And  no^  the  mind,  with  hurried  flight,  I  save 
PVom  hated  MelanchAif' s  witching  cave  +  j^— 
Oh  dread  enchantress  !  well  1  knew  thy  heat, 
Thy  stiares  entangled  oft  my  Wand'ring  fe^t. 

But  how,  appaird,  I  see  the  War-Fietid  \c^A 
The  blood-stain'd  cohqueror's   foot   thro'  paths  of 

dread  : 
He  sinks,  he  ^inks,  to  find  his  just  reward, — 
Not  such  the  glories  of  the  immortal  BardX, 

I  heai"  a  poet  tell,  in  varied  song. 
The  fates  and  duties  of  the  tuneful  throng  ; 
Now  sportive,  light,  he  comes  with  airy  tread. 
Now  grave  and  moral,  as  the  prospects  lead  ; 
And  calls  the  bards,  from  evfery  age  and  clime. 
To  mix  ih  social  converse  through  the  rhyme§. 
The  tuneful  maid  I  hail  from  winding  Forth^ 
Who  female  sweetness  joins  to  manly  worthy        * 
And,  while  her  muse  the  guilty  laurel  sings, 
By  blood-stain'd  myriads  wrcath'd  for  frantic  kings, 
Humanely  wise,  beholds  with  temperate  ray. 
The  dazzling  things  that  lead  the  crowd  astray  ||. 
Undaunted,  now,  she  roams  the  wizard  cave, 
She  scales  the  crag  where  deafening  billows  rave, 
Or  hears,  at  midnight  hour,  the  mutter'd  spell 
Convoke  the  shrouded  dead,  and  forms  of  hell  If. 

*  Alludes  to  Runny  Mead, — Professor  Richardson's  Poems  and 
Plays. 

t  The  Progress  of  Melancholy. 

X  The  Wat-Fiend,  and  Bard,-i-Dr.  Tliomas  Brown*?  Poems. 

$  Alludes  to  Pictnres  of  Poetry,  by  Alexander  'J  honisAn,  Esq. 
intended  as  part  of  a  View  of  Uie  Progress  of  Polite  Litera^uroi 

II  Alludes  to  Poems  by  Miss  Bannerman,  particularly  a  poem  on 
an  illuminntion  for  it  naval  vidory,  admirable  fix-  the  justness  vf 
4i»«ght  akid  goodaeis  of  heart  that  run  throagh  it. 

^  Tales  of  Superstition  and  Chivalry. 
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If'Heav'n  will  grant  an  idle  poet's  prayer, 
May  Sorrow  shun  the  gentle,  good,  and  fair, 
The  web  of  Poetry  be  round  thee  cast, 
To  shield  thee  from  Misfortune's  bitter  blast. 

That  chord  is  silent, — and,  in  lively  strain, 
A  bard  with  fancy  frolics  o'er  the  plain  ; 
With  artless  grace  he  tunes  the  native  song, 
To  joys  and  pastimes  of  the  nistic  throng  *. 

And  now  from  pity  genius  learns  the  strain 
Of  moral  warning  to  the  simple  swain ; 
And  while  it  seems  to  flow  devoid  of  art, 
I  hail  the  effusion  of  a  patriot's  heart ; 
The  €cmth  of  Erin  and  of  JScotia  mourn, 
And  sigh  that  Will  and  Jeannie  sink  forlorn  ; 
Then  drop  a  tear  for  those  that  wander  far. 
Thro'  scenes  of  blood,  and  all  the  woes  of  war  f. 

Soft  sounds  the  lyre,  the  tender  notes  I  hear, 
Domestic  virtues  lean  a  grateful  ear. 
And  parted  angels,  from  their  spheres,  'approve 
•  The  verse  to  friendship  given,  and  wedded  love  J. 

To  thee,- my  friend,  be  granted  length  of  days 
In  social  converse^  and  Pierian  praise  ; 
With  serious  elegance,  or  polish  d  mirth, 
The  smiling  cirdfr,  the  domestic  hearth. 
Howe'er,  at  first,  the  embodied  mental  band 
Flash  into  being  from  their  Maker's  hand. 
Ere  yet  confin'd  within  this  earthly  frame, 
Some  spirits  are  allied  in  kindred  flame ; 
Some  spark  congenial,  some  fraternal  tie, 
Attends  the  circumstance  of  birth  on  high ; 

*  Alluding  to  Poems,  chiefly  in  the  Scottish  diale<^t>  by  the  Rrr. 
James  Nicol,  particularly  the  Kirn  Suppcr»  &c. 

t  Allntling  to  the  beautiful  Poems,  Scotland's  Scaith,  and  th« 
Waes  of  War,— Poeticel  Works  of  Hector  Macneill,  Esq. 

t  Verses,  Social  and  I>ome8tic>  by  Gc6.  Hay  Drmnmotid,  A.M. 


170 

"fho'  cloth'd  ill  mortal  weeds  they  wander  wide, 
Tho'  fortune  separates,  and  tho'  seas  divide. 
Still  the  pnmordjal  traces  they  retain, , 
The  love:»,  the  likeness,  of  a  kindred  train  ;  - 
And  when  they  ipcet,  a  raDment  will  appear 
Like  the  long  intercourse  of  many  a  year.    . 
By  such  alliance,  1  thy  friendship  claim ; 
I  trace  the  pedigree  of  kindri^d  aim  ; 
And,  when  I  seek  that  undiscover'd  bourn, 
AroMnd  my  bier  when  weeping  children  mourn, 
Shouldst  thou  survive,  thou  wilt  not  then  refuse 
Thy  friendship  to  the  children  of  my  muse  ; 
Thy  care,  a  pledge  of  kindred,  I  demand. 
And  may  they  grow  mature  beneath  thy  hand. 
Yet,  what  are  rhymes  ?  and  wlierefore  should  they 
share. 
An  anxious  moment,  in  a  world  of  care  ? 
Borne  in  the  current  of  a  mighty  flood. 
That  wafts  alike  the  vicious  and  the  good. 
Why  should  we  catch  at  straws  and  leaves  that  ftow 
Along  the  surface,  while  we  sink  below  ? 

Gloucester  Street,  Di7blin«  August  8, 180(u 


FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  MLLE  SCUDERY, 

i-iTE  stream  as  it  glides  softly-kissing  the  shore. 
The  rose  that  expands  to  the  Zephyr  its  treasures, 

The  gale  as  it  plays  the  light  foliage  o'er. 

All  say  that  to  love  is  the  sweetest  of  plcasufcs. 

Oh  happy  the  pair  beneath  Cupid's  controul ! 

Of  mutual  aftection  the  charm  doubly-blcsses  ! 
The  cold  and  indifferent,  have  only  one  soul, 

put  two  the  fond  lover  triumphant  possesses. 

u.  A.  Tr, 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  RIVER  TWEED, 

6»  Jfr,  Scott  hating  choaen  his  Habitation  near  its  Botih, 

BT   ANNA   SEWARD. 


TwBED,  thou  wert  charm'd  by  seldom  equal'd  straioy 
When  tender  *  Ramsey  tun'd  his  Doric  quiib ; 
Or  t  HEy  the  Child  and  Glory  of  those  plains 
Hiat  hear  the  swol'n  {Ayr  thunder  down  the  hills. 

Since  oft  they  left  their  native  scenes  to  rove 
Where  thy  devolving  waters  wind  the  vales  ; 
And  poured 9  to  consecrate  each  field  and  grove, 
Lays  of  wild  poesy  on  all  the  gales. 

But  now  rBard^  whom  loftier  Muses  fire. 
Loud,  on  the  shores  of  thy  ccrCilean  stream. 
Wakes  as  exalted  and  as  sweet  a  lyre 
As  ever  rung  to  youthful  Poet's  theme, 

Inemulous  of  §  Lydia's  boasted  tide. 
Thy  hallowed  wave  in  Delphic  light  expands  ; 
And  thou,  in  purer  glory,  may'st  deride 
P^CTOLUS,  rolling  o'er  his  golden  sands. 

*  Alls*  Ramsby,  the  famous  Scotch  Poet;  whose  ptttoral 
Drama^  Thb  Gentle  Siiepberj>»  is  so  dear  to  every  Reader  of 
taste. 

^  Burns,  the  Ayrshire  PloBghman.* « 

t  The  River  Ayr. 

§  Xydia*  a  Country  of  the  lesser  Asia,  the  domain  of  CRlt0ua« 
who  is  supposed  to  have  amassed  exhaustless  wealth  from  the  bed 
of  its  celebrated  River»  Pactolua. 
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Kot  those  bright  sands  ; — not  Plutus'  shrines  procure 
Meed  rich  as  waits  the  genuine  Poet^s  claim  ; 
But  transiently  the  flowers  of  Wealth  endure 
While  wreaths  of  amaranth  are  his  wreaths  of  Fame. 

And,  Tweed,  'tis  thine  to  bear,  on  thy  clear  couj^. 
Thro'  the  recording  rouhds'of  fateAil  Time, 
The  echos  of  thy  Scott's  transcendent  Verse, 
His  high,  *  HEROIC  ^ON«ft,  and  f  Epic  Lay  sublime. 


TO  LAURA. 

JPROM  THE  FRENCH  J. 


Love  speaks,,  my  Laura,  in  thine  eyes. 

With  soft  seduction  to  ensnare  ; 
Uponf  thy  lip  he  laughing  lies  ; 

And  sports  among  thy  flowing  hair  : 

The  victor-god  in  every  part 

Appears,  and  shines  with  matchless  grace! 
'Tis  only  in  thy  cruel  heart 

He  finds,  alas  I  no  dwelling  place  ! 

R.  A.  D. 


♦   UyB  0»^t.JoRN,-^LSKriNLAS, — CaDTOW  CASf  I.K. — Ib^ 
CHEV  BROTUXIt. 

t  Till  Lay  of  tuf.  Last  Minsixsl. 

X  The  French  itself  is  oniy  an  iiniution  of  a  poem  by  Cowley  ; 
a  circmnstance  which  did  not  occur  to.  niv  memory  till  ^lis  traui- 
'''latibii  was  finished. 
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TO 


Oh  !  how  the  anguijsh  of  my.  heart 
Canst  thou,  inhuman  as  thou  aft, 

Forbid  me  to  reveal ! 
Sure  ^tis  not  pity  for  ray  woe, 
That  makes  tiiec  struggle  not  to  know 

The  wounds  thou  ^t  not  heal. 

Thou  stii/st  in  vain,  obdurate  fair! 

For  though  my  tongue  no  more  should  dart 

My  sours  distress  to  name, 
My  listless  air  would  still  be  seen  ; 
My  grief-worn  face,  my  pensive  mieHy 

Would  still  my  pangs  proclaim. 

And  say,  that,  loth  a  face  to  see 
So  markM  with  grief  by  love  of  thee^ 

Away  tbou'lt  turn  thine  eyes ; 
Yet  whilst  (forbad  to  spoak  my  pain) 
From,  prayer  or  murmur  I  refrain. 

Thou  still  must  hear  my  ^ighs. 

Nay  though,  no  more  to  hear  me  si^, 
A  wretch  forlorn  thou'dst  bid  me  fly 

In  distant  lands  to  dwell, 
Thy  barbarous  will  might  be  obcy'd. 
But  soon  my  death — too-much  lov'd  maid— 

The  fatal  truth  wooid  tcli. 

0.  w.  I. 


■J 
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IMITATION  OF  COWPEE'S  TASK. 

A  Walk  in  Snowy  Weather  from  the  Town  of  ■    ,  to 

the  Taam  of  ^ ,  in  the  North  of  Irelwid^  on  the 

Market-day  of  the  former. 


How  slippery  is  my  footing  in  fhe  ^owcf 

Of  market-ineii,  who,  bent  on  worldly  pelf 

And  prone  of  luind^  with  trudging  feet  profane. 

Defile  the  virgin  element,  congeaPd 

By  Eurus  in  its  Tall — so  hard  it  seems 

Safely  to  pass  the  Terrse-filial  breeds 

And  scape  the  frequent  lapse ;  example-traught ! 

— But  now,  the  clear  white  o'er  the  sullied  brown 

Gradual  predominates,  and,  rarely  seen. 

The  solitary  passenger  along 

Picks  his  nice  footsteps  thro'  the  new  fallen-snow 

With  planted  heel  secure.     O  grateful  change! 

Over  the  crimp  expanse  I  pace  along, 

With  nothing  to  offend  mine  eye  or  eaf, 

Or  stint  my  meditations.     Lo !  the  mist 

Long  hovering  o'er  the  hills,  settles  at  last, 

An  awful  canopy,  involving  iKide 

The  various  face  of  things  in  dusky  gray. 

♦  Yet  all  uncomely  as  ye  are,  ye  Fogs 
Bland  is  your  influence  o'er  the  dewy  sod ; 
Yon  hills  will  soon*  proclaim  your  kindly  care. 
Vested  by  you,  and  not  in  Kendal  green. 

*  It  is'to  be  observed,  that  Cowper  iudmlges  soioetimey  m  a  puh. 
The  calan^ty  here  alluded  to»  is  too  common  io  the  places  men- 
tioned above. 
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Not  so  the  pctty-fogger.    Where  he  comes 
The  region  rues^  for,  worse  than  mildew  hoar 
Or  Sidcral  blast  is  he*    The  poor  man  pines 
There,  and  the  wealthy  sink  to  penury,  % 

Till,  press'd  to  earth  by  debts  unjustly  claimM 
He  seeks  protection  in  the  Marshalsea. 

•  Not  fell  Napoleon,  when  he  bade  the  sons 
Of  rough  Liguria  slip  their  dogs  of  ^war 

At  the  Sardinian  Lord,  more  keenly  pl/d 

The  arts  of  strife,  or  with  more  skilful  hand 

Scattered  the  coals  of  discord  o'er  the  plains. 

Where  ts  the  landscape  How,  that  chear'd  so  late? 

AU  seems  like  chaos,  ere  the  infant  world 

Its^  lineaments  discWd  ;  forest  and  stream, 

Wide  wilderness,  enormous  range  of  hills, 

Vast  plains,  and  vaster  ocean  pour'd  around. 

Misfortune  thus  its  solemn  curtain  flings 

Over  sublunar  scenes,  that  the  mind's  eye 

May  heavenward  point  its  beam. 

This  hill,  which  now  with  laboring  step  1  climby 

Seems  the  last  refuge  of  the  human  race, 

Mid  yon  gray  billowy  ocean  circumfus'd. 

Oh !  ^how  it  calls  me  to  survey  within 

The  microcosm  of  man  !  with  thought  refiex. 

To  range  at  large  the  regions  of  the  mind, 

And  search  what  traces  of  divinity 

Arc  there,  when  all  above,  and  all  around 

The  various  pictures  of  Almighty  Power 

And  Goodness,  are  obscar'd. — ^Yet  no— I  see 

Even  thro'  yon  misty  vdFs  aerial  folds, 

The  jocund  hamlet  shew  its  sloping  roofs. 

Their  dark  profiles  appear,  as  the  road  winds 

*  Tiic  arts  of  Bonaparte  to  foment  a  quarrel  between  the  ligtt- 
fian  ReptibUc  and  the  King  ot'^v^ini^*  ^i'h  its  eSects»  we  wctt^ 
Itnown. 
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In  grateful  variation.     Hark  !  wtttiiiiy 

The  busy  engine,  that  supplies  the  loom, 

Ply'd  by  the  Virgin's  hand !  how  graleful  scenM 

The  whirling  spindle's  hum :  a  softer  sonnd 

Than  ever  Hybki  o'er  her  fragrant  .Tales 

Heard  in  the  van  of  summer !  sweetly  flows 

Yon  rustic  melody  in  unison 

With  the  revolving  rim,  and  fiying  spole ! 

All  hail  Ultonia's  Nymphs  !  the  winter  bees 

Of  Erin,  like  in  sweetness  and  in  toil : 

Newr  may  Gaul  disturb  your  tuneful  hives, 

Or  rufBan  hand  with  sportive  maliee  fraught. 

Snap  your  fine  threads,  nor  dislocate  your  wheels  ! 

Yet  there's  a  subtler  foe,  a  lamb'like  foe  ; 

A  wolf  in  heart,  that,  in  the  friendly  guise 

Of  hce,  nay  oft  of  sanctify  invades 

Your  minds,  unfortify'd  by  timely  care. 

And  poisons  all  within.    The  profligate 

Allures  you  to  your  ruin  ;  then  forsakes 

The  hapless  victim  of  his  blasting  spells. 

And  oft  the  hypocrite  infects  your  minds 

With  Antinomian  visions,  mystic  rants 

Of  Faith,  that  nfeeds  not  Work's  ignoble  aid, 

And  fairly  scolds  good  morals  out  of  doors, 

Inventing  Talismans  of  various  name. 

O  guard  you  from  the  fiend.     Believe  him  not  5 

He  mines  your  virtue  in  the  name  of  Faith. 

Not  a  more  baleful  savage  prowls  the  waste, 

As  well  the  annals  of  the  Foundling  House 

Can  shew  ;  for  Asmodai  is  ever  found 

Most  frequent  there  to  raise  his  Cyprian  fanes 

Where  the  dire  *  fatalist  has  preacn'd  before. 

*  This  at  least  is  the  case  in  that  part  of  Ireland  wb«re  ^  9cen^ 
it  laid. 
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•^I  hiet  a  mtrf,  upon  the  snowy  path, 

Pacing  along,  right  swarthy  was  his  hue, 

A  moving  contrast  to  the  dasxling  scene — 

*^  Good  time  of  day  !  'tis  a  white  world,''  said  he. 

**  It  tSy  my  friend,  and  thou  become»t  it  well. 

For  thou  art  dark,  but  comely.^    **  Nevertheless, 

Said  he,  **  if  I  be  rob'd  with  righteousness 

Imputed^  white  from  Zion,  I  am  safe : 

It  covers  all,  and  1  may  rest  secure.** 

^*  It  may  be  so^^but  mark  me  well,  my  friend. 

Heaven  gives  both  warp  and  woof,  but  thou  must  weave 

The  stuff  thyself;"  he  frowned,  and  stalked  away. 

But  now.  a  Bacchanalian  din  is  heard, 
And  yonder  fumes  the  temple.    See  the  mists 
Disperse,  and  show  to  philosophic  eyes, 
Sad  sight  I  another,  and  another  haunt 
Of  riot  in  my  ken,  deserted  late, 
When  hideous  Want  o'er  iJl  the  region  scowl'd^ 
Bringing  Despair  and  Anguish  in  her  train. 
And  rescu'd  from  the  cauldron  of  the  fiends 
The  golden  grain  that  fed  the  venom'd  bowl ; 
Or  dash'd  the  madd'nin^  mixture  to  the  ground* 
0  Famine !  all  unlovely  as  th^u  wast. 
Thou  didst  possess  the  charm  of  soberness 
At  kait.    The  fiend  *,  whose  medicated  lymph 
Dixzies  the  brain,  and  die  slack  nerves  untwines. 
Walked  thro'  dry  places  then.    No  more  was  heard 
Cotytto's  lay  sonorous,  none  profan'd 
With  blasphemies  the  pure  and  limpid  air 
Fanning  tn^eir  burning  lungs.  ;  Biit  now  SAain 
On  holt  and  hi|l,  as  Comus  warn  arbuni. 
Waves  o'er  the  region,  these  unholy  ibunts 

*  Daring  the  vears  of  fsaine  in  1800  and  1801,  the  stores  of 
fraia  deiig&«|  for  the  distilleries,  were  conrefted  into  food  for 
the  poor. . 
vot.  r  s 
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B<!krst  forth  anHMti,  and  scar^.the  liffUul  Njmf h. 
His  tempkis  all  are  garnish'd,  aad  he  leaids 
Seven  *  irofw  from  Phtegetl^on's  eofuxiate  ware 
JVIore  deadly  than  fiimself.    I  pf^^h^in  %  .,.) 
Devoting  thesa  tp  Hades,  w^nce.th^  capief  j;  • 
But  now  ]py  weary  limbs  »pnie  respite  nefad ;.  .- 
t  reac^  a.i^c.tlie.fKen(dly  )atf:ii  upmpves; 
I  sit  and  ligh(ttJi>i4.ii)<^i^^^'!?f^^.>'^g.tube^   .    .    . 
\Vith  aroma  tie.  plaint  VirgijpfU]  :fiU'4;  .  ] -, 

*'  Grateful'CpippoBer,  l^arcnt  of  Day^fikreaii;^!  i   - 
^'  Balm  of  hu;iQiM?439  kind  Nature'^  s^cond^uu^.^ 
J  cast  my  eye  aixiinid,  intent  to  lejarn 
On  every  t^ing  I  see  to  moralize.-^  '   .  ./ 

Yonder .jtii^iKi^m  on  the  dress^i; leaps;   . 
The  kittep,  in  her  gambols,  trj^  to  cliinb         .( • 
The  unco^|J^€4cal<lde>  ai)d,n9w  her, feet 
Gain  the  mid  osier :whic^  the  bundl^. binds ;. .  •.  i 
Wjben  io-i  j^.^9p4S'4^  litiloi  iike  a  towejr.        ..,,.. 
At  a  comiaepc^i^g  ^arthqvalfe;  l^er  quick  se^m^ 
The  awfuji  w.arni.ng  feels ;  and  dpw^  sj^^  goe^     ^ 
Steadily  anc^ring  in  the  wqycfit]^^^;;  -.  j 

QcMr4>iercii)g  dawfi  at  every  sti^p  ^e  tai^c^.*  r    lO 
O Maximilian!  Qideans  1  ^1  MApaM:        t    \  !> 
Thus  had  ypuy  whei^  Aml^itioii's  ladde|r.j|bp€4Ey-  [^ 
Til^aely  retreated,  you  had  sqap'd  yj9i^  d^m^;,  .^ 
I^or  led  by  scorn  of  danger,  4^i^'4iWi^b  crimes  , 
;  .Qn  crimes  accun^ulated,  tosecujTf        .     .'.-.■■.* 
A  tottering  g^t  o/^  empire^  soon  p'ectil rn'4. 
By  Cor-d^'^  poniai^.^nd  the  g\iiUpUi^~e,l—  ..  / 
In  you  ^alm.ppp}  thf^  gfuijcler  ai^4  fcis  Wti?:  . 
Amid  their  family  i|i  converse  bi^nd, 
Promi^  thepx^lyes^a  mefry  carniyai>  .... 
•Solac'd  with  sweet  repast  and  sound  repose.        ^ 
Ah,  much  beguiled,  Wticli  failing;  liapless  gopse, 

*  Those  are  seven  dram  houscf  on  this  road,  in  less  than  sir  tiulcs. 


179 

Hiou  neTer  more,  when  a  fcyr  weeks  are  g6ne> 

Shalt  meet  with  sweet  repast  or,6^|p|i4  tepose  ! 

Yon  wanton  boy,  witn  snow-ball  in  his  liand, 

SM\  on  a  ixuwet  of.  thy  windpJM,  sopn  . 

Play  iiio$t  dideoraant  notes.    Ah !  how  linlike      ,    ' 

Thy  W^lcoMfe  ^eilin^  IkyV  of  mattlh  ^chi^H 

Yet  partly  thou  shalt  live,  thy  bony  liteMt 

Shall  featly  frisk;it4(Sa»tlie  cottape  floor, 

A  strange  automaton,  by  village  hinds 

A  Skip-jack  TiKtk%  WMst  thou,  ^aLsthft^  "stream^ 

A  naked  Wdtitig  n^serabk  goose,  -^ 

Shalt  join  the  vbatdows-  of  Caystei's  swamv 

And  ting  ih H^scdntsad  thy  pWpecti^  lo9L  • 

—Such  are  th^wMy  hopes  Of  all' b^low^< 

By  the  pure  light  ef  Wisctom  uniUam^ii^!     ^  - 

—Yon  turfci«r'j[)*rcKit]%'onthe  eofn]rfi)l«^   T 

How  tkey  diMaitt  the  tenants  of  the  styy.    v- 

F^flM^liii|  and- gVttbfbmg,  with  itkKidtrioJb  ^out. 

The  turn'd  Ujf^^l^beneatii!  UnthitikingilArdI, 

Mindless  of  iAM  ItHiaanicl^,  which  eUi  long  ' 

The  butcher  etid  the  cook,  dirc^  ptenipoii' 

Shall  i^aktt^'NftWeen-yoa  and  tbei^ilBtlf  «kS^d^ 

Now  objects  of  yeUr  scdft^    The  8«H>Ur^  htm 

Plac'd  on  thii^'lii^i'd  fti^xirdkd  prOKiiiiSty;i  A 

Shall  welcome  ^ii^-  and'tisk  yott  how  yon  tikfd 

The  gttiUottiM  Md'  sbil '  -Sueh  Is  the  d^oib 

That  Famptavmimi wh<^  mhct  wiilh f^eAaYit-clay 

It  slumbe)«  wtAl  ltd  bl'^tftten  in*tiMf  iKOotti. 

Let  not  Ule  fl^^  pagetintiy^  <yf  9ttkty  > ' 

Ye  sons  of  «drlh  innate  your  hiMrta  with  ^ride> 

But  know  your  coidmonoHginy  andleani^ 

With  SyttipaAhy's  s#eet  glow  u>  melt  the  ice 

Which  else- would  cake  around' your  callous  hearts, 

And  make  ^you  8<Hm  ^e  UMln  in  deulilet  gray. 

Jf5 
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FAIRY  ANECDOTE, 

IMaiive  U  0k  Bisih  of  Her  Royal  Mifhfe$$  Avqusxa 
pRE]>ERiC/A»  B£ignin^  Dutchess  of  Brimsw^  mid 
Ltattaberg^  4^- 


K'-' 


OifBiday^.^hen  Sol  hjhw  le4 
Hajd  mount€»d  o'er  the  rcapen  h<ady 
Ob^ron  with  his  Mab  had  t>eeo 
To  we  the  sheaves  weie  bound  up  clean, 
Aii4\withffeih:  liquor  ;to  suf^iyf- 
The  foiling  jug  of  Iiidu$|tr7.       :  ' 
Th^^pastagfove,  abaiik«  abrpok, 
Whep  Uius<hi»  leave  the  Monarch  took: 
*.    5f  Adieu, dear  Mab!  h%iwgpe^€s  my  s^cr^wt 
,^.A^^eu^  our  revels,  tiU.tOrmQrrow! 
^' To  night  I  trip  o'er  land  and  sea,  "* 

**  The  Moem  my  only  company* 
^iGrteattes  my  charge,  aloo^^Qiisign'd 
«<  .'Xp  Oberon  of  la&n-kind. 
••  A  cfl^al^be  is  b(Qrn;t;his  i^gti^      . 
^MfOSeroo  conjecture  righti        . 
**  A  Britiiih  Prince,  of  Bruq^wkck^s  line^    .i 
^^  Bfttaitt  I  love,  herPrince  js  mine: 
**  TTwrnm^tQ  watch  bis  nat^tl  bour, 
^*  And  blen  with  all  my  Elfin  p^r, 
'*  Qift  him  with  all  my  &vourcan, 
**  To.|;iiace  the  Hero,  or  the  Man, 
^  From  pole^  la  pole  extend  his  reini, 
**  Unite  both  worlds  in  his  domain^ 
|da^  cujTt'sy'd  with  a  silent  sneer^ 
Knowing  a  sweet  revengo  was  near. 
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From  Faify-land  at  close  of  day 
The  Elfin  Monarch  trip'd  away. 
And  o'er  the  Paries  mout  bladie  he  miv 
As  the  Hont  Guards  was  striking  one : 
With  a  light  bound  he  bent  the  blade. 
And,  thro'  a  crevice  swift  convey'd. 
Among  th^  g6ssips  took  his  siand, 
IVith  globes  and  scepters  in  his  hand : 
IVhen  sudden  pop'd  in  laughing  fit 
Mab  thro'  the  key-hole  o|^»te ! 
He  saw  a  tnumpn  in  her  air. 
He  look'd,  and  lo !  Augusta  there  I 

**  For  others  keep,  the  Fairy  cry'd, 
'*  Your  empire  mreading  Isr  andieide ; 
**  No  doubtful  biesniig  shall  bv  hers  sV 
**  Who  knows,  but  it  may  prore  a  caifse? 
**  She's  mine,  and  shall  from  me  inhefit 
^*  All  female  grace,  and  female  merit: 
**  Talk  not  of  **  giving  all  you  can, 
**  **  To  grace  the  Hero,  or  the  Man :" 
''  By  me  all  that  shall  be  supply'd : 
"  I  give  hei^to  be  Chark/s  hnde." 
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I  CAVKOT  trust  to  common  ears 

The  name  that  I  adore ; 
J  have  a  thousand  tender  fears. 

Though  ske  should  love  no  more ! 

May  happiness  her  steps  await, 

Wher^xr  intent  to  go ; 
And  may  she  never  feel  the  wei^t 

That  I  am  doom'd  to  know* 

?.  I.,  c. 
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To  th^  JmHet  of  P****^  •••wm. 


Thott  Hteraiy  Haelbqvik» 
miMe  ma^  brings  safety  to  thy  ski^i. 
Witk  pttch'd,  and  paiti-colour'd  diess^ 
.  Made  up  of  shreds  of  lauguages^ 
A  Tailor's  hell  of  common-places^ 
Hoarded  for  all  convenient  caseni^ 
RemnantSy  and  rags  from  ^  hole  of  glor/ 
And  lumber  of  the  attic  story^ 
The  orttics*  cheap  applause  to  win 
Bytreasurc'  of  an  asses'  skin. 

Thy  pocket  Mero'ry  serves  to  quote^ 
Thy  wit  enough  to  point  a  note. 
Thy  learning  to  make  school-boys  stare, 
Thy  spirit  to  lampoon  a  p)a/r* 

KesolvM  to  vent  satiric  spite, 
JBut  prenietermin'd  not  to  figh^ 
This  TeifGerof  the  Pigeon-Uak 
Seeks  ^dark  place  to  save  his  poll. 
Then  darts  his  poispn'd  shaft  below, 
IVith  little  vigour  in  the  bow. 

Without  one  manly,  gen'roiis  ajjn> 
Thine,  is  an  fervescent  fam^ : 
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Pungeiity  and  volatile,  and  ^mart^    . 
DistiU'd  ixom  yitriol  of  the  heart. 
Thy  vene  throws  round  its  spitlef-^tter 
The  acid  flakh  of  soda  water.         >.^ 
No  j  uioe  divine— no  racy  drop— :  i- 
That  flames,  and  maiitles  in  tsie  eap^     * 
That  shows  the  soil  ftom  whence-  it  came 
Wannud  with  the  pure  Phcebean  beam.  >> 

Will  the  soft  wing  of  flying  Time 
Drop  odoa^:0B-sach  ^tinging  rhyme  f 
O  not  iitr«8uch  the  hallos^d  bays,    . 
To  Mem'ryiAeax  when  life  decays ; 
Not  joiieh  the  verse  of  taste- and  truth, 
The  vilet  sweet  of  primy  youth, 
Youths  cthai  with  flog  of  Hope^.anftlIi'dj^ 
Walks  Jforth  Amidst  a  garden  w<Hrld, 
Beholds^each.  hiossom  of  delight,    . 
Fair  to  the  sense,  and  full  in  sight, 
Whilo  pleaiuK  flows  from  ^/ry  part. 
And  geaial  Naturo  swells  the  heart. 

Such  scales  our  youthful  Bard:  ahnoy, 
He  biighu  each  bursting  bud  of  joy ; 
The  laurel  roiind  kis  temple  strays^v 
To  drop  iU'pauony  not  its  praise :    ■ 
Such  v^iom.in  the  early  page. 

What  will  the  virus 'be  in  age?    

A  Sat'qst,  in  his  vernal:  yeais,    i*    . '• 
Like  the  fifst  foe  to  man.  appears,  ...:/. 
Wh^,  on  the  tree  tof  life^.  he  sale  a   V 
And  croak'd.xntt^fiden's  cdnUnglata,^..   f   , 
Her  blossoms  to  be  tempes^i^s^'it  ^  .  .  > . ' 
And  Paradise  ^i  ewer  losli;>  3  i ,  D  r:\     \ 


Trust  flie,\  th3Jf.nuuTiagerwi(h  tMkMvk; 
Not  laiig^{V|f  ^l  dii|op.  hybfoail  jd'eirt^  .  b;.  A 
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Swiftly  must  tkange  his  honcy*d  9001V 
Who  woos  and  weds  the  low  lampoofi : 
Swift  shall  this  nDoon  decreaaa  and  iaU»    . 
Succeeded  by  a  moon  of  gail. 
The  hile,  tho'  ^pkndid^  by  degrees^ 
Becomes  the  Cynic's  sore  disease. 
Works  to  the  hearty  corrodes  usseeny 
And  makes  his  breast  a  cave  for  spken^ 
Till  by  a  sort  of  moral  trope. 
The  coxcomb  turns  a  misandiropct 
His  ruling  maxim,  and  his  ftia. 
Hated  by  all,  and  all  to  hate« 

Where'er  he  comes,  his  atmoi^faara 
Turns  the  sweet  jmile  into  a  sneer' ; 
The  quick  and  ardent  spirit  of  lovn 
Consols,  and  can  no  longer  moye. . 
Chilrd  to  the  source  of  genial  heat. 
The  Pulse  forgets  its  minhful  btet, 
Th^  flush  of  pleasure  leaves  the  cheek, 
The  pal^d  tongue  wants  poVr  to  speaki 
The  Grtures  quit  their  mazy  dance. 
And  stand  appalFd  in  speechless  trance* 
The  vfdce  of  music,  at  its  height. 
Its  airy,  wheel,  and  dreling  mght. 
Drops,  disconcerted,  and  dist^ss'd. 
And  sinks  into  its' silent  nest* 
All  Nature  dreads  the  caustic  jpower. 
And  Beauty  closet  up  her  flower. 

Take  then,  in  time^  the  wiser  part ; 
Pluqk  this  ill  hal^t  iit>m  th]^  heart ; 
Cast  off  |hy  wreath  of  Aconite ; 
From  Cynic  change  to  Parasite  ; 
In  vdviit  sheatii  conceal  thy  dawa ; 
And,  widi  ^ioft  ftUC'ry,  pur  applause ; 
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Employ  tUy  pen  in  prittlc'prattle^ 

And  still  be  snake,  but  drown  thy  rattle. 

The  Satirist  still,  vrith  all  his  cant. 

Has  more  or  less  of  sycophant. 

Come  forth,  and  dare  the  searching  sun. 

Nor  like  the' base  assassin  run, 

Nor  still  remain,  as  now  thour't  seen. 

The  monster  of  a  magazine  : 

(That  grand  menagerie  of  wit 

For  all  uncleanly  creatures  fit.) 

So  shalt  Thou  rise  to  worldly  fame. 
And  borrow  a  sublimer  name 
Than  now  you  share  with  ♦♦♦♦»»«'||  Wife, 
A  PoisoKSR  of  the  Bread  of  Lux. 


IIILAHP. 


ANACREONTIC. 


One  womai),  they  peevishly  tell  us,  will  do 
Through  life — then,  our  frailty  deplore : 

One  woman,  indeed,  at  a  time  I  pursue. 
And  ask,  for  the  moment,  no  more. 

But  vain  is  the  effort  of  words  to  controul, 
Where  Nature  and  Beauty  assail ; 

So  apt  are  the  eyes  to  bewilder  the  sou^ 
And  matter  o^cr  spirit  prevail ! 


T.Ue. 


iff^ 
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TO  StEE^' 


Then,  gentle  ^2i,  „,u*tcalm  »y 

3e  sure  in  ^*»*   :^jj  my  «g^*  'i  j  «« 

Ke n^St from S,rSd^«>^   '-    . 


.  .  •    * 
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ODE 

ON  THS  DEATH  OF  ADMIRAL  BOSCAWEN. 


%*  The  exploits  of  our  Naval  Commanders,  perfonned  in  die 
last  and  present  W4n»  are  with  great  justice  Gon&idered  as  un- 
nralled ;  ^et  as  the  niemorj  of  £»naer  merit  is  ever  consecrated 
'  in  the  hearts  of  Britons,  it  is  presumed  that  the  fbllowiu^g  Stauzaa 
may  not  even  now  be  unacceptable.  They  were  fiailud  among  tb« 
papers  of  a  gentleman  who  is  no  longer  among  the  liviog  :  and  kt 
IS  supposed  Siat  they  have  never  till  now»  been  presented  to  the 
public. 


I. 
The  tuneful  descant  flows  around : 
Britannia's  sea- beat  cliffs  resqimd 

With  gratulating  song : 
^The  British  Muses  strike  the  lyre ; 
While  Victory,  with  eye  of  fire. 

In  triumph  moves  along. 

But  whence  that  unexpected  gloom  ? 
Alas !  by  her  Boscawen's  tomb, 

With  tears,  and  many  a  sigh, 
Britannia  smites  her  bosom  bare ; 
And  sorrowing  rends  her  laurell'd  hair; 

And  lifts  the  wailing  cry. 
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111. 

IVhere  now  is  Triumph's  gorgeous  form  f 
How  oft  the  desokitiDg.  atorm^ 

With  winds,  and  beating  raia. 
Invades  the  golden-vested  day. 
That  wak'd  the  shepherd's  early  lay. 

And  gilt  the  dewy  plain  ! 

IT. 

Ye  whom  th'  Aonian  Nine  inspiic^ 
Heirs  of  the  everlasting  lyre. 

To  you  the  power  belongs,  « 
Deeds  tnat  immortal  fame  deserve 
From  deep  oblivion  to  preserve. 

In  your  impartial  songs. 

V. 

And  duly,  at  Boscawcn's  urn. 
In  plaintive  melody  ye  mdum  ; 

And  with  fit  honour,  crown 
His  gallant  deeds :  ye  thus  impart 
Ardour  to  many  a  noble  heart, 

And  longings  for  renown. 

VI. 

Invested  in  a  robe  of  flame^ 
Valonir  on  eagle-pinion  came 

From  her  celestial  bower ; 
GsMre  him  a  portion  of  her  fire ; 
Bade  him  to  might  in  arms  aspire  ;  ' 

And  haird  his  natal  hour« 
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Til. 

lience  dawnM  that  memorable  day 
Wlien  Gallia  heardi  ^th  sad  dismay. 

Along  th'  Atlantic  deep, 
Britannia's  awful  thunder  roll ; 
And  saw,  with  agony  of  soul. 

Her  drooping  genius  weep. 

VIII. 

In  vain  she  sorrowed,  rag'd  in  vain ; 
For  wide  along  the  western  main^ 

Her  acatter'd  navy  fled : 
Iberia's  agitated  shore» 
Stain'd  with  the  foam  of  kindred  gore, 

Sho6k  with  prophetip  dread. 

V 

.IX. 

Old  Ocean  heard,  and  with  a  smile 
Complacent  hail'd  his  favourite  i$le  ; 

What  time,  with  conscious  pride,  : 
Their  wild  notes  warbling  in  the  braea^ 
'^  The  Queen  of  Isles  shall  rule  th^  seas  !** 

His  green-rob'd  Nereids  cr/d. 

X. 

While  billows  roll  on  Albion's  coast. 
And  Albion's  gallant  offspring  boast 

The  empire  of  the  main, 
Th'  exploit  shall  live  in  every  age, 
Recorded  in  th'  historic  page. 

Or  by  the  tuneful  strain. 


m-  *^ 
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O  wATiwo  woods  !  A  hills  f 

0  springs  find  warbling  rills ! 

O  far-spread  wilds^  and  sun-excluding  bowers ! 
Where,  stung  with  anguish  deep, 

1  wandered  oft  to  weep. 

And  waste  unseen  the  sltwly-tapsing  hours ! 

Once  more  from  cities  proud, 

Tir'd  of  their  moiling  crowd, 
Soon  shall  i  come,  'my  former  pathtf  to  tread ; 

But  not,  as  erst,  shall  1 

AimA  jour  beauties  sigh. 
To  all  but  pain  and  hopeless  sorrow  deacF. 

Fair  to  my  gladden'd  eyes 

Will  every  object  rise. 
As  througli  your  well-known  haunts  I  rove  along; 

For  I  shall  iK)t  deplore. 

Nor  teach  your  echoes  noore 
Of  fruitless  love  the  melancholy  song. 

Sad  were  indeed  those  days. 

When  flying  Man's  rude  gaze 
A  host  of  woes  my  sicken*d  soul  alarm'd  ; 

Then,  nor  tljie  woodland  strains, 

Nor  verdure-vested  plains,  ' 
Nor  gales  odorous,  nor  bright  landscapes  charm'd. 


m  , 

Then,  Mi8ery'8^chp6Civ.cbH4,:    '  ! 

I  sought  your  lop^iest  wil4>   . 
.^^y^b^MC^  ^ple^.^  brookir  scarce4ieani  iUflPHrmuis 
feint,       ;  ,  - 

And,  stretchy 4  <^  ^^^y  Gsaih 

1  cunM,!^  h^urof  birth,  ;  •  . 

And  pour'd  to  winds  my  unavailing  plaint. 

Sad  were  thos^-days  iode^  J 

But  '^p^^  mfffpmto^y  iM^^ 
To  songs  of  joy  a^ijEtk'd  y^  g|a|l«haU  hear? 
For  now  ,^  iP\Q#d9  arei  p^y       .  ^         > 

The  forms  are  fled  of  anguish  and  of  feay- 

?.r  »      jtt  s'k-  •   •  •'■'  ,*      * 

Yes,  hefQr,y^i; g}Qom>» letgn      s  .    .* 
Ends,  $4fit)|;fcjhi<eriiih'd'tnaia    ^  ^ 

Of  moody  thoi(ghta  a«)d  sfml-depressittg  eares ; 
For  me  laiHb?  Vreathe*  ., 
.'^    'A-B»yi;|l^/(tfQWni'«ind  hveiMthes.  ( 

Soft,  rapturous  sighs,  fond  vows,  a^^d  tcnderett 
prayers.  '  '"'         '  ,  ^'    " 


V  •      •     •  ■    .  '  '         -     .  / 


.Fj     .'-  '      "^ 


• 


,"...  Shfi,.  she,.  dJyiu^t  maid. 

Blooms  in  sucK  th arras  arrayed 

As  opening  roses,  on  their  simny  bedtf  I     •'*- 
Hei^ accents  might  beguile  •    ^      :  .  ^     ./•! 
Despair,  her  look,  her  smile,  ^ 

On  all  around'  delicious  influence  ^    * 
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, But  not  her  smiles  alone,  ,  .  .:r     •  .i 

Her  voice  of  melting  tone, 
Nor  bloom,  nor  grace,  my  willing  heart  contrcgil ; 

For  in  her  fo|rm  enshrin'd^'  -  .    .  i7 

Resides  the  radiant  Mind, 
That:  crowns,  illumes,  and  animates  the  whole. 


t 
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By  h^r  bcIoVd,  new  born 

Am  I  to  bliss ;  the  mom 
More  ^weet  appears ;  more  blue  the^  expanieabove ; 

More  mild  the  passing  gale. 

More  verdant  seems  the  vale ; 
And  sdl  is  gladness,  harmony,  and  loVe* 

Now,  to  my  nnfilm'd  sight, 

O  Sun !  tliy  golden  light. 
From  which  I  wont  disgusted  to  r6tiie> 

Once  more  I  fbel  is  dear. 

Once  more  my  bteast  can  cheer. 
And  ardent  hopes  and  thoughts  sUbUme  inspise*  ' 

Dian,  more  fair  meseems 

Thou  art,  than  when  thy  beajns  ''■ 
Saw  me  retreat  in  solitude  to  pine  ^ 

And  ye,  aye-burning  fttars. 

That  guide  your  emerald  cars  ' 
Mid  boundless  space,  with  m^Uerlustre  shineb 

Now,  joyous  as  I  rove. 

Each  cool  and  whispering  grove, 
Not  less  to  Bliss  than  to  '^  pale  Passion**  dear^ 

Shall  bid  its  featherM  throng 

Awake  a  sprightlier  song. 
And  pour  delight  upon  my  tranced  ear.    - 

Nor  thou,  my  Lyre,  that  oft, 

In  numbers  sweetly-soft. 
Hast  plain'd  the  story  of  thy  master^s  woes. 

Now,  while  his  heart  beats  high 

With  extacy,  shalt  lie 
Unstrung,  and  sunk  in  indolent  repose  r 
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Now,  from  thy  vocal  wires,   * 

While  Love,  while  Beauty  fires, 
An^  rosy-pinion'd  Pleasure  noVer^  rppud, 

No  ttfaioB  of  mournful  fall 

My  rapid  hand  shall  call. 
But  bid  ^y  bpldc^l  l^^r^j^Ql^ies  rewound. 

Yes,  glowing  be  the  song  I 

SugI^  raptQ|r«s  i|^  b^lc^g 
To  him  who  sings  the  blest  lanthe's  praise. 

And  lo  !  more  mildly-bright 

Than  Vesper's  beamy  ligh^ 
She  comes,  the  queen^  the  glory  of  my  lays. 

She  comes  I  ye  Zephyrs  bland 
,  Your  purple  plumes  expand  ; 
Ye  blooming  flowers  your  balmy  breatb  diffuse ; 

Ye  birds,  with  warbled  air, 

Salute  the  peerless  ^ir. 
Sacred  to  Love^  to  Beauty,  apd  ^  Musf* 

1400. 


Sweet  was  the  dream  of  love 
In  which  my  senses  lay : 

And  sad  the  hour  which  drove 
That  pl^sant  drea^  away ! 

O  1^  I,  still  misled, 

Ne'er  found  my  slumbers  Ay  I 
Or,  when  those  slumbers  fled, 

Had  only  woke  to  die  I 

TOi.  r.  o 
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THE  HARP  OF  Sorrow. 


'    '  'by  JAMtS   MONTPOMERY, 


Author  of  the  Wanderer  tf  Switxerbmd.* 


I  GAVE  my  Hai-p:  to  Sok&ow's  hand,  . 
And  she  has  ruled  the  chorda  so  long,   . 
They  will  not  speak  at  my  comipaiiu. 
They  warble  only  to  her  song* 

Of  dear  departed  hotirs. 

Too  fondly  loVed  to  last, 

—The  dew,  the  breath,  the  bloom  of  flowen, 

That  died  untimely  in  the  blast ; — 

Of  long,  long  years  of  future  care 

Till  lingering  Nature  yields  her  breath  ; 

And  endlesis  ages  of  despair 

Beyond  the  judgment-day  of  death;— 

The  weeping  Minstrel  sings, 
And  while  her  numbers  flow, 
My  Spirit  trembles  thro'  the  strings. 
And  every  note  is  fiill  of  woe* 

*  Mr«  Montgomerj  is  known  to  tiie  retden  of  tht  Poetical  VU* 
gitter  b^  the  signature  of  Alcjeus.      This  poem  has  befort  ap^, 
pf  ared  m  print ',  but  deforq^qd  b^  «rror«  of  the  pnti. 


195 

• 

Would  Gladness  move  a  sprightlier  strain. 
And  wake  this  wild  Harf/s  clearest  tone?) 
'The  chords,  iifipatient  to  complaioi 
Are  dumby  or  only  utter  moatis. 

And  yet  t0 «oothe  the  mind  ■"■  <^ 
With  Itixtfiy  of  grief, 
The  Soul  to  silvering  all  tesigb'd 
In  SoitRow^i  music  ftels  relief. 

Thus  o'er  the  ligh|  Aolian  lyre^ 
The  winds  of  dark  November  stray^ 
Touch  the  quick  nerve  of  every  Wire 
And  on  its  magit?  pulses  play  i 

Till  all  the  air  aroUnd, 

Mysterious  murmurs  fill, 

•^A  strange  bswildering  dream  of  sound, 

Most  heavenly  sweet, — ^yet  mournful  still. 

O  snatch  the  Harp  from  Sorrow's  hand, 
Hops  !  who  hast  been  a  stranger  long:—^ 
O  strike  it  with  sublime  command, 
And  be  the  Poet's  Life  thy  song ! 

Of  vanished  troubles  sing, 

Of  fears  forever  fled, 

—Of  flowers,  that  hear  the  Voi<*e  of  Springs 

And  burst  and  blo^ssom  from  the  dead  ! 

Of  home, .  Contentment,  health,  repose, 
Serene  delights,  while  years  increase ; 
And  weary  life's  triumphant  close 
In  some  calm  sunset  hour  of  peace ; — 

02 


Of  bKss  that  teiffns  above^ 
Celestial  May  o?  Youth, 
Unchanging  as  Jbhovax's  lov^^ 
And  everlasting  aa  kis  truths — 


Sing  heavenW  Ho^e  i^-4tfid  dart  thine  hmsitt' 
CVer  mv  frail  Harp^  untoued  so  b^gl ; 
That  mrp  shall  breathe^  at  thy  connMOidt, 
Immortal  sweetness  throT  thy  soi^. 

Ah !  then  this  gloom  controolr 
And  at  thy  voice  shall  start 
A  new  Creation  in  my  Soul, 
And  a  new  Eden  in  my  heast ! 

SHEFFIELDi  SEPT.  29p  180S, 


LABOUR  IN  VAIN. 

In  vain  you  strive  by  every  art 
Once  more  to  lure  me  to  your  ]|rms  f 

For  know  my  fveed,  indignant  heart 
Defies  the  magic  of  your  chasms. 

There  was  a  tune  when  all  your  oaths 
That  fond,  undoubting  heart  belie/d ;. ' 

Now,  wisdomriaught,  the  past  it  loaths^ 
And  scorns  to  be  again  deceived.. 

Afy  foolish  lova  was  doomed  to  die : 
Twas^otf  the  fatal  shaft  that  sped  f . 

And  nowy  capricious  girl,  you  try 
With  fruitm  cajQ  to  wake  the  dead  I 
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ADDRESS 

To  the  Judknce  at  the  Thmtre,  Tmhridge  WeUs, 
spoken  If^  Mn  {^m^th,  of  that  Theatre,  at  his  Benefit-, 
aa  Mmaojf,  Septtmber  QOth,  1802. 

WJIITTSK  BY  WILLIAM  BOSCAW£V|  £SQ.  ^ 


When  wintery  winds  prevail,  and  lowering  skies, 
Bereft  of  {>ower  the  torpid  insect  lies, 
Enveloped  slumbers  in  the  gloom  of  night, 
Scarce  owned  |>y  life,  and  stranger  to  delight ; 
But  when  returning  Summer's  genial  hours. 
Feel  the  bri^t  Sun's  invigorating  powers, 
With  airy  forms  endued,  and  glittering  wings, 
To  life  and  light  the  countless  nation  springs. 
Sucks  fragrant  flowers,  or  flits  around  the  trees,    . 
Sports  on  each  stream,  and  sails  on  every  breeze. 
Enraptured  hisjls  the  warm  reviving  ray. 
And  basks,  exulting,  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Thus  wc,  th«  creatures  of  your  fostering  power. 
Who  **  strut  and  fret,'*  each  through  his  short-liv^d 

hour, 
(However  inspired  by  Virtue^s  sacred  cause) 
'  Scarce  live,  scarce  breathe,  till  warmed  by  your  ap- 
plause; 
But  9uck  applauding  friends  new  life  impart : 
Your  generous  smile  is  sunshine  to  the  heart. 

How  vain  each  moral  lesson  of  the  stage, 
If  what  should  mend  fatigues  a  listless  age  I 

o3 
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To  pity  moves  not,  nor  with  fear  alarms. 
Nor  bids  fair  Virtua  sjiine  in  Bef^uty's  charms, 
Or  truth,  by  powerful  eloquence  impressed, 
Strike  with  resistless  force  the  feeling  breast* 

Yet  who,  alas  !'  can  charm  by  mimic  woes. 
Till,  nursed  by  hope,  fond  emulation  glows, 
Till,  ranged  around  a  favouring  group  appears. 
Prompt, at  his  call,  to  rage,  or  melt  in  tears; 
"While  active  sympathy,  at  his  controul, 
Spreads,  like  th'  eTectric  fire,  from 'soul  to  soul. 
Such  sympathy  they  find,  who  seek  the  pri^e^ 
Dramatic  fame,  before  a  nation's  eyes ;  ■ 
IVhom  all  the  great,  the  gay,  the  fair,  attend. 
Their  hopes  inspirit,  and  their  toils  befriend* 
AVe  (far  more  arduous  task)  aspire  to  please, 
'Midst  scenes  of  rural  gaiety  and  e^se, 
Where,  sick  of  public  sports,  th'  inponstaut  mind 
Spurns  joys  resembling  those  it  left  behind ; 
And,  still  to  varied  dissipation  used, 
Fastidjous  pr)de  disdain^  to  be  amused* 

But  let  not  Taste's  more  humble  votaries  fear! 
True  Genius*  long  has  fixeJi  its  empire  here: 
Allied  to  Genius,  Candour  spreads  ner  wings, 
C'oniitant  as  health,  at  these  perennial  springs* 
Take  then  the  thanks  w)iich  gratitude  inspires, 
Long,  long  as  life,  shall  live  her  wakeful  .fire<. 
Chccr'd  by  your  sjniljes,  we  spek,  ip  grjef  or  miril), 
No  other  patrons  'midl^t  the  p^ople^l  l^ftft^  > 
Our  fondest  hope,  to  please  a  chosen  few^ 
Our  proudest  boast,  to  be  approved  by  you*- 

*  Alluding  to  the  resideoce  of  Mr.  Cumberland  at  TmLbridgc; 

WeHs, 
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ON    TSB     LATB 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE  WILLIAM  PITT. 

.     BY   THB   KEV.  T,  MAURICE*. 


O'er  valour,  slumb'ring  in  its  marble  tomb. 
Beneath  majestic  Paul's  imperial  dome ; — 
O'er  the  most  lov'd  of  all  the  dauntless  train, 
That  bear  her  Sunder  o'er  the  boundless  main ; — 
Scarce  bias  food  Albiok  ceas'd  her  tears  to  shed. 
Those  tears  that  best  embalm  her  virtuous  dead  ;•— 
Scarce  hush'd  the  boisterous  storm  whose  fury  gave  . 
The  Nile's  fam'd  Hero  to  the  rav'nous  grave ; 
When,  lo !  new.  scenes  of  added  horror  rise, 
And  darker  tempests  cloud  the  low'ring  skies ! 

With  louder  still  and  more  terrific  swell 
Why  rolls  the  solemn  curfeu's  deep'ning  knell  ? 
What  blacker  train  of  aggravated  woes 
Does  ^he  dark  register  of  fate  disclose  ? 
What  direr  plagues  offended  heaVn  prepare, 
To  plunge  a  groaning  nation  in  despair? 

*  Bfr.  jtfaurice  has  in  the  press  a  descriptive  poem  of  conai* 
^rable  length,  entitled  **  Richmond  Hill/'  for  which  subicrip* 
tiom  are  now  receiving, 

o  4 
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Resounded,  Putney,  o'er  thy  lonely  heath. 
Loud  and  prolonged,  are  heard  the  snrieks  of  death  t 
While  plaintive  Echo,  to  Augusta's  fanes, 
O'er  yon  rich  valley  wafts  thf  dii^ge-like  strains. 

What  kindred  offspring  of  a  brighter  sphere 
On  this  dark  ball  hath  closed  his  short  career  f 
Lik6  Nbison's,  bursting  froth  the  bond  of  clay, 
Impatient  for  the  dazzling  realms  of  day. 
What  awful  spirit  bends  its  rapid  flight 
Through  yoh  ethereal  fields  of -orient  light  f 

'Midst  Virtue's,  Britain's,  Freedom's  mingled  sighs. 
Immortal  Pitt  ai^cends  his  native  skies ; 
Seeks  the  bright  fountain  whence  his  genius  flow'd, 
The  daring  genius  in  bis  breast  that  glow*d  ; 
And  pure  in  soul  as  the  seraphic  quire^ 
Mounts  With  their  wing  and  kindles  with  their  fire. 
Again  its  vows  a  sori'owing  natioh  i^avs. 
Again  on  high  the  banner'd  trophies  blasd ; 
EurOI'E^s  lotid  voice  laments  tier  SAViouA  gone, 
And  f(in^s  the  ^tJLWAftk  of  th6  tott'ring  throne; 
While  With  rekindled  fires  her  altars  bum, 
And  richest  incense  f^ds  the  flkming  iirt^ 
Those  fires,  those  attars,  resclu<^d  froia  the  foe, 
Whose  rage  forbade  the  slicrM  Jflame  t6  glow, 
Religion's  self,  Whose  h!^  aftd  halloW'd  cause. 
While  crowded  senates  ^htttder'd  b^ck  apl[>)d.use, 
Thy  voice  sustained, — HEtiGtOK,  o'er  thy  bier, 
Heaves  the  deep  sigh  an^  sheds  the  grateful  tear. 
Enlightcn'd  statesmai^I  whose  expanded  soul 
Pervaded  £uit)pe  to  the  fi'oi^^tt  pole;-r- 
Her  empires  ih  thy  mifelity  balancfe  wei^*d. 
And  propp'd  the  sinking  with  thy  powerful  aid ; 
Whose  tow'ring,  bold,  and  comprehensive  view     % 
<5rasp'd  al}  Locke  thought  and  lettcfd  Baco^  koew « 
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t?hat  daring  pencil,  what  unbounded  verse. 
Shall  the  proud  story  of  thy  fame  rehearse? 
Thy  throbbing  heart  beat  high  for  Britain's  weal, 
And  Britain  lov'd  thee  with  a  parent's  zeal ; 
For  her  in  toil  was  past  thy  anxious  day, 
And  sleepless  roll'd  the  midnight  hour  away ; 
Till  wasting  cares  at  length  in  death  repose. 
And  everlasting  sleep  those  eyelids  close ! 

Shall  Parian  marbles,  shall  the  breathing  bust, 
Still  tise  majestic  o'er  ignoble  dust? 
Still  shall  the  sculptor's,  still  the  painter's  fire, 
The  herald's  trophied  pomp,  the  poet's  lyre,     » 
To  blazon  crimes  afford  their  guilty  aid. 
And  snatch  the  worthless  from  oblivion's  shade? 
Ye  venal  Muses,  cease  your  warbled  lays ; 
Hide,  blushing  Science!  hide  thy  tamish'd  bays, 
Or  let  your  centred  beams  on  genius  shine, 
And  glow  round  buried  virtue's  hallow'd  shrine. 
If  ever  merit  claim'd  a  gorgeous  shrine. 
Where  science,  talents,  might  their  pow'rs  combine, 
Thine,  Son  of  Chatham,  is  that  lofty  claim. 
In  whom  concentred  bum'd  their  two-fold  flame. 
Sublime  example  to  a  thoughtless  age. 
Firm  mid  contending  faction's  fiercest  rage! 
lAke  Ab()icl,  faithful  mid  iht  faithless  found, 
And  poor  though  countless  millions  blaz'd  around! 
But,  radiant  in  its  own  immortal  fame. 
No  foreign  splendours  can  exalt  thy  name; 
Though  grateftil  Britain  o'er  thy  lofty  tomb 
Rear  the  proud  arch  and  swell  the  marble  dome ; 
Though  Grant  a  round  thy  urn  her  treasures  pour. 
And  bid  to  heav'n  her  tow'ring  statues  soar; 
Though  some  new  Phidias  all  his  skill  bestow. 
Or  Rubens  bid  the  breathing  canvass  glow; — 
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Still,  PiTT,^  prouder  monument  remains, 
And  on  our  hearts  engrav'd  thy  memory  reigns ! 
Thine  arc  the  brightest  ptilms  that  over  shed 
Their  hallow'd  lustre  o*vy  the  mighty  dead  ! 
Palms  that  shall  live  when  sculptured  brass  shall  fade^ 
And  marbles  crumble  to  the  dust  they  shade ! 
Of  fervid  eloquence,  what  raptured  age, 
Sublimer,  heard  the  classic  torrent  rage  } — 
Not  Greece,  when  blasted  Philip  felt  its  jre, 
Not  Rome,  when  fearless  Tully  launched  its  fire, — 
Than  struck  with  awe  the  senate's  wond'Httg  throQgt 
When  thy  bold  strain  impetuous  rush'd  along. 
That  on  the  vanquish *d  heart  resistless  wrought^ 
While  glowing  language  cloth'd  the  burning  thought. 
Thy  strenuous  voice,  for  truth  and  freedom  bold. 
In  such  a  tone  of  manly  vigour  roll'd, 
GauFs  hateful  tyrant  shuddcr'd  at  the  sound, 
While  ev'ry  hostile  nation  trembled  round  ^ 
Its  thunder  dealt  a  more  decisive  blow 
Than  Beets  and  armies  on  th'  astonish'd  foe ! 
With  genius  bom  beyond  this  dark  terrene^ 
With  pow'rs  too  mighty  for  this  bounded  scene. 
Thy  high,  thy  arduous  race  with  glory  run, — 
Thy  setting  radiant  as  thy  rising  sun  ; — 
Through  boundless  space  now  roves  th'  unfettcr'd  soul. 
And  views  beneath  it  worlds  uni>i|ml>er'd  roll  ; 
Or,  hapl}r,  soaring  on  archangel's  wiug, 
Thuu  MiKisTREST  to  hcaveu s  eternal  King; 
And,  guardian  of  imperial  thrones  below, 
Deliglit'st  around  the^'a^per  throne  to  glow; 
While,  veird  from  mortals,  to  thy  raptuir^d  g^ze 
His  vast  designs  tb*  Almighty  Sire  displays  j 
Of  all  that  to  thinp  pyc  mysterious  seem'd, 
Qr  on  t}iis  darkling  sphere  but  faintly  beam'd, 
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IJnfolds  the  vast,  sablime,  connecting  chain, 
Anci  &11  the  dazzling  wonders  of  that  reign, 
Which  throuffh  eternity's  bright  day  extends, 
And  the  bold  stretch  of  angel-thought  transcends. 

Whatever  in  those  bHght  realms  thine  high  employ, 
Xp  saints  gives  pleasure,  or  to  angels  joy  ; 
whether  mid  rolling  orbs  thy  spirit  stray, 
Or  roam  the  galaxy's  refulgent  way  5 
Where'er  it  ranges  through  the  blue  profound, 
As  Time's  vast  cycles  roll  their  mighty  round  ; 
Oh !  from  those  bright  abodes  of  bliss  look  down^ 
From  fiend-like  rage  protect  the  British  crown,— 
And,  till  the  last  dread  century  expire, 
iStars  turn  to  dust,  and  planets  melt  in  fire. 
O'er  thy  lov'd  isle  thine  ample  pinions  wave. 
And  GUARD  that  empire  which  thou  diedst  to  save! 

BSITISB  MVSSITM,  10th  JVNB,  1806.  T.  If« 


EPIGRAM. 

.  FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  FABIAN  PILLKT. 

■ 

When  I  call'd  you  a  blockhead,  I  candidly'own 
It  was  hastily  done,  for  I  could  not  h^^ve  shown 

Such  proof  as  would  warrant  conviction  : 
But,  thanks  to  the  anger  my  boldness  has  rais'd, 
YouVe  an  author  become,  and  now.  Fortune  be  prais'd! 

I'yjs  proof  that  defies  contradiction. 

E.  A.  D« 
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PARENTAL  VERSES, 

Tntiniti  witi  a  Copy  of  the  New  Tsstameitt  ij>tf# 

Christmas  Day* 

BT  T.   PARKy   EBQ. 


!NoT  for  its  outside,  daughter  dear. 
Will  you  this  parent-gift  revere ; 
Not  for  its  current  cost  on  earth  ; — 
But  for  that  high  and  heareniy  worth 
"Which  stamps  its  doctrines,  rules,  advice. 
Above  all  value,  past  all  price. 
For  'tis  our  Saviour,  GnmsT  the  Lord  ! 
Whose  hallow'd  life  these  leaves  record ; 
Who  was  the  bright  and  morning-star. 
That  eastern  sages  from  afar 
Beheld  and  worshiped ! — Be  it  ours 
With  all  the  soul's  collected  powers. 
Duly  to  pay,  at  room  and  even. 
Meek  homage  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  ; 
IVhose  sacred  word  this  truth  supplies-^ 
/A  golden  truth  to  Christian  eyes) 
Tie  piou€  ordtf  are  the  wise. 


] 
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TO  A  LADY  IN  SICKNESS. 


ijAJifovw  and  weak  thy  frame  appears. 
And  sad  and  sunk  thy  spirit  seems, 

No  mirthful  thought  thy  fancy  cheers. 
Thine  eye  no  ray  of  pleasure  beams* 

In  vain  thy  anxious  friends  contend 
To  chase  away  th'  obtrusive  tear,  , 

While  in  their  trouble<l  bo6onl»  blea4 
Reviving  hope  and  chilling  fear. 

Yet  why  does  grief  my  bosom  press  f 
Why  throbs  my  heart  with  pain  for  theef 

for  others'  love  thy  tear-drops  fall» 
Thy  smile  in  health  beamed  not  on  me. 

Through  life  how  eager  had  I  sprung 
To  soot&e  thy  bosom's  every  sigh  ; 

Had  kisiedy  as  tremulous  it  huQg, 
Each  tear  of  sorrow  Arum  thine  ey^ 

The  lenient  hand  of  Time  again 
Will  give  thee  back  to  health  and  glee, 

Jjknd  thou  wilt  banquet,  free  from  poiBy 
Iq  sportive  mirth  and  revelry : 
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But  1  shall  labour  to  **  beguile 

The  thing  I  am,"  and  hush  my  breast^ 

Shall  flutter  "  yet  a  little  while,"   . 
And  shoyrtly  be  with  them,  that  rest. 

STAMFORD.  0.  0< 


EXPOSTULATION, 


Whekb  is  the  smile  with  which  thine  eye? 

Used  when  we  met  of  joy  to  speisUc  ? 
And  where  the  blush  of  deepest  dye 

That  quickly  rose  upon  thy  cheek  ? 

No  more  our  parties  heard  among 

Thy  lively  mirth-creating  jest, 
The  laugh  with  which  the  table  rung, 
.  And  without  thee  'twas  scarce  a  feasts 

No  more  is  heard  thy  tuneful  song. 
The  cheerful  lay,  the  plaintive  air. 

The  strain  pathetic  pour'd  along 
That  won  the  bosoms  of  the  fair. 

"  In  mercy,  oh  !  my  Friend,  no  more 
*'  Of  pleasures  past  the  thought  renew ; 

"  Of  days  the  memory  you  restore 
•*  When  life  wa»  young — and  t'anny  teue  l^ 

fTAUVORX^.  O.  G. 
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vA  DRINKING  SONG. 

BY  W.  R.  SPEirCER,  ESQ. 


When  the  lilack-letter'd  list  to  the  God%  was  pre- 
sented, 
The  list  of  what  fate  for  eaclv  mortal  intends, 
At  the  long  string  of  ills  the  kind  angel  relented, 
And  slipt  in  three  blessings,   Wife,  Children,  a&d 
Friends. 

In  vain  angry  Lucifer  swore  he  was  cheated, 
That  Justice  Divine  could  not  answer  its  ends ; 

The  scheme  of  man's  fall  he  roaintainM  was  defeated, 
For  Earth  became  Heaven  with  Wife,  Children,  ahd 
Friends. 

If  the  stock  of  our  bliss  is  in  stranger  hands  vested. 

The  fund,  ill-secured,  oft  in  bankruptcy  ends. 
But  the  heart  issues  bills  which  are  never  protested. 
When  drawn  on  the  firm  of  Wife,  Children,  and 
Friends. 

r 

Though  Valour  still  glows  in  his  life's  waning  embers. 
The  death-wounded  Tar,  who  his  colour  defends, 

props  a  tear  of  regret  as  he  dying  remembers 

How  blest  was  his  home,  with  Wife,  Children,  and 
Friends. 
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The  Soldier,  whose  deeds  live  immortal  in  storji 
Whom  duty  to  far  distant  latitudes  sends, 

"With  transport  would  barter  whole  ages  of  glory, 
For  one  nappy  hour  with  Wife,  Children,  and  Friends. 

Though  spice-breathing  gales  o'er  his  caravan  hover, 
And  round  him  Arabia's  whole  fragrance  descends, 

The  Merchant  still  thinks  on  the  wood-bines  that  cover 
The  bower  where  he  sat  with  Wife,  Children,  and 
Friends. 

The  day-spring  of  youth,  if  unclouded  by  sorrow, 

Alone  on  itself  for  enjoyment  depends, 
But  drear  is  the  twilight  of  age,  if  it  borrow 

No  charms  from  the  smile  of  Wife,  Children,  and 
Friends. 

Let  the  breath  of  the  Muse  ever  freshen  aod  nourish 
The  laurel,  which  o'er  her  dead  favourite  bends. 

Over  me  wave  the  willo.w,  which  only  can  flourish 
When  dew'd  with  the  tears  of  Wife,  Children,  and 
Friends. 

Let  us  drink !  for  my  song  growing  graver  and  graver. 
To  subjects  too  solemn  insensibly  lends ; 

Let  us  drink  1  Pledge  me  high !  Love  and  Virtue  shall 
flavour 
This  glass  which  I  All  to  Wife, Children,  and  Friends. 

And  if)  in  the  hope  this  fair  i^aud  to  plunder. 
The  tyrant  of  France  to  invade  us  pretends, 
How  his  legions  will  shrink,  when  our  arm'd  freemen 
thunder 
The  war-cry  of  Britons — "  Wife,  Children,   and 
Friends!" 


fnsimt  iaoetrp. 


^•L.  V. 


FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


TRAFALGAR. 


What  is  to  come,  shall  come :  and  in  swift  time 
A  Prophet  of  the  Truth  shalt  thou  confess  me. 

JBfCHYLVS. 

Who  is  he  of  Monarch  mien, 

In  the  mail  of  warrior  seen, 

Flashing  from  his  ruthless  eye 

Savage  faith  of  victory  ? 

Pants  his  heart  with  pride  elate, 

Low'rs  his  brow  with  gloom  of  Fate : 
At  distance  Austria's  lances  glare. 
And  Russia's  sable  eagles  float  in  air : ' 
Yet  hark ! — Earth  trembled  as  He  trod. 
And  shuddering  nations  own*d  the  scourge  of  god  ! 

Austria !  like  the  lightnings  flame 

Those  victorious  legions  came : 

Austria !  Treach'ry  quell'd  thy  host. 

And  thy  gen'rous  hope  was  lost ! 

Shall  the  hardy  Northern  Band 

Shrink  beneath  that  ruffian  hand  ? 
Still  shall  the  many-fated  year 
Arise  in  paleness  of  prophetic  fear  ? 
Dark  instrument  of  ire  divine, 
Urgd  on  thy  furious  course — this  hour  is  thine ! 

p2 
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Ha !  what  livid  horrors  rise ! 

What  stem  furies  fix  thine  eyes  ! 

Hcard'st  thou  ?  did  the  dreadful  sound 

Bid  ev'n  thy  firm  heart  rebound  ? 

As  the  thunder  sullen  broke, 

In  that  voice  Th'  Eternal  spoke  : 
Scarce  o'er  the  long-expectant  flood 
Thy  sails  proud-swelling  dar'd  the  strife  of  blood, 
Ere  the  Destroying  Angel  gave 
The  sign  of  wrath — and  whelm'd  them  in  the  wave ! 

Yes,  Blasphemer !  thou  shalt  start, 

Anguish  with'ring  at  thy  heart : — 

Bo  the  scene  of  death  displayed 

In  its  broadest,  blackest  shade ! 

lA»t  the  troubled  waves  aspire, 

Echoing  thunder,  surg'd  in  fire  ! 
Let  the  wild  tempest's  awtul  breath. 
The  tidings  boar  of  chains  and  shan>c  and  death  \ 
While  on  Trafalgar's  arid  strand, 
Dash'd  are  the  wrecks  by  an  Almighty  Hand  ! 

Boaster  I  in  thy  triumph  speed— ^ 
Bid  the  fated  nations  bleed ! 
For  to  Thee  awhile  is  giv'n 
Thus  to  wreak  the  wrath  of  hea/n. — 
When  shall  thy  unsated  spear 
Turn  in  promis'd  vengeance  here  ? 
Lo  !  to  thy  mem'ry-blasted  eyes 
The  conqu'ring  cross  upon  the  whirlwind  flies  } 
And  He  that  shook  the  source  of  Nile, 
Triumphant  greets  thee  with  a  dying  smile  { 


21S 

Arrogant  of  hope !  beware — 

Thine  is  frenzy — thine  despair ! 

Yes,  that  glorious  head  is  low ; 

But  in  vain  the  deadly  blow  : 

Yet  another  shall  aiibe 

Arm'd  with  Albion's  destinies  ! 
When  midst  the  death-shrieks  of  his  foes 
The  sainted  spirit  ot  our  Nelsox  rose; 
To  whom  the  doomed  revenge  is  giv'n 
On  him  th*  inspiring  mantle  dropp'd  from  heaven! 

Nations,  that  in  bondage  bow, 

Lift  the  head  indignant  now! 

Austria  !  lift  thy  hope  on  high 

Vengeance  smiling  in  thine  eye! 

^\'htre  tlie  keels  of  Albion  pass'd 

Dreadless  of  the  whelming  blast ; 
An  utter'U  voice  in  ev'ry  wave, 
In  ev'ry  wind,  th'  Eternal  Fiat  gave : 
•*  Proud  Gaul !  on  Britain's  saviour  shore 
Thy  baneful  star  shall  set — to  rise  no  more !'' 

flDMOUTH,  KOV.  CHARLES    A.    ELTOK. 


LINES 

On  the  Death  of  Charles  James  Dickson* 

Lov'd  be  thy  mem'ry,  dear  respected  shade ! 
With  joy  we  heard  thee,  and  wih  pride  survey'd, 
We  ask  no  amaranths  to  deck  thy  tomb, 
Ko  roses  glowing  with  poetic  bloom. 
More  genuine  honours  have  adorn'd  thee  dead. 
The  heaving  sigh,  the  tear  sincerely  shed ; 
Tears  are  more  precious  than  Castalian  dews. 
And  sighs  of  sorrow  than  the  sweetest  niUse. 

amy.  j.  »tjkrx.xko« 
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CYNTHIA. 


BY   THE    LATE    REV.    R.    POTTER* 


High  o'er  the  Gods,  revolving  in  his  mind 

What  most  might  benefit,  most  please  mankind^ 

Sate  Jove  enthroned ;  on  golden  couches  lie 

Beneath  his  feet  the  synod  of  the  sky. 

To  these  th'  alroightv  Sire,  hear  and  approve, 

Ye  sons  of  heav'n,  the  fix'd  decree  of  Jove. 

All  that  is  good  or  fair  to  man  be  giv'n, 

Till  we  exhaust  the  bounty  of  our  heav'n. 

By  my  command  the  lucid  fountains  flow. 

And  in  soft  gales  the  vernal  zephyrs  blow  ; 

I  crown'd  th'  aspiring  hill  with  verdant  bow'rs, 

And  painted  ev'ry  smiling  vale  with  flow'rs  ; 

I  bade  the  ruby's  fiery  lustre  shine, 

And  call'd  the  blazing  diamond  from  the  mine ; 

Still  to  bestow  what  these  bright  gifts  outvies, 

Is  worthy  of  the  ruler  of  the  skies-. 

Engag'd  is  my  full  pow'r  to  form  a  fair 

Grac'd  with  each  charm  that  wakens  raptures  here. 

Let  the  bright  ringlets  wave  her  neck  aroundjt 

Such  as  the  starry  Berenice  crown'd, 

Sol,  form  her  eyes  with  thy  own  radiance  bright. 

And  point  them  with  the  quintessence  of  light ; 

The  lily's  soul  exhale  ;  where  fair  it  blows 

Extract  the  Blooming  spirit  of  the  rose ; 

With  jufit  proportion  and  the  nicest  gr4c« 

Unite  them  in  the  soft  tints  of  her  face  ; 
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To  form  her  breath  collect  the  sweetest  gale 
That  pants  on  Tempe's  aromatic  vale.  ' 
Venus,  to  mould  the  swelling  breast  be  thine, 
And  round  her  waist  let  thy  own  cestus  shine* 
Ye  graces,  your  free  elegance  impress, 
Direct  the  curious  happiness  of  dress ; 
Breathe  all  the  soul  of  motion  in  her  air. 
And  melodize  each  accent  of  the  fair. 
Thou,  smiling  Cupid,  ev'ry  grace  improve. 
Arm  her  with  all  th'  artillery  of  love. 
Teach  her,  ye  tuneful  Nine,  to  strike  the  strings, 
Let  your  own  music  ravish  when  she  sings. 
Give,  lov'd  Minerva,  in  her  soul  to  meet 
Thy  force  of  wisdom,  and  thy  fire  of  wit. 

He  spoke:  applause  rings  thro' the  courts  ofheav'n; 
And  Cynthia  to  the  wond'ring  world  is  giv'a. 


THE  ORACLE. 

FROM    THE  GERMAN* 


A  KYMFH  was  deserted,  a  youth  vras  deceived, 
To  the  priestess  of  Delphos  they  posted  in  haste, 

She  cried,  *  Should  ,a  lover  be  ever  believ'd  f 
He  asked  if  a  damsel  could  ever  be  chaste  ? 

These  questions  her  Holiness  turn'd  in  her  mind. 
Then  issued  the  infallible  sentence  of  truth, 

"  No  youth  will  deceive,  if  no  damsel  be  kind. 
Each  damsel  is  chaste,  if  belav'd  by  no  youth/' 

ITEIMABi.  J*  LAWaBtfCS. 

p4 
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ODE 

ON  LOKD  MACARTNEY'S  EMBASSY  TO 

CHINA. 

Swift  shot  the  curlicw  'thwart  the  rising  blast, 

As  eve's  dun  shades  enwrapt  the  billowy  main; 
Hoarse  broke  the  waves  against  the  sandy  waste, 
And  dim  and  cheerless  swept  the  drizzling  rain: 
When,  bending  .o'er  the  briny  spray, 
Stood  thy  genius,  old  Cathay ; 

Her  vestments  floating  on  the  gale, 
With  angry  glare,  her  eye-balls  roll. 
Horror  shakes  her  inmost  soul. 
As  thus  along  the  strand  swells  her  portentous  wail: 

Athirst  for  prey,  what  ruffian  band 
Dares  approach  this  happy  land^ 
Glimmering  thro'  the  s^looms  of  eve. 
What  canvas  flutters  o'er  the  wave  ; 
Plunging  thro'  the  swelling  tide. 
What  prows  the  whit'ning  brine  divide  ? 
— 'Tis  Albion's  bloody  cross  that  flouts  the  air, 

'Tis  Albion's  sons  that  skirt  this  peaceful  shore ; 
Her  cross— oppression's  badge — the  sign  of  war  ; 
Her  sons  that  range  the  world,  and  peace  is  seen  no 
more. 

Insatiate  spoilers !  that  with  treacherous  smiles. 
In  wreaths  of  olive  hide  the  murderous  sword  : 

111  fare  the  tribes,  unconscious  of  your  wiles, 
Whose  honekt  candour  trusts  your  plighted  word. 
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Hence !  ye  harbingers  of  woe— 
Too  well  your  deeds  of  blood  I  know  ; 
For  'raid  the  thickening  gloom  of  night. 
Oft  as  I  speed  my  watchful  flight, 
A  monitory  voice  I  hear — 
Keen  Sorrow's  thrilling  cry  awakes  my  listening  ear 

A  cry  resounds  from  Ganges'  flood ; 
There  Oppression's  giant  brood 
Wide  the  scythe  of  ruin  sweep. 
And  desolated  districts  weep ; 
Terror  waves  the  scourge  on  high  ; 
Patient  Misery  heaves  the  sigh. 
Lo !  meagre  Famine  *  drains  the  vital  springs,  < 

And  points  from  far,  where  yawns  the  darksome  grave ; 
Her  gifts  in  vain  profusive  Plenty  flings  ; 
— Stern  Avarice  guards  the  store,  nor  owns  the  wish 
to  save. 

From  Niger's  banks  resound  the  shrieks  of  woe, 
There,  iniy  pining  mourns  the  hapless  slave ; 
Fraud  proudly  braves  the  light  with  shameless  brow, 
And  floating  charnels  plow  the  restless  wave. 

Behold,  in  desolate  array, 

The  captives  wind  their  silent  way ; 

Amid  the  ranks,  does  Pity  find 

A  pair,  by  fond  affection  join'd  ; 

Fell  Rapine,  reckless  of  their  pain. 
Blasts  Misery's  fipal  hope — denies  a  common  chain  f. 

*  Alludihg  to  the  ever-memorable  Bengal  famine*  in  which 
5,000,000  of  the  Hindoos  perished,  for  want  of  rice  ^tbeir  cus* 
tomary  food)  at  a  time  when  the  warehouses  of  the  British  mer* 
chants  were  crammed  with  diat  commodity. 

t  Mr.  Falconbridge  being  sent  to  choose  some  slaves  at  Cape 
Coast  Castle,  objected  to  one  that  was  meagre,  and  put  him  aside* 
MJr.  F.  observing  a  tear  steal  down  the  man's  cheek,  eaquored  of* 
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Hear,  O  my  sons,  the  warning  cry, 

And  while  you  breathe  the  pityine  sigh. 

Deep  on  Memory's  tablet  trace 

These  triumphs  of  Britannia's  race; 

From  age  to  age,  from  sire  to  son 

Let  the  eternal  record  run : 
And  when,  with  hollow  hearts,  and  honeyed  tongues^ 
These  slaves  of  gold  advance  their  bloodT^tain'd  hand. 
Shrink  from  the  touch — Remember  India's  wrongs — 
Remember  Afric's  woes — and  save  your  destin'd  land. 

W.   SHEPHERD. 


SONG. 

FROM   THE   GERStAN'* 

Within  these  sacred  bowers 

The  wretch  shall  find  repose : 
No  gloomy  vengeance  lowers, 

Soft  pity  heals  his  woes. — 
While  friendship's  hand  his  steps  shall  stay, 
And  hope  shall  point  to  brighter  day. 

Here,  far  from  noise  and  folly, 

Fraternal  love  presides ; 
And  sweetest  melancholy 

A  hallow'd  guest  abides. 
If  scenes  like  these  thy  heart  can  share. 
Then  bide  a  welcome  pilgrim  here. 

BERLIN.  B.   BERBSFORD. 

1^101  the  reason,  upon  which  he  said*  "  that  he  was  going  to  be 
parted  froui  his  brotheF." — Abstract  of  the  evidence  deliTeied 
M&Bi  a  aelecl  Committee  of  the  House  of  CoauaoHa,  p.  91« 
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STANZAS, 

WRITTEN   ON    LEAVING   A   SCENE  IK   BAVARIA. 

BY  THOMAS  CAMPBELL,  ESQ. 

Adieu,  the  woods  and  waters^ side, 

Imperial  Danube's  rich  domain ; 
Adieu  the  grotto  wild  and  wide, 

The  rocks  abrupt  and  grassy  plain ! 
For  pallid  Autumn  once  again 

Hath  chill'd  the  breath  of  every  gale, 
And  swell'd  each  torrent  of  the  hill : 

Her  clouds  colled,  her  shadows  sail, 

And  watry  winds  that  sweep  the  vale 
Grow  loud,  and  louder  still. 

But  not  the  Storm  dethroning  fast 

Yon  monarch  oak  of  maiiy  pile^ 
Ner  river  roaring  to  the  blast 

Around  its  dark  and  desert  isle, 

Nor  Curfew  tolling  to  beguile  * 
The  cloud- born  thunder  passing  by, 

Can  sound  in  discord  to  my  soul : 

Roll  on,  ye  mighty  waters,  roll— 
And  rage,  th«u  darken* d  iky ! 

*  Daring  thunder  storms  in  the  Catholic  countries  of  Ger« 
nanyt  it  strikes  the  imagination,  in  addition  to  the  sublime  horror 
of  the  scenery,  to  hear  the  pealing  of  bells  from  the  adjacent  mo* 
naiteries,  wluch  are  sounded  as  a  religious  ceremony  to  depr»* 
c»U  &e  effects  of  lightning. 


220 

Thy  blossoms,  tlio'  no  longer  bright. 
Thy  wither'd  woods  no  longer  green; 

Yet,  Eldun  shore,  with  dark  delight 
1  visit  thy  unlovely  scene ; 
For  many  a  sun-set  hour  serene 

Jt&y  steps  have  trod  thy  mellow  dew, 
When  his  green  light  the  firefly  gave. 
When  Cynthia  from  the  distant  wave 

Her  twilight  anchor  drew; 

And  ploughed,  as  with  a  swelling  sail, 

The  billowy  clouds  and  starry  sea: 
Then,  while  thy  hermit  nightingale 

Sung  on  her  fragrant  apple-tree. 

Romantic,  solitary,  free. 
The  visitant  of  Eldun's  shore 

On  such  a  moon-bright  mountain  stray'd, 

As  echo'd  to  the  music  made 
By  Druid  harps  of  yore! 

Around  thy  savage  hills  of  oak. 
Around  thy  waters  bright  and  blue. 

No  hunter's  horn  the  silence  broke — 
>kio  dying  shriek  thine  echo  knew! 
But  safe,  sweet  Eldun  Woods,  to  you 

The  wounded  wild  deer  ever  ran. 

Whose  Myrtle  bound  their  grassy  cave, 
Whose  very  rocks  a  shelter  gave 

From  blood-pursuing  man ! 

Oh,  heart-effusions,  that  arose 
By  nightly  wand'rings  nourish'd  here. 

To  him  that  flies  from  many  woes 
E'en  homeless  desarts  can  be  dear! 
The  last,  the  solitary  cheer 
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Of  them  that  own  no  earthly  home. 
Say,  is  it  not,  ye  banish'd  race. 
In  such  a  lov'd  and  lonely  place 

Companionless  to  roam  ? 

Yes,  1  have  lov'd  thy  wild  abode 

(Unknown,  unplough'd,  untrodden  shore!) 
Where  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road. 

And  scarce  the  fisher  plies  an  oar! 

For  man's  neglcd  I  love  thee  more ; 
That  art  nor  avarice  intrude 

To  tame  thy  torrent's  thunder  shock, 

Or  prune  thy  vintage  of  the  rock 
Magnificently  rude! 

Unheeded  spreads  thy  blossom'd  bud 

Its  milky  bosom  to  tlie  bee. 
Unheeded  falls  along  the  flood 

Thy  desolate  and  aged  tree ! 

Forsakeji  scene,  how  like  to  theU 
The  fate  of  unbefriended  worth ! — 

Like  thine  her  fruit  dishonour'd  falls, 

Like  thee  in  solitude  she  calls 
A  thousand  treasures  forth ! 

Oh,  silent  Spirit  of  the  place. 
If,  lingering  with  the  ruin'd  year, 

Thy  hoary  form  and  awful  face 

I  yet  might  watch  and  worship  here; 
Thy  storm  were  mufic  to  mine  ear, 

Thy  wildest  walk  a  shelter  giv'n, 
Sublimer  thoughts  on  earth  to  find, 
And  share,  with  no  unhallow'd  mind^ 

The  Majesty  of  Heav'n! 
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What,  tho'  the  bosom-friends  of  Fate, 
Prosperity's  unwearied  brood, 

Thy  consolations  cannot  rate — 
Oh,  self-dependent  Solitude ! 
Yet,  with  a  spirit  unsubdued, 

Tho'  darkened  by  the  clouds  of  Care, 
To  worship  thy  congenial  gloom. 
Like  Pilgrim  to  the  Prophet's  tomb, 

Misfortune  shall  repair! 

On  her  the  world  hath  never  smil'd, 
Or  look'd  but  with  accusing  eye  : 

All-silent  Goddess  of  the  Wild, 
To  thee  that  Misanthrope  shall  fly. 
I  hear  her  deep  soliloquy, 

And  mark  her  proud  but  ravag'd  form, 
As  stem  she  wraps  her  mantle  round. 
And  bids,  on  Winter's  bleakest  ground. 

Defiance  to  the  storm ! 

Peace  to  her  banish'd  heart  at  last 
In  thy  dominions  shall  descend. 

And,  strong  as  beechwood  in  the  blast, 
Her  spirit  shall  refuse  to  bend  ;   . 
But,  bearing  life  without  a  friend, 

The  World  and  Falsehood  left  behind. 
Thy  votary  shall  bear  elate 
In  triumph  o'er  affli6Hng  Fate 

Her  dark  inspired  mind ! 

But  dost  thou.  Folly,  mock  the  Muse 
A  wand'rer's  mountain^walk  to  fmg, 

Who  shuns  a  warring  world,  nor  woos 
The  vulture-cover  of  its  wing  ? 
Then  fly,  thou  tow'ring,  shiv'ring  thing. 
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Back  to  the  fostering  world  beguird. 
To  waste  in  self-consuming  strife 
The  loveless  brotherhood  of  life, 

Reviling  and  revil'd ! 

Away,  thou  lover  of  the  race 

That  hither  chac'd  yon  weeping  deer:— 
If  Nature's  all-majeflic  face 

More  pitiless  than  man's  appear; 

Or,  if  the  wild  winds  seem  more  drear 
Thau  man's  cold  charities  below, 

Then  search,  around  his  peopled  plains, 

Where'er  the  social  savage  reigns, 
Exuberance  of  Woe ! 

His  art  and  honours  will  thou  seek, 
Emboss'd  on  grandeur's  giant  walls  ? 

Or  hear  his  moral  thunders  speak 
Where  senates  light  their  airy  halls  ? 
Where  man  his  brother  man  enthralls, 

Or  sends  his  whirlwind-warrants  forth, 
To  rouse  the  flumb'ring  fiends  of  war. 
To  dye  the  blood- warm  waves  afar, 

And  desolate  the  earth  ! 

From  clime  to  clime  pursue  the  scene, 
And  mark,  on  all  thy  spacious  way, 

Where'er  the  tyrant  man  hath  been, 
That  Peace,  the  Cherub,  cannot  ftay : 
In  wilds  and  woodlands,  far  away, 

She  builds  her  solitary  bower — 

Where  none  but  Anchorets  have  trod. 
Or  friendless  men  to  worship  God 

]Kave  wftnder^d  for  an  hour» 
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In  such  a  &r  forsaken  vale 

(And  suchy  sweet  Eldun  vale  is  thine) 

Afflided  Nature  shall  inhale 

Heav'n-borrow'd  joys  and  thoughts  divin< 
No  longer  wifh — no  more  repine 

For  man's  regret,"  or  woman's  scorn- 
Then  wed  thee  to  an  exil'd  lot. 
For  if  the  world  hath  lov'd  thee  not. 

Its  absence  may  be  borne. 


TO  MISS  SEWARD. 

On  her  Rmdc  Poem,  *  Herva  at  the  Tomb  of 

Argantyr. 

BT   THE   LATE   fl^^VID   SAMWELL,    ESQ. 

Sweet  Muse  of  JEyam,  thy  excursive  mind, 
By  judgement  temper'd,  and  by  Taste  refin'd, 
Might  well  have  scorn'd  the  Runic  path  to  tread. 
Where  §  Hicks  oppos'd  impenetrable  lead ; 
But,  like  the  Sage,  who,  in  auspicious  hour. 
Of  transmutation  found  the  wondrous  power, 
Thy  happy  genius,  luminous  and  bold, 
With  magic  fire,  hath  tum'd  his  lead  to  gold. 
1797. 

*  It  was  published  with  Llangollen  Vale  and  othbr 
Poems,  in  1T96. 

t  Mr.  Samwell,  whose  death  in  1799  was  a  loss  to  the  literary 
world,  made  the  grand  Southern  Voj^ages  with  the  illustrious  Capt* 
Cook,  and  was  his  thosen  friend.  .He  had  become,  in  lus  later 
years,  a  distinguished  patron  of  the  compositions  of  his  native 
country,  Wales,  in  their  original  tongue,  and  was  himself,  occa- 
sionally, an  elegant  Poet. 

t  £yam,  in  Derbyshire,  where  Anna  Seward  was  bom. 
^     §  Dr.  Hickf'  literal  and  bald  translation  in  prose  of  that  ancieikt 
Norse  Poem  from  the  Saxon,  in  his  Xhesauras  Septentrieiudis. 
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THE  FOUNTAIN. 

An  Ecidguefrom  the  Spanish  of  Gil  PoLd. 

DI4NA    AND   ALCIDA. 

*  Time-^Nom, 

ALCiDA. 

Now,  while  the  sun  pours  wide  his  arrowy  beams, 

And  Nature  sickens  in  the  blaze  of  noon, 

f^aint,  and  more  faint,  the  labourer  plies  his  toil, 

Or  wearied  sleeps  beneath  thcpine's  tall  shade* 

The  languid  Nymphs  within  impervious  dells 

Seek  refuge  from  the  dazzling  eye  of  day, 

And,  ftretch'd  supine  upon  their  mossy  beds, 

List  the  low  tinkle  of  the  falling  drops. 

That  slow  distil  adown  the  rocky  floor. 

Now  drooping  silence  pensive  reigns  around, 

Save  where  the  grass-hopper's  sharp  note  is  heard ; 

Or  languid  song  of  shepherdess  reclin'd 

In  the  cool  shade,  beside  her  fleecy  care. 

-*— Lead  where  yon  fountain  sparkles  thro'  the  glade,. 

O'er  whose  clear  brink  the  fragile  hare-bell  bends, 

That  loves  to  trace  its  beauty  in  the  waters : 

There,  Zephyr  whisp'ring  thro'  the  trembling  leaves, 

Dips  his  light  pinions  in  the  current  clear, 

And  sprinkles  freshrtess  o'er  the  languid  flowers* 

'—There  shall  our  songs  the  noon- tide  hour  beguile. 

And  each  soft  gale  Diana's  accent  bear. 

Child  of  the  mountain  !  dweller  of  the  rock ! 

Sweet  Echo !  answer  from  thy  secret  celU 

VOL.  V.  Q 


i>  I A  N  A — (Sings. ) 

Hail  to  thy  waters !  gentle  fountain, 

That  shedding  health  and  freshness  flow; 

Thy  sparkling  tide,  whose  plaintive  murmur 
Might  sooth  aU  pain  but  hopeless  woe. 

Oh!  ever  cm  thy  turfy  margin 
May  rosy  laughing  Spring  reside; 

Her  freshest  tints,  her  sweetest  odours. 
Enrich  the  flowers  that  deck  thy  side  t 

And  still  may  hoist* rous  Auster,  passings 
Revere  the  bright  abode  of  Spring ; 

No  wild  blast  tear  thy  willowy  bowers. 
Or  sweep  thy  bud  with  blighting  wing  f" 

Here  may  the  lily  breath  its  fragrance ; 

The  violet  here  its  perfume  shed. 
And  to  each  passing  frolic  Zephyr 

The  primrose  bow  its  lovely  head ! 

ALCIDA. 

Here  ne'er  may  listless  heifer  straying 
To  shun  the  scorching  noon-tide  hours, 

Disturb  thy  clear  pellucid  waters. 
Or  trample  on  thy  new-born  flowers! 

Oh !  ne'er  may  hapless  lover-  languish 
Reclin'd  along  thy  willowy  side; 

No  bitter  tear  of  hopeless  anguish 
Pollute  thy  clear,  thy  crystal  tide : 

But  tver  on  thy  mossy  border 

May  Love  and  Peace  delight  to  rest; 

And  cherub  Innocence  gay  carol. 
And  cull  thy  flowers  to  deck  her  breast ! 


i 
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LA  GIERUSALEMME  SOGGETTITA*. 


BY  tHE   REV,  JOSEPH   STERLnrOk 


To  old  Belgard,  Sir  Claribeli 
Kelates  bis  doleful  tale  ; 

How  Sion's  sacred  fort  is  ta'cn> 
And  Sarzan  foae  prevail. 


O  Mortal  man !  how  vain  thy  notions  are, 

^ho  ween'st  on  earth  to  find  stability ; 

On  earth  all  things  for  ever  changing  were, 

And  all  are  snbjed  to  infirmity : 

Decays  each  thing  that  wonneth  under  sky : 

Jerusalem!  thou  city  of  our  Lord, 

How  many  various  chances  didst  thou  try ! 

Once  held  foy  men,  who  highest  God  adored^ 

But  now  enthralled  art  hy  Paynim'^s  ruthless  sworcU 

Hail,  Colinetf,  thou  blythest  of  the  train> 
That  woo'd  the  muse  by  Heliconian  spring ;      ^ 
With  thee  may  laurel  girlond  liiil  remain, 
And  on  thy  grave  may  rosy-bosom'd  spring 

*  The  author  is  aware,  that  the  great  battle  between  Saladin  and 
Gay  de  Lusienan  was  fought  near  the  Lake  of  Tibf  riHS ;  bat  b# 
chose  Jerosami  as  baiog  more  poetic  groaad. 

t  Speatar. 

q2 
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Her  incense  scatter  from  dew-dropping  wing: 
In  thy  Nepenthe  let  me  steep  my  quill, 
And  with  thy  finger  touch  the  trembling  string,- 
Whert  thrown  beside  the  wildly-murmuring  rill, 
I  view  the  evening  shade  descend  from  Arlo  hill. 

Whylome  in  Erin  wonn'd  a  gallant  knight. 
Well  was  he  vers'd  in  ev'ry  martial  deed  ; 
Oft  guided  he  the  raging  storm  of  light, 
And  oft  he  launc'd  the  spear  and  rein'd  the  deed  ; 
And  oft  he  made  the  prowest  Paynim  bleed, 
Thrice  did  he  combat  in  the  holy  lond, 
And  captive  pilgrim  from  vile  thraldom  freed  ; 
And  thrice  on  Indian  shore  unsheath'd  his  brond^ 
And  dy'd  with  faithless  blood  the  rich  Egyptian  llrond. 

But  now  the  summer  of  his  life  was  pasf, 
And  rigid  winter  cloth'd  his  head  with  grey  ; 
His  mighty  limbs  and  sinews  strong  were  brast ; 
And  to  his  valiant  heart  his  hand  said  nay ; 
Nor  strove  he  now  in  honourable  fray; 
His  long-try'd  arms  of  adamantine  mould, 
Whose  glorious  lustre  dimm'd  the  radiant  day, 
And  all  his  war-like  trophies  manifold. 
The  strong  and  stately  pillars  of  his  hall  uphold. 

Three  sons  he  had,  three  gallant  sons  they  were, 
And  like  their  sire  in  field  of  Mars  renown'd ; 
High  deeds  achieved  they,  most  passing  rare, 
In  European  and  in  Asian  ground  ; 
Yet  still  with  splendid  conquest  were  they  crowu'd : 
Now  did  they  combat  'gainst  the  unbaptiz'd. 
And  were  in  Palestina  to  be  found  ; 
Their  deeds  of  hardiment  all  men  surpriz'd^ 
And  by  their  chivalry  themselves  they  eternized*. 
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Large  and  .expanded  was  ihcir  father's  soui, 
Ke  once  by  sordid  narrow  thought  confin'd; 
No  could  base  avarice  his  will  controul, 
For  still  to  bounty-head  he  was  incliu'd, 
And  on  fair  honor  ever  set  his  mind: 
The  passing  knight  was  still  his  welcome  guest, 
And  courteous  entertainment  still  did  find, 
When  the  broad  moon  illum'd  the  crimson  east, 
Unfolded  were  the  gates,  and  spredden  was  the  feast. 

• 

In  Arlo  Glynne  this  baron's  castle  stood, 
The  loveliest  Glynne,  of  lovely  Innisfail : 
In  stateliest  pride  here  frown'd  the  dark'ning  wood. 
Here  streamlets  murmur d  down  thevernant  vale; 
Here  harvests  wav'd  beneath  the  evening  gale, 
HeYe  stags  high-bounding  roam'd  the  wild  Gaultces, 
Along  whose  sides  the  sheets  of  va])our  sail ; 
\VKere  deep  entraunc'd  the  lonely  hunter  sees 
Ideal  forms  to  mount  the  pinions  of  the  breeze. 

But,  Arlo  Glynne,  thy  glories  are  no  more, 
Fell'd  are  thy  forefts  by  the  rythless  hand 
Of  wild  extravagance,  still  craving  more 
To  lavish  idly  on  bis  scoundrel  band, 
In  sottish  pleasures,  which  the  tool  had  plann'd: 
Ev'n  now  some  traveller  of  curious  eyne. 
All  o'er  thy  rev' rend  ruins  takes  his  stand. 
Sighs  o'er  th^  spot  where  once  in  fortune's  shine, 
Belgardo^  good  and  brave,  with  errant  knights  did  dine. 

Old  night  ascended  had  her  starry  wain. 
And  with  her  russet  veil  the  landscape  clad  ; 
When  tow'rds  Belgardo's  castle  thwart  the  plain, 
^stranger  knight  advanc'd  of  scmblaunce  sad, 
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And  mournful  arms  of  sable  hue  he  had ; 
Strong  seem'd  his  arm  to  stem  the  battle's  rage. 
Upright  his  portaunce  was  of  nought  ydrad, 
His  steed  did  seem  of  stately  carriage, 
And  by  his  master's  side  there  ran  his  tiny  page. 

"With  glorious  wounds  the  warrior's  face  was  scan^d^ 
And  honour's  badge  was  scored  on  his  breast ; 
Both  shield  and  habergeon  were  foully  marr'd, 
And  well  their  owner's  martial  mind  exprest : 
The  shining  helmet  and  the  waving  crest, 
By  dint  of  ruthless  sword  were  rudely  shent ; 
A  soaring  hawk  was  on  his  shield  emprest, 
"Which  tow'rds  yon  azure  arch  her  journey  bent. 
And  clang'd  her  sounding  wings  as  tfiro'the  air  she  went. 

From  lofty  sell  the  stranger  knight  descends. 
And  many  'squires  and  pages  round  him  wait ; 
By  those  conducted  to  the  hall  he  wends, 
Where  old  Belgardo  sate  in  princely  state, 
"Who  rose  from  couch  to  do  him  court'sy  great. 
And  him  saluted  in  most  lovely  guise ; 
Heap'd  was  the  table  with  most  dainty  meat. 
Such  as  shrewd  cook  could  by  his  art  devise. 
And  the  clear  crystal  vase  with  purple,  Bacchus  dyes. 

Now  sated  hunger  was,  and  sated  thirst, 
And  ready  servants  tables  mov'd  away ; 
Then  old  Bclgard  his  guest  addressed  first, 
Kind  courteous  Sir,  one  boon  1  craven  may. 
Of  thy  proud  deeds  and  lineage  the  display  ; 
For  well  I  ween  that  noble  is  thy  strain, 
And  strong  thy  hand  in  fierce  Bellona's  fray. 
Thy  port  and  countenance  aread  thee  plain. 
To  be  in  knightly  thews  an  honourable  swain* 
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Then  bowing  low  the  stranger  knight  reply'd, 
Most  noble  ho^t,  thy  will  be  quickly  done ; 
My  name  is  Claribell,  myself  I  pride, 
Ne  high  emprize,  ne  danger  dread  to  shun  ; 
But  spread  my  fame  from  tone  to  tother  sun  ; 
Where  the  broad  Shannon  pours  his  echoing  wave. 
There  Bravadore,  my  father,  held  his  wonne, 
Whilome  in  deeds  of  war  a  champion  brave, 
Now  freed  from  toil  and  care  he  sleeps  in  silent  grave* 

When  thrice  five  summers  I  had  fully  seen, 
Myself  I  furnished  with  shining  shield, 
And  cas'd  my  manly  limbs  in  armour  sheen. 
And  with  ray  thund'ring  courser  beat  the  field; 
And  'gainst  dismay  my  haughty  courage  steel'd : 
Tow'rds  fair  Jerusalem  I  fliap'd  my  road, 
Where  cruel  Infidels  in  battle  yield; 
Where  frowning  war  in  all  his  horrors  glow'd, 
And  stain'd  with  human  gore  discolour'd  Jordan  flow'd. 

Now  royal  Lufignan  high  feats  achiev'd, 
And  smote  the  Arab  with  relentless  blade; 
The  mighty  Saladin  was  sore  aggrieved, 
That  to  the  Sar*zans  such  despight  he  made, 
Inflara*d  with  rancour  thus  he  sternly  pray'd; 
"  Great  Macon,  hear  from  thy  celestial  shrine, 
"  O  let  me  be  for  ay  a  damned  shade, 
"  By  Stygian  ftrond  in  endless  bale  to  pine, 
"  If  thou  be  not  aveng'd  of  those  fell  fone  of  thine." 

Thus  vow'd  the  Caliph,  and  thus  felly  rag'd, 
Eftsoons  to  wagen  war  he  did  provide : 
A  thousand  kings  are  in  his  pay  engaged, 
Whose  thousand  hosts  before  his  city  bide, 
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Imperial  Memphis,  Egypt's  so v' reign  prido: 
The  tawny  Indian  from  the  farthest  east, 
Where  Phoebus  rises  from  th'  empurpled  tide. 
The  Mauri tanian  from  the  steepy  west, 
Where  in  th'  Atlantic  wave  his  burning  car  is  kest^ 

The  black  Caffrarian  from  the  stormy  Cape, 
Incessantly  by  waves  and  tempests  beat ; 
The  Ethiopian  *  with  his  sceptred  ape, 
And  Guinea's  sons,  of  hue  more  black  than  jet^ 
The  Scythian  from  Riphoean  mountains  wet, 
Where  dreary  winter  holds  eternal  reign-. 
Where  shines  the  bear  in  ocean  ne'er  to  set ; 
The  Sar'zan  bands  of  Afric  and  of  Spain, 
And  the  redoubted  sons  of  utmost  Taprobanc. 

This  mighty  host  great  Saladin  review'd, 
The  banncr'd  nations  pass*d  in  fair  array ; 
Then  towards  Jerusalem  their  march  pursu'd, 
With  the  first  beamings  of  the  springing  day ; 
The  fame  of  this  did  nought  our  prince  affray: 
His  num'rous  levies  he  collcds  in  hafte, 
That  he  his  regal  crown  defcnden  may ; 
Strong  tow'rs  and  engines  on  the  vyalls  he  plac'd. 
And  many  an  hardy  band  in  arms  of  proof  ycas'd^ 

Now  evening  spread  her  duiky  mantle  round. 
And  veil'd  the  prospect  with  her  shadows  dun, 
When  lo!  we  heard  a  dreadful  rushing  sound, 
As  when  to  battle  armed  myriads  run ; 
The  horrent  clangor  did  our  senses  stun. 
Now  well  we  ken'd  th'  Egyptian  hoft  was  nigh, 
Ne  mightier  hoft  beneath  the  circling  sun, 

*  See  a  note  in  the- ancient  part  of  the  Universal  Historji  Voj^ 
xvii,  p.  b02.    Octavo  edit,  Dublin,  1746. 
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Their  steeds  and  camels  terribly  did  neigh, 

And  shouts  of  barb'rous  nations  rent  the  vaulted  (ky. 

That  nic;ht  our  walls  were  lined  with  a  band 
Of  hardy  soldiers  to  confront  our  foes ; 
The  bright  spear  glittor'd  in  each  martial  hand, 
The  burnished  targets  glcaniM  in  shining  rows, 
And  wide  around  a  ftream  of  radiance  flows; 
The  wakeful  sentries  kept  strona;  watch  and  war4» 
And  rugged  smith  still  heaped  blows  on  blows, 
And  with  extremest  cark  and  labour  far'd, 
And  polish'd  shields  and  spears  yfram'd  of  iron  hard. 

The  hours  unbar r'd  the  gates  of  day  above, 
And  Phoebus  scem'd  to  rise*  in  mournful  mood  ; 
Pale  were  his  beams  to  gild  the  court  of  Jove, 
His  angry  coursers  loath'd  their  heav'niy  food, 
And  wish'd  to  plunge  again  in  ocean's  flood  : 
Portentous  clouds  surcharg'd  th'  horisjon  o'er, 
And  their  dark  skirts  distained  were  with  blood  ; 
The  late  green  fields  a  sanguine  aspect  wore, 
And  from  the  trees  distilled  drops  of  crimson  gore. 

The  city  gates  were  then  unfolded  wide. 
In  length'ning  lines  the  marshalTd  armies  came; 
Far  o'er  the  plain  was  pour'd  the  burni^h'd  tide, 
And  to  the  winds  our  gorgeous  pennons  stream; 
With  gold  and  precious  stones  they  richly  flame; 
The  glitt'ring  arms  a  glorious  prospect  yield, 
Shedding  around  a  keen  refuigcjit  gleam; 
Resplendent  was  the  horror  of  the  field. 
Gay  shone  each  plumed  helm  and  fair-emblazon'd shield. 

Great  Lusignan  was  arm'd  in  coat  of  mail. 
Of  steel  transparent  like  to  cryftal  glass; 
And  in  the  centre  must  hims(?lf  avail. 
Where  all  his  footmen  he  arranged  has, 
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Of  hardy  wights  a  well  compared  mass  : 
His  widcH'xtended  wintrs  the  horsemen  form 
Whose  neighing  coursers  paw'd  the  deep  green  grasf?. 
And  seem'd  more  licet  and  fell  than  boill'rous  storm, 
Which  rusheth  from  his  cave  and  doth  the  skies  defonii. 

Our  gallant  leader  darts  from  file  to  file, 
To  every  band,  to  ev'ry  squadron  goes; 
He  greets  each  warriour  with  a  gracious  smile, 
Upon  his  cheek  youth's  purple  splendour  glows, 
And  from  his  eye  assured  conquest  flows  : 
Meantime  the  mighty  Sar'zan  host  advanced. 
With  ensigns  spread  to  ev'ry  breeze  that  blows, 
Sun-shiny  beams  upon  their  harness  danc'd. 
And  from  their  helms  and  shields  the  mimic  lightning 
glanc'd. 

Like  the  Colossus  plac'd  at  Rhodes  whylomc, 
Before  his  host  high-tower'd  proud  Saladine  ; 
So  Neptune  heaves  himself  above  the  foam. 
And  with  his  mace  controuls  the  ocean's  brine, 
And  thro'  his  empire  darts  his  flaming  eyne  ; 
His  habergeon  was  rough  with  scales  of  gold, 
And  silver  crescents  on  his  baldric  shine ; 
It  eke  was  Starr 'd  with  diamonds  manifold, 
The  which  in  darkest  shade  a  wondrous  day  might  yold. 

The  bright  broad  sun  in  full  meridian  blaze, 
Was  the  vast  orbit  of  his  mighty  shield, 
When  vertical  he  flings  his  burning  rays, 
And  to  his  heat  both  man  and  beast  must  yield  ; 
Depainted  plainly  in  that  ample  field. 
Was  a  grim  giant  of  enormous  size, 
Who  seem'd  in  strong  right  hand  the  sun  to  wield. 
And  'gainst  the  stars  to  aim  his  high  emprize, 
His  foot  on  solid  earth,  his  head  enshrin'd  in  skies. 
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Upon  his  helmet  was  a  serpent  pight, 
And  many  a  lengthcn'd  fold  his  tail  unwound ; 
His  sparkling  eyes  emit  a  flashing  light, 
And  seem  to  hurl  the  levin-brond  around, 
His  crashing  jaws  grate  thunder's  harshest  sound  : 
Tall  was  the  courser  that  this  Paynim  rode, 
For  very  pride  he  seemM  to  spurn  the  i^round ; 
He  champ'd  the  foamy  bit,  his  eye-balls  glow'd, 
Adown  his  shining  sides  the  sweat  in  torrents  flow'd. 

The  brazen  trumpets  gave  a  dreadful  blast, 
A  blast  which  well  mote  rend  both  earth  and  skies ; 
Fierce  Saladin  against  our  right  wing  past. 
Him  Philibcrt,  a  German  knigHt,  espies, 
And  boldly  tow'rds  the  prince  of  Paynims  hies  : 
Blit  vain  the  higli  essay  of  lofty  breast ! 
To  shend  the  Sar'zan  was  too  high  emprize : 
Stern  Saladin  with  couched  launce  in  rest. 
Good  Philibert  to  ground  from  sell  most  rudely  kcst. 

Now  show'rs  of  jav'lins  hurtled  thro'  the  air. 
And  clouds  of  arrows  'thwart  the  welkin  flew; 
A  thousand  glitt'ring  blades  unsheathed  were. 
Which  flamM  amazement  on  the  gazer's  view. 
And  o'er  the  battle  dazzling  splendours  threw  : 
Full  in  the  front  tremendous  Mavors  rag'd. 
And  Discord  storm'd  amidst  the  warring  crew; 
Stern  Slaughter  frown'd  where  madd'ning  hosts  engag'd, 
Where  knights  of  highest  fame  the  deadly  combat  wag'd. 

Close  by  the  Soldan's  side  a  warriour  fought, 
White  was  his  courser  as  the  fleecy  snow  ; 
His  radiant  arms  with  silver  were  enwrought. 
Which  like  the  wave  of  Neptune  seem'd  to  flow, 
W^en  west  winds  gently  on  his  surface  blow. 
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Upon  his  crest  rich  plumes  of  scarlet  shine, 

And  in  his  shield  pourtrayed  is  the  bow, 

That  gorgeous  bow,  which  decks  yon  azure  skync, 

Brighter  than  Juno's  bird  bestarr'd  with  Argus'  eyne, 

Now  a  fierce  blow  unluckily  was  sped, 
From  a  stern  Saxon's  desolating  hanxl, 
Full  it  descended  on  this  Paynini's  head, 
Ne  can  his  plated  helm  resist  the  brand ; 
Nought  can  prevent  what  rigid  fate  has  plknn'd  : 
Soon  as  he  felt  the  ruthless  biting  sword. 
Before  death  seal'd  his  eyes  with  ebon  wand, 
He  cast  one  long  look  tow'rds  bis  honor'd  lord, 
Whom  living  most  he  Toy'd,  and  dying  now  ador'd. 

O  wretched  Caliph  I  what  avails  thy  boast. 
That  thronging  nations  own  thy  lordly  sway ! 
See  !  the  dear  mistress  of  thy  soul  is  lost. 
Fair  Saphadii\a,  fair  as  flow'r  in  May, 
Opening  its  beauties  to  the  morning  ray. 
Let  the  pride  wither  of  Idume's  palm, 
And  o'er  her  grave  let  virgins  hymn  the  lay; 
Let' it  be  deck'd  with  od'rous  nard  and  balm, 
O  fair  may  be  her  fame !  O  may  her  soul  be  calm  J 

Where  rich  Damascus  rears  its  stately  walls. 
And  the  clear  Pharpar  rolls  his  golden  wave ; 
Where  Abana  from  tow'ring  Leb'non  falls, 
Dweird  this  fair  lady  fam'd  for  bounty  brave, 
To  her  their  choicest  gifts  the  Graces  gave : 
Her  Asia's  mighty  sov 'reign  saw  and  lov'd, 
Nought  could  his  heart  from  Cupid's  arrow  save, 
His  flame  by  Saphadina  was  approv'd, 
And  both  their  souls  did  seem  by  equal  passion  mov'd, 


237 

When  wild  ambition  fir'd  the  Caliph's  mind, 
To  stretch  his  sceptre  o'er  the  Syrian  land ; 
Ne  would  his  Saphadiiia  stay  behind, 
Vain  were  his  prayers  and  his  entreaties  bland, 
Beside  her  lord  she  took  her  desp'rate  stand  : 
O'er  her  pale  face  the  mournful  prince  now  hung, 
Now  press'd  the  coldness  of  her  lily  hand, — 
Then  by  disdain,  and  love,  and  sorrow  stung, 
Into  our  thickest  rank:*  most  furiouslv  he  flunir. 

As  when  a  ramna;  torrent  thundVing  down 
From  some  steep  mountain,  deluges  the  plain. 
Its  swelling  waves  the  subject  valley  drown. 
And  sweep  away  the  labours  of  the  swain, 
His  flocks,  his  herds,  his  crops  of  golden  grain : 
So  the  fierce  Soldan  rush'd  amid  the  throng, 
And  urg'd  his  fiery  steed  o'er  hills  of  slain  ; 
Like  the  wing'd  whirlwind's  blast  he  pour'd  along. 
And  look'd  Briareus  fierce,  or  Adamastor  strong. 

The  great  Enceladus  you  might  him  deem, 
Or  grim  Typhocus  fellest  of  the  fell ; 
Ne  mortal  being  mote  you  him  esteem. 
But  some  curs'd  sprite  escap'd  from  deepest  hell ; 
So  strong  and  firm  he  sat  in  lofty  sell, 
A  thousand  swords,  a  thousand  s])ears  him  smote; 
Myself  beheld,  ne  forged  tale  I  tell, 
Albe  around  him  burn'd  the  battle  bote, 
Ne  once  empierced  was  his  target  or  his  coat. 

Now  half  our  host  this  Pagan  had  o'erthrown. 
With  giant  bond  and  mighty  puissaunce, 
When  three  brave  youths  in  fighting  fields  well  known, 
For  high  exploits  of  fairest  chevisaunce. 
Against  the  Caliph  did  themselves  advaunce  : 
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Their  angry  courage  tbcy  did  bravely  whet, 
And  boldly  rushed  on  with  couched  launce ; 
Fierce  Saladin  they  furiously  beset, 
And  in  his  wild  career  they  did  him  somewhat  let# 

Like  some  tall  rock  which  overhangs  the  deep, 
l^rojecting  horrour  on  the  surge  below  ; 
^Gainst  which  the  waves  eternal  combat  keep, 
'Gainst  which  the  stormy  winds  unceasing  blow; 
But  strive  in  vain  to  work  its  overthrow  : 
Thus  mighty  Saladin  unmoved  stands, 
And  mocks  the  fury  of  his  angry  foe ; 
The  flaming  faulchion  lightens  in  his  hands. 
And  seems  Jove's  thunderbolt  to  crush  liic  giant  bands* 

The  first  he  smote  so  hugely  on  the  crest. 
That  his  bright  burgonet  was  cleft  in  tway  ; 
Nor  here  did  ruthless  sword  of  Paynim  rest, 
But  in  his  brain  did  deep  itself  embay ; 
Nor  can  the  second  stony  death  gainsay, 
The  thrilling  point  is  at  his  bosom  bent, 
And  to  his  throbbing  heart  it  finds  its  way ; 
The  third)  tho'  certcs  he  was  knight  most  gent, 
Was  cloven  down  to  waist,  O  grievous  monument! 

So  have  1  seen  three  poplars  young  and  fair, 
By  winding  stream  their  leafy  branches  spread, 
Gayly  they  flourished  to  the  gladsome  air, 
And  in  the  pride  of  youth  they  bourgeoned, 
In  spring's  own  liv'ry  all  apparrelled : 
Lo !  sturdy  woodman  comes  with  treach'rous  steel, 
Ne  friend  to  beauty,  ne  to  bounty-head, 
His  keen  relentless  weapon  they  must  feel, 
And  be  transmew'd  to  mast,  or  spoke  of  circling  whedU 
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Here  for  a  moment  paus'd  the  stranger  knight, 
New  breath  to  take ;  meantime  the  silent  tear 
Streamed  down  Belgardo's  cheek  ;  a  strange  deligbl 
Mingled  with  horrour,  and  remembrance  dear 
Of  those  he  loved  best  and  licld  most  near, 
Gleam*d  on  his  brow;  his  colour  went  and  came: 
Certes  the  good  old  man  wa"  pleas*d  to  hear, 
His  sons  had  found  a  never-dying  name. 
And  flourish'd  from  their  graves  an  honourable  fstme. 

Long  had  he  known  the  heroes  were  no  more. 
Their  ghosts  had  told  it  in  the  hollow  blast ; 
And  as  he  trod  the  river's  willow'd  shore, 
The  youths  before  him  in  bright  vision  past, 
They  couch'd  the  lance,  and  airy  javelin  cast: 
His  trusty  sword  with  drops  of  blood  was  stain'd. 
His  faithful  dog  howTd  o'er  the  dreary  waste  5 
And  to  the  nisjlit  and  silent  moon  complain'd : 
And  now  Sir  Claribell,  once  more,  his  speech  regaia'ct^ 

At  this  tlie  Soldan  waxed  wondrous  proud, 
And  shook  his  bloody  faulchion  in  the  air; 
Again  he  mingled  in  the  fighting  crowd, 
And  flash'd  dismay  even  to  our  farthest  rear. 
Where'er  he  went,  him  followed  wan  despair; 
He  seem'd  grim  IMars  by  Hebrus'  echoing  shore, 
Such  his  fierce  cheer,  and  stern  deportment  were ; 
He  seem'd  Achilles,  stain'd  with  Trojan  gore. 
Or  Nimrod,  first  of  kings,  who  chac'd  the  tusky  boar. 

With  high  disdain,  great  Lusignan  beheld 
His  glorious  ensigns  all  to  earth  o'erthrown ; 
With  gen'rous  rage  his  manly  bosom  swell'd. 
And  his  vex'd  sprite  most  grievously  did  groan, 
Which  sure  mote  move  an  heart  of  hardest  stoue; 
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Himself  resolv'd  to  prove  this  Caliph's  might, 
And  try  the  prowess  of  his  arm  alone  ; 
'I'hen  did  he  soon  address  him  for  tlie  light, 
And  ran  with    beam-like    hpear  against    the  Payninv 
knight. 

The  Sar'zan  king  was  arm'd  from  top  to  tot*, 
In  plated  armour  all  of  IcnijxM'  sure; 
Nathless  the  shock  of  his  outraiyo'^is  fnc, 
Ne  mote  hinuelf,  ne  mote  iu'-  httrd  endure  ; 
But  low  on  ground  tliey  lay,  witliout  rerure. 
How  fell,  and  furious,  then  was  Sahulinc  ! 
Fierce  frown\i  the  visage  of  this  angry  Moor ; 
A  proud  disdain  inHam'd  his  stormy  tine, 
Disdain  and  rage  both  flashed  from  his  blazrng  eyiie. 

Swiftly  from  earth  upsprung  the  Hagarene, 
And  secm'd  in  strenoth  and  courai^e  to  encreasf. 
Like  huge  Antaeus,  on  the  Lyhian  phun, 
\Vlio  from  the  earth  d<TivM  his  boasted  rare; 
In  both  his  hands  he  hent  an  iron  mace, 
And  on  Lusiijnan  strokes  so  stromilv  laid. 
Did  not  high  Ood  compassionate  his  case, 
Ne  thins  he  e'er  again  had  thouf^hr  or  said, 
But  had  enwrapped  been  in  death's  eternal  shade. 

In  deep  astoundment  on  the  plain  he  fell, 
An  heavy  corse  of  liteless  chiy  he  seemM, 
The  joyful  Pagans  rais'd  an  horrent  yell ; 
*  For  him  or  dead,  or  captive,  they  esteem'd, 
And  concjurst  sure  unto  th'^niselves  they  deemM  : 
Him  from  the  field  the  shouting  victors  bore, 
Each  christian  eye  with  pious  sorrow  streamed  ; 
Now  battle  they  darraign  (what  can  they  mon?), 
And  mountains  heap  of  dead,  and  float  the  plain  witfc 
gore. 
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The  radiant  arms  that  erst  so  brightly  shone, 
And  with  fictitious  lightnings  daz'd  the  eyne. 
And  seem'd  to  vie  with  Phoebus'  noon-tide  thronci 
Mow  like  the  clouded  moon  do  dimly  shine^ 
Or  like  rude  ore  extracted  from  the  mine : 
They  all  defiled  are  with  blood  and  dust ; 
The  quaint  devices  and  impresses  fine, 
Most  sorely  marred  are  by  cruel  thru^t^ 
But  suffer  by  mischaunce  all  earthly  matter  must! 

The  gen'rous  courser  and  his  haughty  lord, 
In  glorious  bleeding  low  on  ground  do  lye ; 
The  fellest  fone  their  bitter  strife  accord, 
And  seem  forgetful  of  their  enmity. 
Beside  the  vanquished  docs  the  victor  die : 
Now  in  slow  circles  wave  the  swords  around, 
In  thinner  showers  the  languid  javelins  fiie ; 
Winds  thro'  the  air  a  dull  confused  sound, 
As  when  the  winds  and  waves  their  murmurs  hoarse 
confound. 

With  shiver'd  launces  and  with  cloven  shields, 
AAd  riven  helmets  was  the  earth  dispread; 
ARsanguin'd  torl*ents  streamed  along  the  fields, 
And  the  green  grass  now  blushed  rosy  rod, 
With  blood  of  slaughter'd  knights  envcrmeiled: 
Now  ebbing  honour  flow'd  from  christian  veins, 
Now  the  fierce  Turk  and  haughty  Persian  bled  j 
An  undistinguish'd  carnage  loads  the  plains, 
Blank  Horrour  stalks  around,  and  Desolation  reigns* 

Our  highest  prowess  was  no  avail, 
Gay  conquest  crown'd  the  hardy  Saracine; 
How  did  each  faithful  christian  weep  and  wail! 
To  see  the  crescent  in  full  splendour  shine,  • 
Exalted  high  above  the  cross  divine. 

VOL.  V.  a 
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Our  }^ieldin^  squadrons  fled  <m  evety  side ; 

Nought  covld  resist  impetuous  Saladine, 

Still  did  he  ra&;e  with  unremitting  pride. 

And  still  with  slaughters  new  he  swelled  the  crilitsmi  tide* 

O  Claribcll !  how  troubled  was  thy  sprite ! 
When  Christ's  own  army  was  discomfited ; 
Thy  glorious  day  how  quickly  chang'd  to  night ! 
And  the  bright  sunshine  of  thy  life  how  fled  !  . 
Yet,  was  thy  soul  withouten  coward  dread. 
Fell  Saladin  in  combat  I  withstood, 
Tho'  deadly  terrours  o'er  his  brow  were  spread ; 
His  thigh  1  deep  empierc'd,  out  spun  the  blood. 
And  stain'd  his  radiant  armour  with  the  rushing  (U)&L 

Once  more  my  heavy  bond  I  rear'd  on  high. 
And  smote  most  hugely  on  his  ample  targe; 
Swifter  descends  the  blow  than  glaunce  of  eye, 
And  fairly  took  away  its  utmost  marge, 
And  in  his  left-side  made  incision  large : 
Then  with  dread  mace,  which  none  resisten  may, 
Eftsoons  most  rudely  gan  he  me  to  charge, 
Till  on  the  pliain  in  heavy  trance  I  lay,  V 

And  from  iny  swimming  eyes  was  snatchM  the  radiMft 
day. 

Ne  did  I  waken  from  my  drowsy  dty 
Till  stars  had  kindled  heav'n's  refulgent  blue; 
An  icy  cold  my  bruised  members  smit, 
Death  spread  around  his  wings  of  pallid  htie, 
And  scant  could  life  the  ghastly  fiend  eschew^ 
At  length  upon  my  limbs  myself  I  rear'd, 
But  horrour  and  distraction  were  the  view; 
Jerusalem  cnwrapp'd  in  fiames  appeared, 
And  melancholy  groans  of  dying  men  I  heard. 
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The  bnrning  ruins  blaz'd  upon  my  eyne, 
And  seem'd  to  add  new  horrour^  to  the  dark; 
Their  glare  was  like  the  baleful  comet's  ihine. 
Or  like  the  flash  of  Jore's  etherial  spark, 
Which  dreadful  paflage  thro' the  (kies  doth  mark: 
In  me  what  grief,  what  high  disdain  was  bred ! 
How  sore  oppressed  was  I  with  painful  cark ! 
How  oft  I  wibh'd  myself  among  the  dead ! 
At  length  into  the  woods  I  slowly,  sourly  fled. 

Now  thrice  mild  Cynthia,  with  her  silver  wain, 
Yon  flar-bespangled  concave  did  surround ; 
And  thrice  to  men  her  full-face  shewed  plain, 
And  thrice  descended  to  infernal  ground, 
Yet  still  in  lonely  forest  I  was  found ; 
At  length  on  me  kind  fortune  deign'd  to  smile. 
And  thro'  the  wilds  my  toilsome  road  I  wound, 
Then  roam'd  the  track  'tween  Ganges  and  the  IS  ile. 
And  hardy  deeds  achieved  befitting  knightly  stile. 


From  the  Italian  of  FULVIO  TESTI. 

Haply  my  friend,  beneath  the  Coelian  height, 
^Dr  Aventine,  'tis  thine,  with  pensive  pace, 
Itonje's  spacious  ways  and  pompous  wrecks  to  trace, 
AA^hile  moss  and  weeds  obstruct  thy  curious  sight, 

A^ith  pity-mingled  anger,  whilst  thine  eye, 
AVhere  temples  once  and  theatres  arose, 
^ees  the  plough  cleave,  the  lowing  herd  repose ; 
X)eep  from  my  breast  I  heave  with  thee  the  sigh. 

R  2 


Ours  is  the  fault,  that  ^mid  the  wreck  of  time 
Rome's  glorious  fabric  raould'ring  thus  decays,^ 
Ours — that  no  son  of  these  degenerate  days 
Knows  in  his  great  forefathers'  steps  to  climb. 

The  lofty  arch  and  trophied  column  claim 
The  honour  due  to  ancient  valorous  deeds. 
But  none  of  living  virtue  now  succeeds 
On  arch  or  column  to  inscribe  his  name. 

Latium  1  the  gen'rous  soul  that  once  did  breathe,. 
Expires  in  luxury's  deceitful  arms; 
Seest  thou  not,  wretched !  by  her  baneful  charms 
Thy  laurel  dwindled  to  a  myrtle-wreath? 

Forgive  my  words  I  'twas  once  thy  youth's  delight. 
In  hardy  sports  to  brace  the  active  frame, 
To  beiKi  the  bow,  the  warlike  steed  to  tame, 
To  rear  the  shield,  and  poise  the  lance  in  fight. 

Now,  by  the  crystal  mirror's  friendly  aid, 
Thy  copious  locks  in  artful  ringlets  flow ; 
And,  strown  with  gold,  thy  costly  garments  show 
Thy  ancient  wealth,  in  idle  pomp  displayed. 

To  thee,  her  richest  sweets  Assyria  sends, 
Snatched  from  Sabca's  odour-breathing  bloom; 
To  grace  thy  haughty  neck,  Batavia's  loom 
Its  finest  webs  of  filmy  texture  lends. 

In  golden  cups,  thy  festal  board  around, 

The  foreign  juice  of  rocky  Scios  shines; 

And  frozen  waters  tame  Falernian  wines, 

When  burning  summer  cleaves  the  thirsty  grou^^ 
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To  swell  thy  sumptuous  banquet's  wasteful  pride 
Afric  and  Phasis  send  their  feathered  store. 
And  finny  tribes,  from  many  a  distant  shore, 
In  massive  gold,  'mid  liquid  odours  glide* 

Such  wast  tliou  not  when  Rome's  young  empire  saw 
The  ploughman  Consul,  nor  disdained  to  own 
The  poor  Dictator  on  his  humble  throne, 
His  rustic  fasces,  and  his  simple  law  ! 

Yet,  those  rude  hands,  behind  the  laboring  wain 
That  urge  the  weary  oxen's  tardy  tread. 
Thy  glory  raised,  thy  conquering  ensign  spread 
From  Austral  climes  to  Boreas'  wintry  reign. 

Now,  scarce  the  mem'ry  of  thy  lofty  state 
Survives;  and,  trampling  on  extinguished  worth, 
And  ancient  valour  crumbling  low  in  earth, 
Barbarian  rigour  triumphs  o'er  thy  fate. 

Friend !  if  Italia  rouze  not  from  her  dream, 
(False  be  my  words!)  ere  long  the  Persian  force, 
Or  Thracian  armies,  in  victorious  course. 
Shall  pitch  their  hostile  tents  by  Tiber's  stream ! 

L.A. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Soldier!  the  bones  these  blood-stain'd  trophies  hide, 
Were  Bosville  yesterday — his  country's  pride. 
Fate,  in  a  few  short  weeks  of  one  campaign, 
Thought  fame  like  his  was  quite  enough  to  gain. 

R.  B.  IIALHED^  £S<), 

k9 
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STANZAS. 

IROM    THE   GERMAN    OF    MATHIS09* 


If  in  the  sympathetic  hour, 

When  Evening  wears  her  sober  gray, 

A  form  should  glide  to  yonder  bower, 

And  fondly  smile,  and  pass  away, 

It  is  my  spirit :  I  foretel 

The  joys  our  love  deserves  so  welL 

And  when  the  moon  enthroned  on  high 
Shall  animate  thy  waking  dream, 
And  breezes  through  the  willow  sigh, 
The  willow  weeping  o'er  tho  stream ; 
Then  shouldst  thou  feci  a  starting  tear, 
Ah  think  my  spirit  hovers  near. 

Or  when  thy  memory  paints  the  bliss, 
Which  made  the  world  a  fairy  land ; 
If  something  like  a  zephyr's  kiss 
Should  seem  to  touch  thy  lip,  or  hand ; 
Or  should  thy  fluttering  lamp  expire. 
My  spirit  trembles  for  desire. 

And  if,  while  many  a  twinkling  star. 
Shall  in  thy  conscious  chamber  shine. 
Like  the  ^olian  harp  from  far, 
A  voice  should  whisper  "  Ever  Thine,'' 
My  spirit  bids  thee  softly  rest, 
Sustained  by  Hope,  by  Fancy  blest. 

WEtMAR.  J.  LAWRENCE. 
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ODE 

WRITTEK   ON  THE  BANKS  OF    THE   THAMES, 

NEAR   ETON. 

Bjf  the  JRcr.  J,  HOLDEN  POTT.     . 


What  voice  of  low  and  solemn  sound 
Comes  wafted  down  the  silent  stream  ? 

Oh  gentle  Sleep,  still  hover  round, 
If  now  the  Poet  should  but  dream. 

It  murmurs  still,  with  secret  power 
To  penetrate  and  melt  the  heart, 

Ah,  let  an  humble  bard  implore 
One  bleffing,  and  in  peace  depart. 

Tis  past — and  on  the  evening  aif 
Calm  silence  floats,  and  reigns  again^ 

Yet  still  the  deep  tone  Alls  my  ear. 
And  runs  through  every  secret  vein. 

*'  Fond  youth,  it  said,  whose  anxious  eyes 
''  Still  turn  with  pensive  sad  delight, 

'*  Where  yon  fair  spires  which  seek  the  ikies, 
"  Mark  long  lov'd  Eton  to  the  sight : 

^  Let  Gratitude  diflblve  thy  breast; 

^*  Yes,  hold  those  seats  for  ever  dear, 
^*  But  let  the  sigh  be  still  suppressed, 

'*  Nor  9tain  these  waters  with  a  tear. 
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**  For  though  you  left  content  behind , 
"  You  gain'd  some  gitts  of  nobler  use, 

"  A  heart  above  the  world,  a  mind 
**  No  power  can  awe,  no  bribe  seduce." 

O  Father  of  the  winding  stream. 
For  surely  thine  this  voice  must  be ; 

Those  tears  which  you  so  fruitless  deem. 
Bring  peace  and  sweet  relief  to  mc. 

Yet  warn'd  by  you  my  willing  heart 
The  debt  of  gratitude  shall  pay. 

For  Eton  form'd  her  better  part. 
And  wash'd  at  leabt  some  stains  aws^^y* 

If  base  dependance  I  despise. 

If,  scorning  names  by  birthright  got, 

To  fair  applause  I  strive  to  rise, 
Anxious  to  grace  an  humble  lot; 

If  still  to  nobler  motives  true, 

My  Muse  contemns  the  flatterer^s  part; 
If  P<  mp  and  Power  unaw'd  I  view, 

And  pay  my  homage  to  the  heart ; 

If  from  these  springs  my  actions  flow. 
If  these  opinions  prompt  my  tongue, 

My  gratitude  for  all  I  owe 
To  this  fair  source,  for  hence  they  sprung* 
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ODE  TO  THE  EVENING  STAB. 


BT   THE   SAME. 


Sweet  is  the  dewy  close  of  day : 

The  hour  of  pensive  thought  is  come. 
O  fairest  light !  no  more  delay 
Thy  mild  approach,  but  dart  thy  ray 
Along  the  gathering  gloom. 

Some  anxious  lover  waits  thee  now 
To  bless  with  all  he  loves  his  bower, 

Thankful  for  this,  yet  more  when  thou, 

Propitious  to  his  frequent  vow, 
Shalt  bring  an  happier  hour. 

Blest  spirit !  whose  fair  beams  lead  on 

The  dim  and  feeble  age  of  eve; 
Alas !  too  soon,  when  thou  art  gone, 
Foul  Darkness,  where  thy  footsteps  shone. 
No  lightsome  trace  will  leave. 

Thy  voice  is  on  the  evening  air 

Too  soft,  too  gentle  to  alarm. 
Calm  Silence,  shedding  every  where, 
With  cautious  step  and  listning  ear, 

Her  still  and  sacred  charm. 
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Short  is  thy  hour,  sweet  child  of  light ! 

Yet  leave  Tranquillity  behind ; 
Bid  Peace  attend  the  coming  night, 
With  every  air  that  breathes  delight. 

And  hush  each  blustering  wind. 

For  now  perhaps  her  steps  may  stray 
Through  Evening's  calm,  whose  cold  disdain 

Jlejects  the  Poet's  humble  lay ; 

Ah,  teach  her  eyes  a  kinder  ray. 
Though  Love  should  plead  in  vain. 

Ah,  bless  with  peace  her  pensive  hour, 
An4  gently,  from  thy  tresses  bright. 

Thy  welpome  dews  refreshing  pour 

On  every  soft  reclining  flow'r. 
And.  check  encroaching  Night. 

(Slow  steering  through  the  falling  gloom, 

EsLch  to  his  lofty  waving  nest. 
The  rooks,  with  thickning  clamors  come. 
From  distant  flights  returning  home, 

Warn'd  by  their  hour  of  rest. 

Each  bird  that  cheers  the  softer  hours, 

That  lead  the  gladsome  day  along, 
Now  seeks  his  mate,  whilst  darkness  lowers. 
And  yields  to  sleep  his  tuneful  powers, 
Till  mom  renew  the  song. 

But  I,  whom  grief  returning  meets. 

Delight  unseen  alone  to  stray, 
Seek  the  dark  wood's  obscure  retreats, 
Or  musing  Sorrow's  pensive  seats. 

And  watch  the  close  of  day. 
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SONG. 


BY  M.  G.  LEWIS,  ESQ, 


While  I  hang  on  your  bosom,  distracted  to  loseyou. 
High  swells  my  sad  heart,  and  fast  my  tears  flow, 

Yet  think  not  of  coldness  they  fall  to  accuse  you, 
Did  I  ever  upbraid  you  ?  Oh !  no,  my  love,  no ! 

I  own  it  would  please  me,  at  home  could  you  tarry, 
Nor  e'er  feel  a  wish  from  Maria  to  go ; 

But  if  it  gives  pleasure  to  you,  my  dear  Harry, 

Shall  I  blame  your  departure  ?  Oh !  no,  my  love,  no ! 

Kow  do  not,  dear  Hall,  while  abroad  you  are  straying, 
That  heart,  which  is  mine,  on  a  rival  bestow ; 

Nay,  banish  that  frow^n,  such  displeasure  betraying. 
Do  you  think  I  suspect  you  ?  Oh !  no,  my  love,  no ! 

I  believe  you  too  kind  for  one  moment  to  grieve  me. 
Or  plant  in  a  heart  which  adores  you  such  woe ; 

Yet  should  you  dishonour  my  truth,  and  deceive  me. 
Should  I  «'er  cease  to  love  you  ?  Oh !  no,  my  love,  no ! 
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ADDRESS 

To  tie  Subscribers  to  the  Liferarr/  Fund,  at  their 
Anniversary  Meeting,  April  3,  1805. 

BY  WILLIAM  BOSCAWEN,  ESQ. 


As  the  fond  mother,  who  has  long  caress'd 
Her  darling  infant  smiling  at  the  breast, 
Rejoic'd,  yet  fearful,  sees  his  youth  presage 
Wit,  valour,  wisdom,  in  maturer  age; 
But  rapt  in  bliss,  beholds  his  manhood  shine. 
The  grace,  the  glory,  of  her  favour'd  line ; 
So  this  fair  offspring  to  her  heart  endear'd. 
The  Muse  beheld  by  liberal  bounty  reared ; 
So  fir'd  by  Hope,  yet  trembling  'midst  delight. 
She  mark'd  its  progress  to  a  nobler  height; 
So  views,  enraptured  views,  its  strength  mature, 
By  friends  encircled,  and  of  fame  secure. 

No  fears,  too  prone  on  anxious  minds  to  prey, 
Blend  with  the  joys  of  this  distinguished  day. 
Here  Learning,  Virtue,  on  our  labour  smile, 
All  that  adorns  or  guards  this  favour'd  Isle; 
Chiefs  the  brave  champions  of  Britannia's  laws, 
Whose  swords  ne'er  wav'd  but  in  their  country's  cause; 
"  Statesmen,  yet  friends  to  truth,"  our  deeds  approve, 
Statesmen,  still  cherish'd  by  their  country's  love: 
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And,  first  in  bounty,  as  the  first  in  grace, 
The  princely  brothers  of  the  Brunswick  Race. 
Behold,  Britannia's  hope — Britannia's  pride, 
Your  bounties  animate,  your  councils  guide! 
Lo !  chasM,  as  phantoms  by  th'  approaching  day, 
Doubt  yields  at  last  to  Truth's  enlight'ning  ray! 
While  sacred  Sympathy  exerts  her  powers, 
With  transport  heard  in  academic  bowers : 
And,  as  her  Isis  glides  in  silver  streams. 
To  form,  augmented,  the  majestic  Thames; 
So  *Rhedecyna's  choicest  sons  have  sped, 
To  share  the  triumph  which  Augusta  led. 

While  thus,  with  cv'ry  virtue  in  her  train, 
Divine  Bejievolence  extends  her  reign, 
Shall  that  fair  region,  great  in  arts  and  arms. 
Where  Glory  stimulates,  and  Goodness  charms : 
Where  Freedom's  voice  inspires  her  patriot  host, 
Shall  Britain  dread  a  tyrant's  empty  boast  ? 
No:  though  his  plundering  myriads  far  and  wide, 
Spread  wild  dismay,  and  war's  ensanguined  tide; 
Britannia's  call  shall  nerve  each  arm,  to  chace 
These  dire  destroyers  of  the  human  race ; 
Shall  wake  a  gen  rous  zeal,  too  long  unknown, 
Till  theproud  Upstart  trembles  on  his  throne : 
Till  Justice  triumphs,  sacred  Order  reigns, 
And  fell  Ambition  groans  in  adamantine  chains. 

♦  This  paHsage  alludes  lo  the  circumstance  of  several  eminent 
literary  characters  from  Oxford,  having  been  Stewards  at  the 
literary  Anniversary,  1804. 
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ADDRESS  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES  PYE,  ESQ. 
FOET   LAUREAT. 


■} 


,  When  the  brave  warrior  in  his  country's  right 
Falls  in  the  glorious  vaward  of  the  fight, 
Dear  to  his  parting  breath  each  social  claim, 
Of  parents,  children,  consort,  dear  the  name, 
Yet  dearer  still,  the  dying  soldier's  fame. 
But  short  the  fame  that  Memory's  records  give, 
Tis  the  recording  Muse  that  bids  it  live ; 
By  her  to  time  remote  is  valour  shewn. 
The  warrior's  laurel  twining  with  her  own  ; 
Patriots  in  Freedom's  cause  who  firmly  stood, 
Or  seal'd  her  sacred  charter  with  their  blood  ; 
Monarchs,  and  legislators  who  design'd 
Codes  to  protect  and  civilize  mankind ; 
Warriors  on  field  or  flood,  whom  honour  draws, 
Victors  or  martyrs  in  her  glorious  cause, 
Soon  would  Oblivion's  sable  waters  hide. 
Their  glories  buried  in  her  torpid  tide ; 
Did  not  the  Historian's  pen,  and  Poet's  lay. 
Snatch  from  the  swelling  wave  its  destin'd  prey. 

In  scenes  where  Science  never  threw  her  lights 
While  deeds  of  Virtue  sink  in  endless  night;     . 
Of  Greece  and  Rome,  the  warrior,  patriot,  sage. 
Through  every  climate  live,  and  every  age. 
Nor,  Albion  1  shall  Time's  envious  wing  display'd 
Wrap  thy  heroic  sons  in  deathlike  shade. 
Thy  Alfreds,  Edwards,  Henrys,  Hambdens  shiue, 
Blazon'd  in  glowing  prose,  or  song  divine. 
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The  gallant  youth,  and  veteran  chief,  who  died 
On  Abraham's  heights,  and  by  Canopus'  tide, 
Victors  in  death  shall  shine,  and  endless  Fame 
Record  thy  Wolfe%  thy  Abercrombie's  name. 

Nor  does  the  Muse  alone  in  seraph  strain 
Shout  the  celestial  hymn  to  virtue's  train: 
Her^s  too  the  tafk,  in  Gorgon  terrors  clad, 
To  shake  the  scourge  of  Justice  o'er  the  bad ; 
The  traitor's,  tyrant's,  murderer's,  hated  name. 
Damn  by  her  aweful  breath  to  deathless  fame. 
For  fame,  of  virtuous  deeds  the  noblest  prize, 
The  hallowed  guerdon  of  the  brave  and  wise. 
Glares  a  fell  daemon  to  the  guilty  train. 
And  awes  when  Death  and  Danger  threat  in  vaiu* 
Crimes  in  the  secret  breast  that  lurk  conceal'd, 
Stand  in  her  lucid  page  to  light  rcveal'd. 
Deeds  of  oppression,  that  with  patience  meek 
Sorrow  in  silence  bears,  and  fears  to  speak, 
Sweli'd  by  her  clarion  float  on  every  wind. 
And  draw  the  curse  vindictive  from  mankind.     • 
Though  pomp  and  power  to  conscience  opiates  bring, 
Smother  awhile  her  voice  and  blunt  her  sting. 
Yet  moral  Truth,  in  vengeance  proudly  dight^ 
Shall  flash  her  awful  mirror  on  the  sight ; 
From  the  remorseless  heart  its  armour  tear. 
And  plant  the  venom'd  scorpions  of  despair; 
Th^  blazing  pile  of  flame  and  torturing  steel 
May  bid  the  labouring  sinews  anguish  feel, 
But  Guilt  and  Fear,  with  agonizing  breath. 
Speak  horror  to  the  trembling  ear  of  death  ; 
Bid  the  dim  eye  in  pangs  convulsive  roll, 
Harrow  the  throbing  breast,  and  rack  the  soul. 

Far  be  it  from  the  Muse,  with  partial  voice, 
To  lure  from  useful  toil  the  public  choice ; 
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EartVs  genial  lap  who  teaches  to  unfold 
A  richer  store  of  vegetable  gold ; 
Who  knows  in  union's  closer  bond  to  draw 
The  opposing  powers  of  Liberty  and  Law ; 
Who  dares  in  Freedom's  holy  cause  to  brave 
The  embattled  legion  and  the  adverse  wave ; 
Shall  gain  from  Virtue's  breath  a  prouder  fame 
Than  all  the  poet,  all  the  sage  can  claim. 

Yet,  led  by  Science,  they  whose  steps  explore 
Each  deep  recess  of  Nature's  hidden  store, 
Shall  surely  there  some  treasur'd  secrets  find. 
Parents  of  good,  and  useful  to  mankind ; 
And  while  the  Muse  now  chears  with  heavenly  lay 
Virtue's  firm  march  through  Life's  tempestuous  way; 
Now  checks  Oppreffion  in  her  mad  career, 
And  teaches  ruthless  Tyranny  to  fear ; 
Tears  from  the  brow  the  specious  mafk  of  art. 
And  bares  to  public  view  the  vicious  heart; 
Her  garlands  Fame  shall  bind  round  Science'  head^ 
Revere  her  living,  and  lament  her  dead. 

But  to  her  sons  this  generous  circle  pays 
Not  merely  fruitless  tears  and  barren  praise; 
If  sordid  Poverty  and  deep  Distress, 
The  living  votary  of  the  Muse  oppress, 
Through  dark  Misfortune's  gloom  your  active  care    • 
Traces  his  silent  step,  and  soothes  him  there. 
To  Worth  deceased,  for  the  funereal  show. 
The  plume  and  bust,  the  pageantry  of  woe. 
With  kinder  offerings  you  adorn  his  bier. 
Drying  with  liberal  hand  his  widow's  tear; 
And  to  his  offspring  clear  the  thorny  road, 
Which  leads  through  toil  and  pain  to  Fame's  abode. 
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ODE  TO  SOLITUDE. 


Far  from  Ambition^s  selfish  train, 

Where  Avarice  rules  the  busy  day. 
And  patient  Folly  '^  hugs  his  chain/^ 
Epslav'd  by  Custom's  ruthless  sway, 
Lead  me,  calm  spirit!  to  some  still  retreat. 

Where  Silence  shares  with  thee  the  blooming  mead, 
Save  when  at  distance  heard,  in  cadence  sweet, 

The  village  minstrel  tunes  his  simple  reed. 
There,  free  from  cares,  from  jarring  passions  free. 
Oft  may  I  strike  the  lyre,  sweet  Solitude !  to  thee* 

When  orient  Mom,  in  blushing  pride, 

Profusely  sheds  the  glist'ning  dew. 
Oft  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  side. 
And  raptured  mark  the  varied  view. 
When  Noon  directs  on  earth  his  parching  ray. 

Then  let  me  find  the  cool,  the  peaceful  shade^ 
Foim'd  by  embowering  oaks,  in  firm  array, 

O'er  some  small  stream  that  rustles  through  the  glade : 
Thither,  let  Fancy  lead  her  magic  band. 
And  o'er  my  senses  wave  her  soul-entrancing  wand. 

But  when  at  eve  the  curfew's  knell 

Winds  slowly  thro'  the  dusky  grove, 
Pensive  I'll  seek  the  rural  cell. 

Or  midst  the  gloom  in  silence  rove ; 
And  when  from  village  spire  the  solemn  toll 

Yields  it's  sad  tribute  to  the  breathless  clay ; 
As  .calm  Reflection  steals  upon  my  soul, 
The  tear  unmark'd  shall  take  its  silent  way ; 

VOL.  V.  8 
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And  mournful  oft  I'll  cull  the  violet's  bloom, 
Heave  the  sad  soothing  sigh,  and  dress  the  clay-coM 
tomb. 

When  Midnight  spreads  her  blackest  robe, 

And  shrouds  in  sullen  mists  the  sky  ; 
When  Terror  rules  the  silent  globe, 
And  phantoms  mock  the  fearful  eye  ; 
Parent  of  all !  whose  voice  the  winds  obey. 

The  raving  ocean,  and  the  blackening  «totm^ 
Yet  stoop'st  to  guide  the  sparrow  on  his  way, 

•And  shed^st  thy  mercy  on  the  struggling  worm ! 
To  thee,  great  God  1  to  thee  my  voice  I'll  raite ; 
Trembling  I'll  strike  the  lyre,  and  hymn  thy  boundlesa 
praise. 

NORWICH,  1796*  A. 


TfT'^T^ 


TO  MISS  GRAHAM,  OF  GARTMOKE. 

ON    RECSIVINC    FROM    HER    SOME   PRRFVMBl. 

Why  bribe  with  fragrant  gifts  the  languid  mufi#f 
Cast  but  a  glance — what  poet  can  refuse  ? 
The  glorious  lustre  of  your  eye  prevails, 
More  than  the  sweetness  of  Arabian  gales : 
Soon  will  Arabia's  odorous  breezes  die, 
But  beams  immortal  sparkle  in  your  eye. 

RET.  J.  STIRLUTQ, 
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RETIREMENT. 

BY   THE   LAtS   RBV.  W.   B.  STEVENlSt 


Weave  o'er  m^  brow,  ye  shades,  your  amplest  gloom ; 
Deepen  your  murmurs  at  my  feet,  yte  waves, 
Precipitately  plungM ;  ye  snow-crown'd  hills 
On  whose  high  front  the  unstooping  moon  may  rest 

.  Her  wearied  car;  and  ye  that  wildly  spread, 
Vallies,  your  verdant  bosom  to  the  sun. 
Rich  with  his  genial  ray,  my  druid  step, 
If  due  invok'd,  receive ;  if  now  a  strain 
Loose  from  the  check  of  art  may  hope  to  charm 
Your  mute  attention^  wave  ye  awful  shades." 

Such  were  the  strains  that  from  the  pensive  breast 
Of  old  EuoEirio,  smarting  with  the  wrongs, 
And  sated  with  the  vanities  of  life, 

,  And  now  retreating  from  the  haunts  of  men. 
Not  without  rapture  tho'  unbidden  flowM. 
Awhile  he  paus'd — and  o'er  the  sylvan  tracts 
Of  lonely  Nature  cast  a  long  survey, 
Silent,  yet  pleasM  ;  upon  his  tranquil  soul, 
As  on  a  mirror,  the  expansive  scene. 
Rich  in  variety  and  greatly  fair. 
New  images  imprest :  their  native  charm 
WorkM  on  each  sense,  till  his  admiring  thought 
Burst  from  its  silence.    Muse,  record  his  thoughts! 
And,  if  that  grace  be  not  denied  thy  claim. 
In  just  Simplicit/s  proportioned  phirase, 
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Not  rude,  not  tasteless,  not  to  passion  weak, 
Such  as  may  win  the  approaches  of  the  heart 
Beyond  the  strutting  pomp  of  giant  words. 

"  For  you,  ye  blue-ey'd  Genii  of  the  woodsj 
(Thus  he  renewed  the  ardor  of  his  strain) 
That  wake  the  unfolding  Spring,  that  bless  from  cold 
The  infant  plants,  and  train  the  leafy  scene 
To  full  maturity  of  verdant  life ! 
Naid^,  for  you,  and  all  in  shells  that  haunt 
The  evening  stream,  to  your  romantic  shrine's 
I  now  should  bend,  your  votary ;  but  the  dreatids 
Of  clasbic  days,  and  ye  arc  of  their  train. 
Are  fled — then  with  me  better  may  I  brings 
Nor  fabulous  be  they  deem'd,  nor  obsolete. 
Fit  deities  to  guard  my  sylvan  reigft 
And  glad  these  solitudes.     What  atheist  heart 
Shall  scorn  Integrity  that  knows  no  ill ; 
Courage  that  fears  none ;  or  the  Briton  power 
Of  Independence  ?  She  was  wont  to  bless 
Our  fathers'  footsteps :  our  effeminate  age, 
Effeminate  and  selfish,  has  exiled 
Her  liberal  spirit  from  the  palace  roof, 
To  search  for  Freedom  in  these  forest  shades. 
These  are  my  household  Gods«    Within  their  fane 
Peace  shall  be  priestess ;  in  their  leafy  dells 
Silence  may  sleep ;  along  their  secret  paths 
With  calm  security  Retirement  rove, 
Veiling  her  step.     Me  too,  ye  holy  choir, 
Admit  me  to  your  train  !  The  turbid  walks 
Of  man,  in  meditative  mood,  I  leave ; 
Leave,  yet  resign  not  or  to  drear  despair, 
Or  dumb  oblivion,  the  sweet  social  love, 
That  linking  thought  to  thought,  and  heart  to  heart,. 
In  golden  concord,  gleams  from  soul  to  soul, 
And  sheds  divinity  on  human  breasts.'^ 
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Again  he  paus'd— for  stealing  oW  his  soul. 
The  sad  remembrance  of  his  former  days 
Hung,  mistrlike,  on  his  thought.     One  natural  tear 
He  dropt,  due  tribute  to  the  friends  he  lov'd, 
The  loves  he  lost,  the  venal  friends  that  fled 
His  plaintive  hours,  when  smitwith  penury — 
But  indignation  on  his  cheek  permits 
IJo  second  tear :  collected,  he  resumes 
The  rigid  tone  of  Virtue's  stoic  lay. 

^^  O  ye  loose  Bacchants  !  ye  whose  low  delights 
Disgrace  your  day ;  that  share  with  wine  and  lust 
The  night ;  or,  sunk  in  sloth,  the  social  hours 
Consume;  ye,  whose  mir'd  appetites  obstruct 
The  light  of  reason,  oh,  approach  not  here ! 
Here  Riot  raves  not — the  lewd  warbling  lute 
Stirs  not  the  tingling  blood — the  sensual  thought 
Withers — the  Passions  wild  and  ill-infiam'd 
Faint  in  the  shades  of  Solitude,  and  gasp 
For  the  lost  nourishment  of  absent  vice." 

"  O  ye,  that  softly  thro'  the  mazy  dance 
Of  fashion  float,  in  silken  luxury  fair, 
That  sip,  in  vanity,  the  virgin  bloom 
Of  beauty,  tasteless  to  the  enervate  sense! 
And  ye,  whose  venal  toil,  from  day  to  day. 
Plods  its  unceasing  round,  who  steal  from  night 
The  sleepless  hour.  Love's  due,  to  gaze  on  gold^     , 
Recede !  nor  the  sweet  breath  of  solitude 
Taint  with  disgust  and  fear,  that  freshly  blows 
To  the  pure  sense.     The  self-supported  breast 
Defying  Penury,  and  with  Virtue's  pride 
Glancing  contempt  on  wealth-pufTd  Insolence, 
Or  fairer  yet,  beyond  an  earthly  ken 
That  daring  looks, — Religion-lifted  thought ! 
^  Suit  these  the  relish  of  degenerate  souls? 
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"  Thou  in  majestic  gloiy  crown'd  by  Heaven, 
Imperial  Nature!  at  thy  woodland  shrine 
My  votive  verse  receive ;  before  thy  throne^ 
In  sweet  vicissitude  of  service,  stand 
The  New,  the  Beauteous,  the  Sublime : — ^fair  form$ 
Shap'd  to  the  Poet's  eye !  thy  vernal  path 
Thro'  groves  and  gardens,  or  in  wilder  scentt. 
Wilder,  yet  such  as  rural  Pleasure  loves. 
Tenderly  fair,  May^  blushing  Grace  \  adorns : 
She,  gay  attendant  on  thy  roseate  reign, 
Breathes  her  ambrosial  spirit  in  thy  gales, 
Greens  ev'ry  hill,  relumes  the  languid  sun, 
And  guides  his  doubtful  lustre  to  disclose 
Thy  woodbine  foliage,  peeping  into  bloom, 
Fair  bower  of  Beauty  \  kind  retreat  of  Love ! 
Lead  on,  bright  nymph — enchanted  in  thy  realms, 
On  the  green  summit  of  some  mountain  sife, 
High  o'er  the  extremest  verge,  with  lifted  hand^ 
And  rapture-straining  eye,  in  speechless  joy, 
Wild  insublimest  grandeur,  ^om/er  stands. 
Playful  beneath,  o'er  ev'ry  May-blown  flower 
Varying  the  scented  hue,  from  shade  to  shade 
Chasing  the  sunny  gleam,  in  tremulous  dews 
With  diamond  lustre  kindling  purer  grace, 
Delighted  Fancy  roves,  in  fond  pursuit 
Of  airy  pastime ;  now,  with  bolder  aim 
Mingling  the  seasons,  chills  the  Summer  noon 
With  rush  of  sudden  storm ;  now  checks  at  wiH 
The  dark  career  of  Winter,  and  o'erspreads 
His  sullen  front  with  her  all-cheering  bow ; 
Then,  as  its  shadowy  splendor  melts  in  air, 
Catches  its  falling  colours,  and  entwines 
The  bright  illusive  dyes,  braiding  for  Hope 
(Such  the  reward  of  ev'ry  earthly  aim) 
'^  A  fairy  wreath  to  crown  kis  pilgrimage. 
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*'  Not  all  ike  tcarify  portions  of  deligjbt 
That  Heaven  allots  to  man,  with  outstretched  ana 
AMBxtitiF  grasps;  nor  he  who,  falsely  naia'd 
Voluptuous,  rifles  ev'ry  sickly  charm 
That  Vice  obtrudes  upon  his  cheated  sense ; 
She,  as  their  moment  of  possession  meets 
His  rising  rapture,  with  insidious  hand 
Shifts  dieir  gay  robes,  and  lo,  his  shuddering  breast    < 
Starts  from  the  loathed  embraces  of  Disgust^ 
Or  foul  Remorse !  Sincerity  of  bliss 
**  God  meant  not  for  the  turbulent  and  vain* 

*^  Deem  ye  the  modest  heart  in  shades  retir'd. 
Loose  from  the  low  contagion  of  the  world. 
Must  pine  in  thought,  or  wearily  benumb'd. 
Count  the  dull  hours,  till  flippant  Folly  comes, 
Intrusive  visitant !  from  whose  mien,  unchecked 
By  sense^  by  Humour's  festive  hand  unpushM, 
Leaps  the  loud  laugh  !  an  independent  joy, 
That  leans'  not  on  the  languid  form  of  things^ 
By  Art's  deceptive  pencil  colour'd  gay. 
Blesses  the  ingenuous  mind ;  a  virtuous  joy. 
That,  while  it  charms,  corrupts  not.     Such  the  sens* 
Harmonious  of  consenting  truths;  fair  ease; 
Fair  exercise  of  mind  ;  domestic  peace  ; 
Disdain  of  slavery ;  Reason's  temperate  rule ; 
Contempt  of  folly ;  conscious  worth ;  and  Faith, 
*'  That  dares  with  eagle  eye  the  thrones  of  Heaven. 

''  Who  OH  his  soul  that  feels  this  angel  train 
Of  bliss  descend,  tho'  rudely  from  his  thatch 
Cold  ice-drops  hang,  would  spurn  from  silent  life 
Her  foir-ey^d  joys !  or,  with  the  fretful  spleen, 
**  Groan  at  the  oppression  of  a  tranquil  day  f 

^^  Who  by  sear'd  habit  to  each  kinder  sensa 
Not  grossly  dull,  nor  hopeless  to  obtain. 
Who  for  hk  soul  but  meditates  to  woo, 
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Tho'  in  some  distant  hour  that  never  comes, 
"  These  heavenly  ministers  of  human  joy  ? 

**  Him  that  neglectful  of  their  love,  in  thought 
Untasted  yet,  his  idle  fancy  bathes 
In  masques,  and  pageant  pomps,  and  revelling  courtf. 
Or,  with  lewd  Comus  dancing,  thirsts  to  drink 
Circaean  pleasures,  from  the  charmed  cup, 
Him,  hapless  youth ! — ah,  save  him  e'er  he  fall ! 
**  Error  shall  lead  or  Guilt  usurping  rule. 

"  Save  him !  ere  dissipating  rage  exhaust. 
Or  from  his  bloom  the  rust  of  lucre  eat 
The  core  of  joy ;  ere,  pale  in  palsied  age. 
Wealthy  too  late,  not  wise,  from  virtuous  bliss 
Too  long  estranged,  without  an  offering  laid 
On  the  fair  altars  of  domestic  peace, 
**  To  Vanity's  delusive  shrine  he  bow, 

"  The  voice  of  Wealth  shall  never  woo  unheard 
Her  selHshaid:  with  quick  regard  she  comes. 
Gloats  on  the  sculptured  roof,  the  georgeous  plate 
Dazzling  the  eye ;  and  rich  illumin'd  strokes 
Of  Titian's  breathing  art;  in  gay  alcove 
Proudly  reclines,  and  kindles  at  the  smile 
Of  marble  Loves  and  leaden  painted  Gods. 
To  those  (while  obeliiks  and  streaming  vanes 
Emulous  of  fame,  aspiring  from  the  shades 
Slop'd  to  admit  his  view,  the  Traveller's  haste 
With  envious  wonder  check)  she,  proud  in  thoughtj^ 
Kind  in  pretext,  to  Flattery's  echoing  eye 
With  curious  finger  points,  lest  unobserved, 
Unprais'd,  a  ray  of  grandeur  fall  in  vain. 
Lo,  all  her  aid  and  boast — ^tho'  trimly  wreathed 
By  polish'd  art,  tho'  gemmed,  supplies  the  crutch 
Youth's  steely  nerves  to  age  ?  or  can  the  shroud, 
Fring'd  with  a  golden  hem,  pride  mixed  with  woe^ 
^f  ^nd  foppery  with  corruption,  ch$u:m  the  dead^ 
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*'  Pensively  fair,  within  her  hazle  shades. 
At  noon  when  all  the  liberal  airs  of  Heaven, 
Freshening  the  valle/s  violet  sweetness,  fall 
Id  faint  subjection  to  the  leager  heat, 
RsTi&SMENT  musing  sits :  Pleased  by  her  side, 
Smoothing  her  bosom  softness.  Peace  extends 
A  breathless  calm  of  soul ;  the  distant  din 
Of  tumult  scares  not  her  divine  repose  ; 
Anger  is  silent ;  from  the  hallow'd  scene 
£nvy,  the  bosom  hell,  to  selfish  breasts. 
Hissing,  retreats ;  Fear  to  the  ambush  dies 
Of  secret  guilt ;  and  sad  unsated  Care 
Feeds  on  the  vitals  of  mean  drudging  Vice. 
Mute  is  the  hour — the  inward  light  of  thought. 
By  passionM  blasts  unruffled,  clearly  hangs 
Its  life-discerning  lamp ;  the  mental  world 
Unfolding  gleams ;  the  imagery  of  soul 
A  genuine  shape  and  due  complexion  wears 
Chastened  beneath  its  beam ;  hence  sacred  Trutli 
And  Virtue  hence  their  deathless  orbs  illume. 
Let  Avarice,  mounted  on  his  yellow  heaps. 
Fretting  his  anxious  eye  with  sleepless  dread 
Of  fraud  or  theft,  his  dark  enjoyment  claim 
Unenvied  and  unpitied  ;  let  Conceit, 
In  proudest  folly,  at  her  mimic  glass, 
Elaborately  sleek  her  scented  locks. 
And  deeply  studious  of  attractive  airs. 
Creating  charms  and  curtesy ing  at  the  view. 
Worship  Tier  shadow  ;  and  let  loose-rob'd  Lust, 
IBighing  or  smiling,  as  it  seems  her  best, 
In  all  o'erstepping  Nature  and  the  grace 
Of  modest  Love,  with  lure  of  artful  looks 
Urge  her  dishonest  aims,  and  to  her  breast     ' 
Constrain  tii^d  Pleasure  panting ;  shall  thy  soul, 
P  meditate  a  moment,  shall  thy  souly 
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Breathing  immortal  hopes  and  wrought  in  Henrttkp 
Her  sacred  ardor  check,  in  sensual  mire 
Wallowing  with  shame?  the  God  within  thy  mind 
Shrinks  from  the  ghastly  sight,  a  human  soul 
**^  Quench'd  in  the  dregs  of  earth,  and  dead  to  Fane* 

^'  Envy  not  thou  in  honourable  shades 
Bosom'd,  and  virtuous  peace,  the  laurel  leaf 
That  veils  the  sternness  of  the  warrior's  brow. 
While  o'er  the  desolation  of  mankind 
Nature  and  Pity  mourn.     Thou  hast  thy  aims. 
Of  grandeur,  thou  thy  glory ;  thou  canst  boast^ 
While  Nature  and  applauding  Virtue  smile» 
Conquest  o'er  life:  the  appetites  enchained 
Bow  to  thy  will ;  and  not  a  struggling  wish 
O'erleaps  the  limits  of  thy  modest  leave ; 
Here  is  thy  pride,  thy  bliss;  the  ills  of  fate 
Soften'd  recede  ;  the  spirit  of  thy  mind. 
Genius  of  noblest  thoughts,  elate  and  fair. 
In  virtuous  freedom  breathes ;  the  equal  love 
Of  Heaven  she  claims  -,  and  conscious  of  her.  right 
Bends  not  to  man  her  sphere-aspiring  worth. 
Just  to  thyself,  at  the  commanding  vcHce 
Of  lackered  Wealth,  degrade  not  thou  thy  soul 
Awfully  shivering !  nor  in  supple  haste 
Trip  at  the  beck  of  Pride,  to  catch  the  smile 
That  low'ringly  descends  I  To  others  just. 
Thou  never,  the  fair  fence  of  order  torn. 
With  rudest  obloquy  and  cynic  pride 
Bark,  envious,  at  the  footsteps  of  the  great.'^ 

Here,  while  his  bosom  panted  with  disdain 
Of  the  base  arts  that  sadden  life  with  woe^ 
Aud  the  dark  services  that  worthless  men 
Administer  to  wealth,  again  he  pansM, 
And  for  a  third  time  check'd  his  glowing  strain  ; 
Not  long  he  check'd — ^Not  yet  the  roseate  morn 
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Resign^  its  dewy  lustre  to  the  noon, 

While  his  free  footsteps  rang'd  along  the  glades. 

Or  climbed  each  airy  peak  of  steep  access. 

Warm  with  the  love  of  nature  and  of  truth. 

Again  he  sung:  the  tenor  of  his  lay, 

Still  in  a  plaintive,  yet  indignant  air, 

Rebuk'd  the  vices,  moum'd  the  woes  of  Life : 

To  vales  and  rocks  his  solitary  song 

He  pour'd,  nor  human  audience  wish'd  nor  fear'd  ; 

While  thus,  in  prelude  soft,  and  milder  tone, 

He  hail'd  the  sylvan  Goddess  of  his  choice. 

*•  Awake,  ye  western  airs,  with  rosy  breath 
Favouring  the  youthful  year,  awake !  invite 
(Pleas'd  with  the  kindly  taflc)  her  devious  step! 
Ye  airs  of  Heaven,  awake !  and  on  her  bloom 
Of  soul  your  life-inspiring  spirit  shed  ! 
Broke  by  your  whispers  her  ambrosial  rest 
She  quits  her  mossy  couch ;  to  woo  the  smile 
Of  Nature,  bright  ning  every  rural  charm. 
Retirement  comes ;  still  at  the  lov'd  return 
Of  eve  and  morn,  day^s  orient  path  and  fall 
Bright-purpled,  the  divine  recluse  shall  come. 
Wreathed  from  the  mountain's  side,  in  billowy  way, 
Ye  mists  recede !  nor  to  the  forest  skirts 
Darkly  adhere !  nor  linger  o'er  the  edge 
Of  reedy  stream !  smit  with  their  vernal  charms, 
Thro'  their  wild  sweetness,  her  enchanted  step 
Retirement  leads ;  and  winding  thro*  the  maze 
Of  sun,  and  shade,  of  wood  and  hilly  heights. 
With  unremitted  love,  in  mind  pursues 
"  The  silent  track  of  nature-breathing  thought. 

"  Meanwhile  the  beauteous-handed  Spring  unfolds 
The  azure  grace  of  Heav'n ;  and  earth  beneath, 
Loosening  her  veins  to  joy,  looks  up  and  smiles, 
fletirement  in  her  walk,  enraptured,  marks 
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The  bonnty-blessing  scene.    The  tender  bloom, 
Wak'd  from  its  annual  death,  salutes  her  cye» 
Waving  in  triumph  to  the  passing  air 
Its  thousand  colours ;  even  the  lowly  herb 
Wreathes  its  impatient  head,  of  richer  life 
Ambitious,  proudly  struggling  from  the  earth. 
The  air  bvej^thf  s  music ;  and  the  chearful  voice 
Of  Melody,  untutored,  unconfin'd,. 
From  field  to  fountain  wings  its  warb'linc  course. 
The  solace  of  tho  groves :  the  wond'ring  herds 
Pause  from  their  food,  and  frisk  in  wanton  joy. 
Thus  while  all  nature  kindles  into  soul. 
Impelling  vigour  thro'  the  enliven'd  veins 
Of  herb  or  beast,  the  animating  force 
Thrills  to  the  heart  of  man  :  spontaneous  bliss,, 
Borne  on  the  tide  of  spirits^  gushes  forth 
'Gainst  every  sense  wild-dashing;  eye  and  ear 
Quicken  anew  with  rapture,;  joy  and  hape,^ 
Beam'd  or  re-echo'd  from  each  vernal  scene^ 
"■  And  gratitude  and  love  inspire  the  heart. 

"In  every  gale,  with  genial  pleasure  rich. 
Poetic  Virtue  breathes,  and,  free  of  power. 
Noble  in  object,  from  the  well-ton'd  soul 
**•  With  generous  impulse  strikes  the  harmonious 
thought. 

"  Yet  ere  thy  hand,  with  daring  spirit  warm^ 
Awake  the  wires  of  Fancy,  ere  she  draw 
Her  roseate  veil  and  smile  thee  to  her  love, 
Mark,  where,  with  scowling  aspect.  Dullness  stands : 
Wearily  slow  his  words — drowsy  their  tone — - 
Muttering  with  solemn  air  and  sapibnt  pride 
Proverbial  documents  and  grand  am  lore. 
He  shakes  the  affected  pity  of  his  brow. 
In  meanest  triumph,  o'^r  the  withering  fate 
**-  Of  Genius,  and  the  proud  neglect  of  worth., 
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**  Lo,  he  *  who  died  of  hunger  and  of  thirst- 
lie,  who  on  Mulla's  banks,  in  fairy  pomp, 
Marshall'd  his  splendid  chivalry,  and  deck'd 
With  virtue-breathing  shews  Eliza's  court. 
The  trump  re-echoes ;  and  the  red-cross  Knight 
Issues  in  ardor  forth;  adventuroife  deeds 
Urging  thro*  danger  to  the  steeps  of  fame ; 
The  lady  of  his  love,  herself  the  meed 
Of  his  high  triumph,  animates  his  heart. 
Scar'd  at  his  sun-bright  shield  and  haughty  lance 
Pointed  with  death,  the  chariot's  winged  speed 
Falters — unsheltered  from  his  fury,  fells 
The  faithless  Soldan ;  the  dark  wizard  shrieks ; 
The  ghostly  chambers,  the  wild  shadowy  hosts, 
And  magic  murmurs  melt  in  angry  air. 
Rapt  by  his  powerful  strain,  the  elated  soul 
Spurns  the  dull  features  of  existent  time. 
And  its  dark  grain  of  manners :  charmed  in  bought 
To  meet  his  fairy  imagery  of  song. 
She  in  the  fable  of  heroic  days 
Longs  to  have  mix'd  her  flame.     Sublime  or  sweet, 
The  trumpet  thunders,  or  the  plaintive  lute 
Its  tenderest  uccent  breathes ;  in  plain  or  court, 
(While  the  bard  died  of  hunger  and  of  thirst,) 
"  Wood  nymphs  and  regal  dames  ador'd  his  songs. 

"  See  **  fall'n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues, 
Rolling  in  vain  his  perish'd  orbs  of  sight. 
In  Freedom's  aid  o'erply'd,"  f  the  bard  by  Heaven 
^  Best  favour'd ! — such  the  crown  of  human  worth! 

O  ye  whose  bosoms,  true  to  Nature,  turn, 
Like  the  bright  flower  before  the  orb  of  day. 
To  every  movement  of  the  Poet's  mind! 
Blest  be  the  graceful  weakness  that  descends 
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In  silent  tearSi  tliat  heaves  your  pitying  hearts^ 

IVhen  wrung  with  deep  and  delicate  distress 

Monimia  mourns  ;  or  she  who  kneeb  in  vain 

For  the  lost  blessing  of  a  father's  love. 

For  the  dear  forfeit  of  a  husband's  life. 

Poor  hapless  Bclvidera! 

Still  as  your  souls  in  rapt  attention  hushed. 

Sigh  o'er  their  fate^  let  Indignation  point, 

Virgins  and  Youths !  and  all  whose  bosoms  bleed 

At' storied  grief  and  fabulous  despair! 

Where  the  Creator  of  those  passion'd  scenes 

Naked,  unsheltered^  hunger-smit  and  poor. 

Poor  to  the  last  extremity  of  woe. 

Sadly  beseeches,  ere  he  sinks  in  death, 

The  scantiest  boon  that  ever  Genius  ask'd. 

That  e'er  the  meanest  nature  can  implore, 

One  morsel  from  your  board — it  comes  too  late — 

And  the  Muse  hymns  her  Otway's  soul  to  Heaven* 

"  But  who  is  he  whom  later  garlands  grace  •  P 
Lo,  his  worn  youth  beneath  the  chilly  grasp 
Of  penury  faints;  and  in  her  moumliil  shroud 
Dark'ning  all  joy,  all  promises  of  good. 
All  health,  all  hope,  sad  Melancholy  saps 
In  drear  decay  the  fabric  of  his  mind  : 
See  shuddering  Pity  o'er  his  fallen  soul 
Wrings  her  pale  hands !  Regardless  of  the  guide 
That  lifts  his  step,  regardless  of  the  friend 
That  mourns,  nor  sadly  conscious  of  himself. 
Silent  yet  wild,  his  languid  spirit  lies : 
The  light  of  thought  has  wandered  from  his  eye^ 
It  glares — but  sees  not.    Yet  this  breathing  corse^ 
This  youthful  driveller.  Nature's  ghastliest  form, 
(Oh,  who  would  love  the  lyre  ?)  in  all  the  courts 
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Of  Fancy,  where  abstracted  Beauty  pla/d 

With  wildest  elegance,  his  ardent  sheli 

*^  Enamour'd  struck,  jand  charm'd  her  various  soul^ 

**  ^See,  later  yet,  and  yet  in  drearier  state. 
Where  dawning  Genius*  stru^ing  into  day 
Sinks  in  a  dark  eclipse ;  no  friendly  heart 
With  love  auspicious,  and  no  angel-hand 
With  prosperous  spell  his  labouring  sun  relieve, 
**  And  cfaace  the  gathered  clouds  that  drop  with  blood. 

**  Such  were  the  lights  of  soul  that  in  the  Heaven 
Of  Fancy  blaz'd :  the  energic  breath  of  thought. 
Fanning  their  transports,  vivify 'd  their  sphere 
With  mental  beauty ;  and  their  sacred  songs 
Shall  stream  in  lustre  o'er  each  falling  age. 
When  fainter  records  die :  mean  while  the  rniod^ 
Mourning  their  fate,  not  emulous  of  their  worthy 
To  other  annals  turns:   the  historic  page. 
Breathing  with  life,  before  her  eye  unfolds 
The  varyii^g  garb  of  Manners,  and  reveals 
The  soul  of  Mature.     Shapes  of  ancient  TimCf 
Glitter  before  her  view :  with  Virtue,  Faith, 
With  Freedom,  Fame  descends.    The  alter'd  scene 
J>isc<4our«  now — ^now  darkens :   Fraud  to  Faith 
Is  Muk'd ;  to  Freedom,  Death :  the  tribes  of  arty 
And  the  wild  passions,  from  the  intent  of  God 
Corrupted  by  the  vicious  skill  of  man. 
Dark  or  impetuous,  madden  o'er  the  maze 
Of  Life :  from  these  the  unambitious  mind 
Escaped,  securely  frames  in  humbler  vales 
Her  nesty  and  makes  Content  her  Fame.     Less  plcasM; 
Less  ardent  her  uncheated  eye  pursues  > 

iThe  vast  emprize  of  Valour,  when  the  Pomp 
€f  Heroism,  in  imperial  folly,  stalks 

*  C]uttert«B. 


Proud  with  a  golden  pall ;  even  then  recnr' 

To  Pity's  tender  thought,  the  wounds  of  Love^ 

The  devastation,  and  the  bloody  track 

The  ambitious  sword  has  wrought.     The  widow's  teafj 

The  cradled  wretch  that  reckless  of  the  cause 

Wails  to  his  mother's  weeping,  the  poor  Sire 

Spoil'd  of  his  aged  boast,  ah,  Sire  no  more! 

Witii  her  overwhelm  the  long  applauding  shout 

And  rattling  wheel  of  Triumph.     Still  the  Mind, 

In- weak  excursion,  o'er  the  troubled  scene 

Fearfully  hovers ;  but  with  cow'ring  wing; 

Hopeful  of  rest,  when  on  some  brittle  joy 

**  Well  pleas'd  she  stoops,  beneath  her  step  itbreaksv 

"  ,See  in  the  treacherous  bowl  the  bliss  of  love 
And  light  of  life  descend :  the  friendly  breast 
Falls  by  the  hand  itsav'd:  for  patriot  worth 
The  tyrant  grinds  his  ax  :  religious  zeal 
Waves  forth  the  torch  of  hell,  and  Horror  flames 
"  Woe  and  amazement  o'er  the  souls  of  men. 

"  Frotn  private  sorrow  rising,  Pain  and  Death 
Expand  their  powers ;  *  a  nation  gleams  in  war; 
The  tumult  thickens  ;  the  unfeeling  sword 
Grides  thro'  the  kindred  breast.     See  Rout  and  Shame 
Speed  o'er  the  corse-throng'd  way !  See  gory  shapfes 
And  armed  Terrors  rush  !  in  mockery  see 
O'er  Regal  Sorrow  sits  in  stern  array 
The  Traitorous  Judgment  \  in  the  eye  of  Heaven^ 
O'er  his  meek  brow  dishonourable  Death 
Unwinds  his  sable  flag:  O  sad. display 
"  Of  Virtue  garb'd  in  Misery's  bloodiest  veil ! 

"  Shew  me  the  turret  on  which  Pride  may  place 
Her  gratified  ambition  ?  where  the  bliss 

*  Alluding  to  the  civU  commotions  in  tbt  reign  of  Charles  the 
lust. 


273 

That  mocks  not  the  embracing  hope  ?  the  Life, 
That  fluttering  thro'  the  busy-dreaming  world 
Wings  to  the  house  of  rest  that  dreadless  course 
Which  silent  worth  would  wish  ?  A  Nation's  love 
By  patriot  deeds  and  death-defying  fame 
Let  Valour  win  ;  let  rival  Beauty  vaunt 
O'er  the  defeated  glories  of  that  cheek 
Beneath  the  living  lustre  of  whose  beams 
Her  envy  paled ;  then  gayly  let  them  come. 
Pride  in  their  eye  and  pleasure  at  their  heart 
And  mark  where  Glouiana  lies* — Behold ! 
On  the  cold  pavement  for  the  jewell'd  throne. 
Sad  choice !  of  human  vanity  and  grief 
"  Most  feelingly  expressive,  low  she  lies. 

"  Mark,  as  the  soothing  friend,  or  to  her  earf 
In  wily  humour  creeping,  the  base  speech 
Of  adulation  breathes  "  Dread  Sovereign  Queen, 
Imperial  Mistress,  Arbitress  of  Earth!" 
Mark  if  the  Goddess  at  the  alluring  sound 
Unveil  her  sorrowing  eye ;  Mark  if  the  pride 
Of  Empire,  glistning  on  her  crown,  adorn 
Her  brows  wan  horror ;  if  a  Nation's  prayer 
Gladden  her  heart ;  stern  at  her  bosom  hang, 
Bathed  in  her  blood,  and  twisted  with  the  strings 
Of  life,  the  inexorable  fiends  of  woe. 
On  the  cold  pavement  still  she  lies  ;  Dismay, 
Jealous  Remorse,  and  Pain,  and  secret  Guilt, 
Wearying  her  blasted  moments,  till  her  age^ 
Pity  her  aged  grief!  ebbing,  dissolves 
In  all  the  sobbing  impotence  of  tears, 
Quiv'ring  with  speechless  agony  that  mocks 
'*  Relief  and  Hope,  invoking  Death  in  vain. 

*  Elizabeth,  so  called  bv  the  Poets  of  her  age. 
.  t  See  Humolt  aiCcouiit  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  D<ath» 
yOL.  V.  T 
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'*  Well  raay  the  hind,  in  penury  grown  old, 
Thro'  whose  sole  casement  the  dim  light  of  mom 
A  scanty  ray  intrudes,  his  shattered  nerves 
Rousing  to  toil,  with  pitying  visage  ask, 
Was  this  a  Queen  ?  could  this  weak  withering  wretch, 
This  fool  of  angry  Nature,  gird  her  brow 
With  glory?  and  a  female  soul  exalt, 
'^  At  which  the  knee  of  kingdoms  sued  to  bend  ? 

^'  Such  is  the  state  of  Man — the  boast  of  Heaven 
And  wonder  of  the  Gods — from  scene  to  scene 
Teazing  his  anxious  thought  in  idle  chace 
Of  Foll3r^s  painted  shadows.     Love  a  while  * 
Toys  with  his  burning  Youth ;  then  Wealth,  then  Fame, 
A  sickly  lustre  shedding  oVr  his  age, 
Becken  his  eager  step :  behind,  unseen, 
Sabling  the  splendid  tints  of  Fancy,  comes 
Distrust :  Disgust  or  Disappointment  crowns 
With  numb'd  satiety,  or  anguish'd  ache, 
In  every  scene  the  chace — Such  is  the  state 
Of  proud  imperial  man — the  dupe  of  Hope, 
The  slave  of  Sorrow — scourg'd  by  angry  Fate 
**  In  fever'd  agitation  to  the  Grave, 

"  Now  while  in  threatening  horror  onward  move. 
Darkening  the  vale  of  life, — ah  nearer  now ! 
The  blood-stain'd  clouds — Thundering  in  wrath,  whilf 

now 
Deepens  the  storm,  from  Folly's  baby  crown 
Beating  the  gilt,  and  to  the.  heart  of  Vice, 
^Tho'  clos'd  his  eyes  in  superstitious  gloom) 
Flashing  dismay,  the  Moral  Thought  may  walfe 
Calm  and  secure  amidst  the  war  of  woes ; 
From  ill  educing  good,  while  Life  unveils 
Her  splendid  miseries.     Let  the  fraudful  brow 
Of  Care,  the  lying  smile  of  Love,  and  all 
The  ghastly  images  of  Guilt,  impress 


This  one  grcBt  lesson  on  thy  heedful  soul, 
(Parent  af  noUest  deed,  of  power  to  quench 
The  fears  and,  pains,  i^id  all  the  death  of  life) 
Humbly  ta  hppe,  from  Virtue's  crowning  hand. 
Bliss  in  a  lutui'e  9ge,  a  fairer  world, 
Meanwhile  to^wark  the  living  mind  with  worthy 
The  sweet  security  of  lowly  life 
"  To  love,  and  silent  Grandeur  of  Content. 

Here  from  the  muHattrs.^f .  his^olemn  strain 
EuGEKio  ceas'd — and  sighing — in  his  mind 
Silent  revolv'd  the  numerous  ills  of  fate — 
Not  yet  the  NocuifhadiwitK  its  radiant  beam 
Emblaz'd  the  deep,  when  bounding  o'er  the  wave. 
Full  in  his  sight,  for  on  a  cliif  he  sat 
That  fronted  the  broad  main,  a  gatlant  ship 
Clos'd  it  wide  wings,  and.  anchored  on  the  shote* 
Who  shall  describe  his  transport  ?  May  he  trust 
His  flaitter'd  sight  ?  He  may.    TMe  wealthy  freight, 
The  gallant  crew,  long  deem*d  iit  ocean  sunk. 
Present  their  treasures  at  their  Owner's  feet ; 
That  owner  is)BuoEN  10.     NoW  his  heart 
(Such  is  the  heart  of  inconsistent  man) 
Flush'd  with  the  glare  x)f  his  returning  wealth j^ 
Already  to  his-solitary  j  oys 
Sings  an  eternal  requiem.     Now^  farewell 
Thou  russet  vest, .  and  thou  contracted  cot. 
Within  whose  sordid  cincture  and  dull  bourne 
Misanthropy  retiring,  may  Obscure 
Her  cankered  hatred  ;  or  some  Hermit  Veil 
His  holy  apathy  and  deaden'd  soul. 
Jarewel  for  ever  to: the  torpid  reign 
Of  Silence;  herbest  joys  and  fairest  scenes 
The  soul  ex  hauAting  soon,  to  social  bliss 
Returns  with  unextinguishable  love. 
Kot  yet  the  Night  had  with  her  ebon  shade 
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Curtain'd  the  earth,  when  his  impatient  step 
Sought  the  gay  Town ;  and  his  ambitious  hearty 
With  ail  the  eagerness  of  untried  Youth, 
And  careless  of  lost  Ibves  and  venal  friends, 
Yet  once  more  with  the  gay  and  busy  world 
Plung'd  in  the  wares  of  Passion  of  Caie. 


MUTUAL  LOVE. 


FROM   THE  GRKMAK   OF   BUftQ£B» 

Could  I  fancy,  that  for  me 

Thou  a  transient  thought  couldlst  spare  ; 
Or,  of  what  I  feel  for  thee, 

£'en  a  thousandth  part  could'st  share  ;•«— 

When  I  greet  thee,  would'st  thou  deign 
One  kind  look  to  bid  me  live ; 
-  Or,  one  kiss  return  again  ; 

Sweety  return  for  those  r^ve;— 

All  dissolvM  in  tender  joy, 

High  my  raptur'd  heart  would  beat ; 

Fondly  at  th^ll  feet  Td  sigh  ; 
Fondly  cadi  my  bondage  sweet  I 

Dear  the  change  of  mutual  vows  ; 

fcove' returned,  new  Love  shall  claim  5— 
And  the  spark,  that  faintly  glows, 

Soon  shall  blaze  an  ardent  flame  I 

B£KLIV»  B^  BE&ESFOR] 
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SONG, 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  INVASION* 

BY    MR.  £.  EHOD£S. 


Train  !  Gallia»  train  thy  sons  to  war  I 

By  fate  and  frenzy  driven ; 
Honour  is  Britain's  leading  Star, 

And  Liberty  her  Heaven. 
Tkat  Heaven  to  guard,  with  anxious 'car« 

Shall  be  the  brave  Man's  duty ; 
Ye  British  Maids !  the  wreath  prepare^ 
Which  soon  the  vidor-brow  shall  wear    * 
Of  those  who  Death  and  Danger  dare 

For  Liberty  and  Beauty. 

Tho'  fierce  Ambition,  red  with  -cnmei 

Still  threaten  to  assail  us, 
Y«t  never,  in  the  round  oi  Time, 

Shall  British  Oourage  fail  us;^- 
This  Isle  to  guard,  with  anxious  care, 

Shall  be  the  brave  man's  duty ; 
The  dastard  soul,  that  feels  despair. 
The  vidor-wreath  shall  never  wear 
Of  those,  who  Death  and  Danger  dare 

For  Liberty  and  Beauty. 

Honour!  thou  star  of  ray  divine! 

Thro'  every  tempest  guide  us!  ^ 

3eam  on  each  heart !  each  head;  be  thine^ 

No  power  shall  then  divide  us. 
Xhis  Isle  to  guards  with  anxious  care, 

t3 
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Shall  be  the  brave  Man's  duty; 
Ye  Britbh  Maids !  the  wreath  prepare. 
Which  soon  the  victor-brow  shall  wear 
Of'thoB^  who^D^tkthaiid'Diaag^  dkmi 

For  Liberty  and  Beauty. 

SBErrxEtDy  1805* 


INSCRIPTION'  Wm  ANCHOR  CHURCH. 


O  Tpoy,  who  to  this  wild  retreat; 
Shalt  lead'  bjy  choice  thy .  pilgrhft  feet,, 
To  trace  the  dark  w<)odr<  waving,  of e^ 
This  rocky  ceU  aUd  sainted  floor,. 
If  here thou-brio^stiag^nitle  xtk\ni$ 
That  shuBfi  by-  fits^  yet.  loves^  mankind, 
That  leaves  th^ schools^  and  in  this  wood, 
licams  the  beat  science  to  be  good» 
Then  soft,  as  on  the  deeps>  below^ . 

•  Yon  oaks  their  silent  uxnbrage  thiPow^. 
Peace,  to  thy  prayers  by  Virtue  brought 
Pilgrian^  shall  bjess  thy  hallow'd  thought. 

*  An  Hermitage  beldngmg'fo  dirlbobertBurdet^*  Blurt  Per* 
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ODE  TO  THE  TOAMjEa 

BY  THE   tkE9>  JOSEPH  ;H0L|>£|1[   PPTTf 


Where  thro'  its  loveliest  batiks  the  stream 

In  all  its  ptride  of  brigl^tness  flows. 
Where  closer  willows  check  the  beam 

Which  o'er  the  noou-tide  glows. 
The  Nynphs  of  Thames,  with  fond  respcd, 

At  evening's  cool  and  silent  hpur, 
With  many  a  rush,  aud  many  a  flo^ri 

The  Poet's  seat  have  deckt 

Charm'd  with  the  song,  each  blooming  sweet. 

That  April-shew'rs  had  scattered  round, 
They  brought  to  grace  the  pensive  seat, 

And  strew'd  them  o'er  the  ground : 
The  lowly  primrose,  wan  and  pale. 

The  freshest  turf  of  liveliest  hue, 
The  swelling  bud,  and  violet  blue. 

That  scents  the  passing  gale. 

Say,  gentle  Nymphs  for  silence  there 
Too  long  has  held  her  sullen  reign^ 
Say,  will  ye  now  renew  your  care. 

To  grace  an  humbler  strain. 
Of  him,  the  father  of  the  stream. 
Whose  tnun  ye  fill,  whose  thousand  springs 
Supply  your  urns,  the  Poet  sings. 
His  praise  shall  swell  the  tlime. 

T  4 
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O  chief  of  all  the  wat'ry  scene ! 

Thy  revereud  temples  shadowM  round. 
Prefer  their  willow's  simple  green. 

With  native  rushes  bound, 
Before  the  crown  rich  Tagus  wears, 

Wrought  from  his  secret,  golden  store. 

Or  that  which  o'er  his  teeming  shore 
Pactolus  proudly  rears. 

Let  these  with  sullen  state  and  pride 
Like  Tyrants  in  themselves  retain 

The  country's  wealth,  your  genial  tide 
No  greedy  hand  shall  stain. 

Content  in  Flent/s  fair  increase* 
On  every  side  with  joy  you  see 
The  thriving  labors  of  the  free, 
The  solid  wealth  of  peace. 

Why  flow  your  waters  from  their  source 

So  bright?  unstain'd,  unsullied  still ? 
Why,  but  that  Freedom  guides  their  coune, 

Each  eddie  sports  at  will. 
Unlike  those  streams  of  sickly  hue 

Whose  torpid  waves  unmov'd  remain, 

No  crystal  lustre  they  retain. 
Nor  more  delight  the  view. 

Where  favor'd  Windsor^s  tow'ring  height, 
The  rustic  Muse's  honor'd  seat, 

Surveys  thy  stream,  where  loth  to  quit 
Thy  best  belov'd  retreat. 

And  turning  oft  past  charms  to  view, 
Your  winding  stream  you  lead  along, 
And  mindful  of  some  former  song^ 
X^lay  the  last  adieu ; 
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Beside  those  banks  with  grateful  car^e. 
Thy  Nymphs  have  strew'd  the  secret  bower, ^ 

For  thither  shall  thy  bard  repair, 
And  oft  at  evening  hour 

£reathe  o'er  thy  silent  waves  a  strain. 
Whose  numbers  if  thou  deien'st  to  hear, 
Returning  oft,  Til  court  thine  ear, 
And  sing  thy  praise  again. 

Yet  linger  still,  still  slowly  wind, 
For  soon  shall  London's  spires  appear, 

Till  grieved  to  leave  fair  Kent  behind, 
The^  mournful  Naiad's  tear 

To  briny  waves  converts  the  stream ; 
Yet,  as  you  pass,  bid  peace  to  me 
Beneath  the  shade,  for  thou  shalt  be 
The  Poet's  pensive  theme. 


ODE  ON  A  FAVOURITE  SEAT. 


BT  THB   SAMB. 


Iw  yonder  wood,  where,  unconfin'd. 
Fair  Nature  roves  still  wild  and  free, 

Subdued  of  old  by  some  rude  wind, 
Low  lies  a  willow  tree. 

By  the  thick  shade  which  once  it  gave^ 
Obscur'd  no  more,  the  lucid  stream 

Now  rolls  in  light  its  silent  wave. 
Bright  with  the  mornings  beam* 
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Tbe  neighbourmg  trees^  which  round  ft  •spfMid, 
Wide'ofer  the  trunk,  their  boranchot  bend. 

As  warriours  o'er,  the  hero  4ead^ 
Protecting  shields  extend. 

My  choice  to  Fl^asure's  wanton  chano^,, 
To  throng  of 'glittering  ^|aje8tv^; . 

To  Fame's  high  seat».or  five's  ^ott  arn^ 
Prefers  this  willow  tree. 

There  oft  the  Moon's  bltie  course  I  Vatch, 
There  Tiewyyrhilst  Silence  hovers  round. 

The  passing  stream,  and;  musiog,  catch 
It's  circling  edd/s  sound. 

O  sweet  Traowillity J  thie  breeiM; 

Then  wajfted.is  t^. breath  divine: 
Thine  ear  the  movurner's  prayer 'shattipleaae. 

And  peace  shall  there  be  mine. 

Sweet  Maid  of.H^ftyen  I  on  that  fair  stream 
Thy  spirit  then  delights  to  dwell. 

Whilst  Silence,  by  the  Moon's  pale  beam, 
Deserts,her.  lonely,  cell. 

O,  do  not  from  my  footsteps  turn 
Disturbed,  lest^peacoretire  with  thee; 

For  still  thy  pleasant  song  to  learn, 
I  seek  the.  wiUowtree. 


IMITATION.  OP  MARTIAL, 

What  modtrn^PM^  this  bed  sixpence  made  ? 
«— It  pass'd  on  Gr^'Once^  as  his  rents  were  paid ! 

V,  B.  HALHED,  ESQ. 
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EPICEDIUM 

ON  THE:  DEATH  OF  LORD.  NELfeON, 

OCTOBER   21,  1805^ 

While  notes  of  triumph  swell  the  gale, 
Why  sits  Britannia  sad  and  pale 

In  therhonr  of r  Victory  ? 
She  mourns  her  gallant  Hero  dead. 
She  weeps  that  matchless  Nelson  bled. 
And  pensive  bows  her  lauretrd  head. 

In  the  hour  of  Victory  I  > 

O  Chief,  she  cries,  to  Britons  dear, . 
For  thee  be  shed  Britannia's  tear, 

Ih  the  hour  of  Viflory,!' 
Chief  of  the  lion's  dauntless  soul. 
From  Egypt's  shore  to  Norway's  pole^ 
1'was  thine  to  bid  ihy  thunders  roll, 

In  the  hour  of  Victory! 

For*  thee  shall  spotkss  Honour  grievei 
And  cypres&  midst  his  laurels  weave, 

In  the  hour  of  Victoiyl' 
On. thee  ^all  grateful  memory  dwell,. 
And  ages  yet  unborn  shall  tell 
How  Nelson  fought,  how  Nelson  fell. 

In  the  hour  of  Vidoryl 

Heir  of  immortal  Glory  now. 
Protector  of  the  brave  be  thou. 

In  the  hour  of  Victory ! 
Teach  thou  the  valiant,  good  and  grea^,. 
Thy  high  exploits  to  emulate, 
And  fearless  smile  like  thee  on  fate, 

In  the  hour  of  Victory! 

V07.  7, 1^05*  S*  WJbUER. 


Sd4 
*  ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

BY  THK  LATE   REV.  If.   B.   STEVEBS* 


Retubb  fair  Health ! — the  Muse  agadi^ 
A  sweet  associate  of  thy  train  ! 
To  sketch  the  landscapes  as  they  lie 
Bri^ht'ning  beneath  thy  beamy  eye. 
Shall  follow  wheie  thy  footsteps  lead 
Along  the  morn-empurpled  mead, 
Thaty  slanting  down  old  Askew's  side. 
Obtrudes  on  Trent's  diminished  tide. 

Touched  by  thy  spirit,  Genial  Power ! 
And  crown'd  by  thee,  Life's  varied  hour 
A  gay  unclouded  aspect  wears, 
High  o'er  the  groveling  mist  of  cares. 

While  Hope  in  every  changeful  scene 
Exults  beneath  thy  radiant  mien, 
O  roost  indulge  my  favour'd  breast 
When  Friendship  greets  the  heart-lov'd  guest^ 
Nor  let  my  hand,  with  languor  faint. 
Cast  o'er  his  welcome  cold  restraint. 
O  ever  round  my  ckearful  board 
Be  all  thy  social  pleasures  pour'd, 
While,  sparkling  from  the  liberal  mind,. 
The  gladden'd  Siought  starts,  iTnconfin'd 
By  slow  Reserve,  or  down-cast  Awe 
Who6<e  words  in  faltering  haste  withdraw; 
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Or  Inattention's  torpid  eari 
Who,  gazing,  only  seems  to  hear; 
Or  dark  Distrust,  in  silence  bound. 
With  jealous  eye  that  peers  atouncL 
Thy  influence  wakes  a  fairer  birth , 
Light  Ease,  and  Play,  and  vacant  Mirth  ; 
The  dancing  Hopes ;  the  glittering  vein 
That  runs  thro'  Fancy's  boundless  reign ; 
With  all  the  vivid  grace  of  thought. 
In  Wit's  energic  quickness  wrought ; 
And  Humour,  at  whose  festal  sounds 
Fantastic-footed  Laughter  bounds^ 

With  thee  even  Solitude  is  seen 
Clear  from  the  withering  hue  of  spleen ; 
Her  solemn  air,  her  musing  pace, 
£ach  deep,  compos'd,  majestic  grace, 
Flush'd  heavenly  by  thy  vital  bloom 
A  freer  fairer  look  assume ; 
Her  listless  thought,  her  languid  tone 
No  more  oppressive  sadness  own ; 
But,  nerv'd  by  thee,  such  transport  take, 
That  all  her  silent  fancies  wake. 

Thoii,  in  Retiremekt's  hermit  hour, 
A  fairy  saint  to  bless  her  bower, 
Shalt  chace,  with  holy  spell,  away 
The  fiends  that  vex  her  private  day ; 
Self-tir'd  and  sullen  Discontent ; 
Hatred,  his  brows  in  anger  bent ; 
And  Superstition's  gorgon  head 
That  rends  the  midnight  dream  with  dread; 
And  Melancholy's  moping  train. 
Grief,  and  the  sickly  dregs  of  Pain ; 
And  stern  disgust  of  Life,  that  bears 
With  murmur'd  woe  his  weight  of  cares, 
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Or,  as  his  desperate  sorrows  rare^ 
Visits  in  gore  bis  timeless  grare. 

When  evcniijg  shadows  haunt  the  vale. 
And  dewy  sweets  enrich  the  gale, 
And  musing  thro'^  her  motley  groves 
With  Inspiration  Autumn  roves  J 
When  Hpjpe,  upon  her  morning's  wing. 
Enchanting  sheds  the  Lloom  of  Spring; 
When  Summer's  sultry  noon  persuades 
Where  Coolness  wreathes  her  bow'ry  shades^ 
And  Beauty  courts,  with  looscn'd  vest, 
The  straggling  zephyrs  to  her  breast ; 
When  shuddering  Crones,  in  wintry  nights, 
Kecount  long  tales  of  ghostly  sights, 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  ember's  gleam. 
At  every  casual  sparkle  scream ; 
O  Genius  of  each,  chosen  hour ! 
When  most  I  court  thy  glowing  power. 
From  irksome  labours  e\'er  free. 
If  Heaven  such  bliss  reserve  for  me! 
From  social  worth  retir'd  awhile. 
Full  on  my  soul  delighted  smile  ! 

Tho'  Grandeur  stoop  not  to  my  shed  ; 
Tho'  Pride  avert  his  lifted  headj 
*  Tho'  tasteless  Folly  fluttering  by 
Leer  on  my  lot  with  Mockery's  eye ; 
Yet  here  while  Health  conjicnts  to  stay. 
The  charmer  of  my  secret  day  ; 
While  Love,  with  youthful  Hope  allied. 
Beneath  my  cottagc.roof  abide ; 
While  mprtle-handed  Leisure  throws. 
O'er  softenM  life  her  sweet  repose ; 
And  Fancy  to  her  fav'ritc  lute 
Some  high  ambitious  rhyme  shall  suit  > 
My  heart  with  these  sublimely  blest. 
Bids  Pride  and  Folly  share  the  rest. 
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Tet  if  my  fete  my  wish  deny ; 
if  Irisure,  iove,  and  fancy  fly. 
While,  dim  and  weary,  life  remains, 
And  heaves  the  slow  blood  thro'  my  veins, 
Order  and  Peace,  a  tranquil  mind, 
Tho'  ever  pensive,  yet  resigned, 
Sfatfll  worship  on  the  banks  of  Trent 
The  household  deity.  Coif  tent. 


SONG. 

f ROM    THE   OEEMAN   OF  WfiiSfiX. 

Sweetly  blooms  the  opening  rose. 

Spring's  gay  prime  adorning, 
VVlicn  unpluck'd  and  free  it  grows. 

Bathed  with  dew  of  morning. 
But  the  blush  on  Laura's  cheek 

Sweeter  wonder  raises ; 
Haunts  of  Love,  her  dimples  sleek ; 

Happy  he  who  ga^esi 

Softly  Zephyr  bends  the  spray. 

Fragrance  softly  showers ; 
Wafting  all  the  sweets  of  May, 

Stole  from  new-born  flowers. 
But  her  accents  softer  fall ; 

(Nameless  grace  «ndears  them); 
Rudest  hearts  their  sounds  enthral  f 

Happy  he  who  hears  theml 

»ERLlJi.  B.  BBEBiFOaO. 
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# 

MAN  WAS  NOT  MADE  TO  MOURN. 

BT   ROBERT   AKDERSOIT. 


Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours^ 
Makes  the  night  roonung»  and  the  noontide  night* 


8HAXX8P£RI. 


The  sinking  Sun,  aslaunt  tht  hill. 

Bade  Labor  quit  the  plough. 
And  now  in  monie  a  window  kcek'd. 

To  bid  mankind  adieu  ; 
When  musingly  I  sought  the  wood 

Where  joyous  youth  was  spent ;  « 

There,  'neath  a  shade,  a  Carle  stood, 

Whase  body  Time  had  bent* 

His  locks  were  silver'd  o'er  wi'  years, 

His  clothing  coarse  and  bare  ; 
But  cheerfu'  se^M  his  honest  heart, 

That  had  knawn  tnickle  care ; 
Life's  spark,  tho'  drawing  near  its  end. 

Yet  cheerfully  did  burn ; 
Id  him,  I  read  an  aged  friend 

Wha  had  forgot  to  mourn. 

'  Stranger,'  quoth  h^,  *  where  wandcr'st  thou, 

*  Amid  the  dews  of  eve  ? 

*  Thine  eye  methinks  is  wet  wi'  woe— 

'  Why  shun  the  world  to  grieve  ? 
'  O  hear^^  wight,  whom  Age  has  taught! 

*  Nor  mock  his  years  wi'  scorn ; 

*  Be  not  in  youth  by  Sorrow  caught — 

*  Man  was  not  made  to  mourn  I 
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For  me  Tm  poor  as  poor  can  he^ 

*  Wha  ance  cou'd  boast  o'  wealth  ; 
And  wan  and  wither'd  is.  this  cheeky 

*  Where  late  sat  blooming  Health  : 
On  earth  I  am  but  Fortune's  sport, 

'And  wander  here  forlorn ; 

What  then,  life's  journey  is  but  short, 

*  And  why.  should  mortals  mourn  ? 

T\s  hard  to  lose  a  partner  dear, 

*  Or  parent  fond  and  kind ; 

*  Tis  hard^  to  lose  a  friend  sincere 

*  Of  independent  mind : 

*  Tho'  sweet's  the  tear  by  Pity  shed 

*  O'er  gentle  Virtue's  urn ; 

*  Yet  be  not  Sorrow's  captive  led — 
'  Man  was  not  made  to  mourn ! 

*  Hast  thou  been  robb'd  of  a  thy  kin, 

*  That  thus  thou  heav'st  a  sigh  ? 

*  Or  griev'st  thou  for  some  faithfu  friend, 

*  On  whom  thou  could'st  rely  ? 

*  A  friendless  brother  here  behold, 

'  Death  a'  frae  me  has  torn ; 
'  Yet  something  bids  me  aye  be  bold— 

*  Man  was  not  made  to  mourn  ! 

,*'  Hast  thou  by  Hope  been  aft  beguil'd, 

*  Or  sail'd  down  Pleasure's  stream, 

*  And  started  back  at  Ruin's  brink, 

*  Like  ane  wak'd  frae  a  dream  ? 

*  ^o'  monie  cares  on  Pleasure  wait, 

*  Wae  which  'tis  wise  to  turn, 
'*  Repentance  never  is  too  late, 

*  Theu  why  should  mortals  iiioue%    ; 
toL.  V.  y 
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» 

Or  envy'st  thou  yon  patnpcr'd  lord 

*  Wha  rulc5  at  Pleasure's  ball  ? 
Let  Plenty  smile  upoh  his  board, 
^  And  slaves  await  his  call ; 
That  wealth  ti  giv^h  hiM  but  in  trust, 
<  Tho'  he  at  poortith  ^rti : 

The  man,  wha  poor,  dkrcs  to  be  jvst, 
*•  Halh  litt]<$  c^ttse  to  mourn» 

The  PoVr  ^ha  rules  yon  risidg  moon, 
^  And  sits  abuin  the  skjr, 

*  Has  giv^n  to  man  an  ini^el  form, 
'  But  wills  that  he  shafl  die : 

^  Then  whslt  iivails  all  earthly  bliss, 

*  Since  we  to  dust  return } 

*  A  better  world  thei^  is  thati  this, 

*  And  why  should  tiiortals  mourn  ? 

*  A*  nature  view  :-*-the  herds  that  graze 

'  Alang  the  meiids,  rejoice; 

*  The  sung&ters  chaunt  their  gratefu  lays, 

^  Wi'  one  accordant  voice : 

*  Reason  to  lordly  man  is  giv'n, 
'  Yet  oft  the  poor  forlorn, 

^  By  maddening  passions  wildly  driven, 

*  Hopeless^  lives  but  to  mounu 

^  Howe^^r  on  life'd  rough  sea  thou'rt  tTM% 

*  'Tis  madhess  to  despair ; 

*  The  feebfe«(t  httifk  When  tempest-fost, 
'  Some  kitid  ft\Ui(  may  share  t 

^  Still  cfi^h  Hdtie,  that  peHcefU  guest, 

'  Nor  from  Rdigidft  tutn, 
<  Then  will  no  ttfinuli  iWell  thy  breiast, 

'  Hot  iStm  htlVd  cAilse  to  iDOunu*^ 
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Here  ceas'd  the  sage :  then  sought  his  way 

Alang  the  darkning  val^ ; 
But  oft  his  meek  instructive  voice 

Seem'd  passing  on  each  gale. 
Ne'er  may  I  from  such  rules  depart. 

Till  down  to  earth  I'm  borne. 
But  think,  in  spite  of  learned  Art, 

Man  was  not  made  to  mourn. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Safe  landed  in  London,  young  sentleman,  say^ 
What  means  you  shall  practice  lor  pushing  your  way  f 
"  I'll  take  to  the  robe ;  with  my  Latin  and  lungis, 
*^  Soon  Garrow  and  Erskine  shall  bridle  their  tongues.'* 
Better  take  to  the  road. — ^There's  both  Lackwit  and 

Lean 
In  a  term  scarce  get  sixpence  to  keep  their  bands  clean* 
"  I've  a.  talent  for  verse,  and  I'll  give  it  free  scope: 
"  Youll  no  longer  be  partial  to  Pindar  and  Pope.**— 
Do  you  envy  those  shadows,  in  shabby  great  coats? 
Our  Popes  and  our  Pindars  are  all  sans-culottes. 
**  111  worship  at  court." — A  mere  lottery  at  best: 
Bmte  succeeded,  indeed  ; — but  he  starved  all  the  rest. 
"  Advise  then,  dear  friend,  for  I'll  live  here,  I  vow." 
If  you're  good,  you  may  live,  but  Heaven  only  knows 

how. 


29^ 


HORACE.— Ode  v.  B.  II. 


TRAKSLATEp   BY   THE   LATS   REV.  W.  B.  STEVEBar 


TuY  skittish  hciier^  yet  unbrokc, 
Would  faint  to  drag  the  oppressive  yoke ; 
Her  tender  limbs  yet  tremble  at  the  might 
Of  the  bull's  ponderous  love,  fierce-rushing  to  delight* 

She  only  joys  to  pass  her  hours 
In  verdant  meads,  'midst  fragrant  flowers, 
Or  wanton  with  her  fellows  in  the  stream, 
AVbcre  willowy  shades  exclude  the  sun's  impetuous 
beam. 

Pluck  not  the  unripe  grape  austere ; 
Lo,  quickly  comes  the  mellowing  year, 
And  on  thy  clustring  vine  shall  sweet  infuse 
Its  juicy  taste  mature,  and  rich-impurpled  hues. 

Time  ceaseless  rolls  its  rapid  wheels ; 
The  years,  that  from  thy  youth  he  steals. 
Given  to  thy  fair  shall  ope  her  budding  charms, 
Anck  bring  the  blooming  Maid  to  meet  thy  longing  amsw 

Let  meaner  loves,  let  Pholoe  fly ; 
With  her  not  Chloris  self  shall  vie, 
Whose  beauteous  bosom  heaves  upon  the  sig&t, 
Fair-^  tHi'  tremulous  waves  the  silver  orb  of  Niglit» 
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ANCIENTE  POETRIE. 


£ft80NE,  worl (Hinge,  shewe  to  m« 
The  ymagc  of  Inconstancye ; 
*Tis  not  womaii,  'tis  not  wynde, 
Tis  nothyngc  of  the  ly vynge  kynde, 
Nothynge  in  the  sea  nor  ayr, 
Nothynge  foule,  nc  nothynge  fayre ; 
I  telle  thee,  in  my  lowly  rhyme, 
'Tis  nothynge  else  but  father  Tyme  ; 
Farther  Tyme  appeares  to  me 
The  ymage  of  Inconstancye. 
Thy^  momente  here,  next  momcnte  gonne^ 
Always  begynnyngc,  never  donne; 
Brynges  us  hope  and  joyc  jto-daye, 
To-morrowe  snatches  bothe  awaye 
Like  an  arrowe  through  the  skie, 
.Father  Tyme  he  passethe  bye : 
Who  can  stoppe  his  cagle^flyghte, 
Dartynge  onnc  the  wings  of  lyghte ! 
Couute  not,  scely  man,  his  hours, 
Kather  strewe  his  path  with  f)o\^f«ere$ ; 
Floweres  which  Love  to  Beauty  gyves, 
When  in  blifle  with  Youthe  he  lyves; 
Floweres  I  no  more  must  hope  to  sec 
Till  Tyme  shall  brynge  my  Fayre  to  me. 
Hasten,  Xhoxi  god  with  arched  scythe, 
Hasten  with  step  so  quick  and  blythey 
'  Tiiat  sbc  I  Jove  with  all  her  charmes 
|day  blcssc  her  swayne's  impatiente  ormei! 

n3 
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Let  him  but  listen  to  my  rhyme. 

And  I  will  shew  to  father  Ty me. 

What  he  is  not,  nor  e'er  can  be. 

The  embiemme  of  Aweete  Constancye ; 

Tis  a  mayde  so  fayre  and  trewe 

That  Tyme  himself  mighte  stoppe  to  viewe ; 

I  will  not  her  name  imparte. 

But  'tis  she  who  rules  my  herte. 

Not  the  sun,  great  source  of  lyghte. 

Not  the  moon,  who  shynes  by  nyghte. 

Not  the  seasons  ab  they  move 

Are  more  trewe  than  she  I  love^ 

She  I  love  appeares  to  me 

The  embiemme  of  sweete  Constancye. 

Worldiinge,  adewe !  this  is  my  theme. 

My  wakinge  thought,  my  nightlye  dreme. 

W.  BELOE, 


LINES, 

IMITATED   FROM   THE  GREEK. 

I  NURSED  an  urchin  at  my  breast; 

Alas  !  'twas  Cupid  I  caress'd : 

I  warn'd  him  oW  and  o'er  away, 

But  still  he'd  some  excuse  to  stay; 

He  could  not  walk — At  length,  '  1  see 

*  You've  wings,'  said  I — *  then  fly  fWm  me!' 
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ON  DETERMINING  TO  READ  NO  . 
MORE  NOVELS, 


Hevce,  flattering  painters  of  delusive  scenes ! , 
Half-brothers  ail  to  lying  poetasters  ; 
Is,  then,  amusement  all  a  novel  means, 
And  does  not  fife  possess  a  few  Masters  ? 

Has  life  no  one  employment  but  to  stray 
Near  yoii  lone  woods,  and  Celia's  scorn  deplore  ? 
To  strain  the  sweet  guitar  the  live-long  day  ? 
Or  o'er  yon  pretty  bubbling  brook  to  por<i? 

Do  lovers  only  then  our  jails  supply? 
Do  fetters  gall  alone  the  lover's  wrist  ? 
Do  lovers  only  hang  on  trees  so  high? 
Are  lovers  only  in  tbe  bankrupt  list  ? 

No  more,  ye  scribblers,  mock  at  real  life. 
Nor  tempt  our  fancies  by  your  sugar'd  baits, 
Bui  leave  in  peace,  each  widow^  maid,  aiid  wife. 
Nor  fire  theijr  brains — nor  raise  oiir  parish-rates. 

THE    RECANTATIOir, 

Fancy  is  still  alive — I  cannot  part 
With  the  feign'd  tale,  which  steals  upon  my  heart  i 
Nor  can,  with  care  and  toil  oppressed,  forego 
The  charms  of  Fielding,  Radcliffe,  Smith,  and  Co. 
Life  has  so  many  crosses]  See  the  knave 
Reigps.jiiaramount,  whilst  Virtue  is  his  slave ! 

u4 
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See  Fraud  piles  bags  which  Honesty  must  quit ! 
See  weU-dress'd  Folly  laughs  at  ragged  Wit ! 
But  the  Icind  Novelist  leads  Virtue's  sons 
Aiar  from  luke-wann  friends  and  red-hot  duns ; 
And  ^oundreb  of  ea<^h  sex,'  the  story  ended. 
Are  either  hang'd,  imprisoned,  or  amended  ! 

JAN.  7,  ISOO.  w.  r.  w. 


DITHYRAMBUS. 

FROM  THE  GEHMAK  OF  KLEtST, 

Haste  the  joys  of  life  Jo  share  ; 

Seize  the  moments  as  they  fly; 
Soon  shall  close  the  scene  so  fair : — 

Soon  we  droop,  and  fade,  and  die ! 

Laugh  at  physic's  pert  grimace  ; 

Shun  the  water-drinking  train  : — 
Wine  that  soothes  the  soul's  disease. 

Soothes  alike  the  bod/s  pain. 

Wine,  the  balm  kind  nature  pour^, 

Rosy  health  and  bloom  supplies. 
Crown  the  bowl  with  fairest  flowers ; 

Drink — ^and  glee  at  bottom  lies. 

Now  his  rites  let  Bacchus  claim, 

Let  his  fragrant  altars  bum : — 
Soon  shall  love  the  breast  inflame ; 

Love  shall  triumph  in  his  turn  ? 

HERLIK.  S.  BE&ESrOR*. 


297 

A  POETICAL  EPISTLE 

*    TO  CHRISTOPHER  ANSTEY,  ESQ. 

On  tie  English  PoeU,  chiefly  those  who  have  Writtoi  m 

blank  Verse, 

BY   DR.   ROBERTS. 


IK  Mpk,  ad  numeros  eiige  (^idque  nto$. 


No  not  in  rhyme.     I  hate  that  iron  chain, 
Forg'd  by  the  hand  of*  some  rude  Goth,  which  cramps 
Reluctant  Genius,  and  writh  many  a  fold 
Past  binds  him  to  the  ground.    Shall  the  quick  thought. 
That  darts  from  world  to  world,  and  traverses 
The  realms  of  time,  and  space,  all  fancy  free, 
Check'd  in  his  rapid  course,  obey  the  call 
Of  some  barbarian,  m4io  by  sound  enslav'd| 
And  deaf  to  manly  melody,  proclaims, 
"  No  farther  shalt  thou  go"  ?  Pent  in  his  cage 
The  imprieonM  eagle  sits,  and  beats  his  bars ; 
His 'eye  is  raised  to  heaven.    Tho'  many  a  moom 
Has  seen  him  pine  in  sad  captivity. 
Still  to  the  thunderer's  throne  he  longs  to  bear 
The  bplt  of  vengeance ;  still  he  thirsts  to  dip 
His  daring  pinions  in  the  fount  of  light* 
.   Go,  mark  the  lettered  sons  of  Gallia's  clime, 
MThere  critic  rules,  and  custom's  tyrant  law, 
»  Have  fette/d  the  free  verse.    On  the  pall'd  ear 
The  drowsy  numbers^  regularly  diiU, 
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Close  jn  slow  tedious  unison*.     Not  so 
The  bard  of  Eden ;  to  the  Grecian  lyre 
He  tun'd  his  verse ;  he  lov'd  the  genuine  muse, 
That  from  the  top  of  Athos  circled  all 
The  clustering  islands  of  the  ^gean  dfitp^ 
Or  roam'd  o'er  fair  Ionia's  wihdiug  shore. 

Poet  of  other  tiroes,  to  thee  I  bow  .    .       .' 

With  lowliest  reverence.     Oft  thou  tak'st  my  soul, 
And  waft'st  it  by  thy  potent  harmony 
To  that  empyreal  mansion,  where  thine  ear 
Caught  the  soft  warblings  of  a  Seraph's  harp. 
What  time  the  nightly  visitajit  unlock'd 
The  gates  pf  heaven,  and  to  thy  mental  sight 
Displayed  celestial  scenes.    She  from  thy  lyre 
With  indignation  tore  the  tinkling  bells. 
And  tun'd  it  to  sublimest  argument. 
Sooner  the  bird,  that  ushering  in  ihe  8>pring 
Strikes  the  same  notes  with  one  unvarying  pause^ 
Shall  vie  with  Philomel,  when  she  pursues 
Her  evening  song  thro'  every  winding  majse 
Of  melody,  than  rhyme  shall  soothe  the  soul 
With  music  sweetas  thine.    Wjith  vig^lai^t  eye. 
And  cautious  step,  as  fearing  to  be  left. 
Thee  Philips  watches,  and  with  taste  refin'd. 
Each  precept  culling  from  th^  IVlantui^  p^gc» 
Disdains  the  Gothic  bond.     Silurian  wines. 
Ennobled  by  his  song,  no  moce  shall  yield 
To  Setin,  or  the  strong  Faleruian  juice. 
Beverage  of  Latian  chie&.     Next  Thohpsos  came  :- 
He,  curious  bard,  examin'd  every  drop 

*  The  drowsiness  and  dullness  of  French  heroic  Terse  is  indis- 
putable ;^  bat  these  defects  are  not '  oeoanoned  either  by  ^'critie 
rules/'  or  *'  custom's  tyrant  laws;"  they  are  defects  of  the  lan- 
^lage,  which  has  neither  harmony  nor  dignity,  Aod  is  fit  only  l^.' 
the  months  of  slaves,    Ebitor.  .' 


299 

ThBt  distens  on  the  thoni ;  each  leaf  surve/d 
Which  Autumn  from  the  rustling  forest  shakes. 
And  mark'd  its  shape,  and  trac'd  in  the  rude  wind 
Its  eddying  motioQ.     Nature  in  his  hand 
A  pencil,  dipt  in  her  own  colours,  plac'd. 
With  which  the  ever-faithful  copyist  drew 
Each  feature  in  proportion  just.    Had  Art 
But  soften^  the  hard  lines,  and  raellowM  down 
The  glaring  tints,  not  Mi ncio's  self  would  roll 
A  prouder  stream  than  Caledonian  Tweed. 

Nor  boast  wild  Scotia's  hills,  and  pleasant  vales. 
One  bard  of  freedom  only.     While  the  North 
Turns  his  broad  canvas,  his  Siberian  van, 
Winnowing  the  noxious  air ;  while  luxury  breathes 
Delicious  odours  o'er  her  treacherous  meal ; 
While  labour  strings  the  nerves,  and  warms  the  blood ; 
While  social  sympathy  dissolves  the  soul 
In  pity,  or  in  love,  shall  Armstiiong  please. 

Sweet  is  the  sound,  when  down  the  sloping  side 
Of  some  green  hill,  or  on  the  scented  herb 
Steejp'd  in  Aurora's  aromatic  dews. 
The  full-voic*d  choir  their  emulative  notes 
Tune  to  the  jocund  horn.     Whoe'er  thou  art 
Whon^  now  on  downy  couch  dull  sloth  detains. 
Hark  to  the  poet's  song.    Chaste  Dian's  bardy 
Avonian  Somerville,  thro'  many  a  wood, 
Down  many  a  craggy  steep,  shall  hurry  on 
Thy  glowing  fancy.     He  shall  show  thee  where 
The  amphibious  otter,  where  the  wily  fox 
Hides  his  proscribed  head.     Fresh  from  the  chace 
Oft  shall  some  hunter  o'er  full  bowls  record 
His  verse,  and  with  the  faithful  image  fir'd 
Exalt  his  loud-ton'd  voice.    I'he  echoing  hall, 
IVhere  blaze  the  roots  of  elm,  or  oak,  where  round 
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Hang  all  the  shaggy  trophies  of  the  field, 
ISh^ll  ring  responsive  to  the  -vocal  strain. 

As  when  red  lightning  cleaves  the  clouded  sky, 
Trees,  rocks,  and  verdant  fields,  and  straw-roof  d  cot$, 
At  once  are  opened  -on  the  traveller's  view 
Wandering  at  latest  eve  ;  but  soon  again 
The  pierc'd  cloud  closes,  and  each  object  sinks 
In  darkness,  as  before  ;  so  "burst  thy  strains 
And  cast  a  transient  gleam,  O  musing  Young, 
O'er  black  obscurity.     Poet  of  night. 
How  shall  I  stile  thee  ?  for  thy  cadence  now 
Grates  discord  on  mine  car,  now  sweetly  flows 
Harmonious-:  oft  with  wonder  have  I  sought 
What  mean  thy  words  ambiguous ;  oft  my  soul^ 
Sooth'd  by  thy  pensive  minstrelsy,  forgets 
■  Her  peevish  t^ensure.     Polish  what  is  rude, 
Illumine  what  is  dark,  whate'er  is  low 
Exalt,  and  many  a  muse  of  fairer  fame 
To  Aee  shall  bend  the  laurdsof  her  brow. 

Come,  A-KENSiDE,  come,  with  thine' Attic  urn 
Fiird  from  Ilissus,  by  a  Naiad's*  hand. 
Thy  harp  was  tun'd  to  freedom  :  strains  like  thine. 
When  Asia's  lord  bor'd  the  huge  mountain's  side, 
And  bridg'd  the  sea,  to  battle  rous'd  the  tribes 
Of  ancient  Greece :  the  sons  of  Cecrops  rais'd 
Minerva's  segis ;  Laced aemon  sent 
Her  hardy  veterans  from  their  frugal  board. 
Thy  troops,  Leonidas  ;  whose  glorious  death 
Stands  ay  renown'd,  fit  theme,  in  British  song. 

TVell  me,  O  Mason,  will  thy  liberal  soul 
With  tame  submission  hug  the  chain,  and  brook 
Barbarian  bondage  ?  Shall  the  Muse,  who  led 
Thy  youthful  steps  thro'  every  bosky  bourn 

*  AlliidiDg  to  the  Hymn  to  the  Naiada. 
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That  skirts  wide  Harewood's  forest,  and  befcMre 
Thy  raptur'd  eye  raisM  Mona's  central  oak. 
Haunt  of  the  Druids  old,  implore  in  vain  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  join,  and  from  her  gaird  feet  shake 
The  Northern  shackle  ?  So  to  every  walk 
That^thro'  thy  garden  weaves  its  mazy  path. 
To  every  opening  glade,  each  odorous  shrub 
That  scents  the  horizon  round,  shall  she  conduct 
Her  musing  votary:  so  shall  she  unfold 
Rude  nature  polish'd,  not  subdued,  by  art. 
Scenes,  where  thy  fancy  roves ;  and  all  her  flowers 
Steep  in  the  living  fountains  of  the  spring, 
To  wreathe  a  chaplet  for  her  poet's  brow. 

Would  1  could  name  thco,.  Gray  !  but  Ode  is  thine^ 
And  plaintive  Elegy.     Not  Pindar  soars 
On  bolder  wing — But  hark !  what  means  that  bell 
At  this  still  hour  slow  rising  on  mine  ear  ? 
It  is  the  voice  of  Death  *.     Even  while  I  write 
Cold  icy  dew-drops  chill  thy  languid  limbs. 
And  life's  short  date  is  out.     From  these  high  spires, 
"  These  antique  towers,  that  cyown  the  watery  glade/* 
These  fields  that  echoed  to  thy  moral  muse. 
Warbling  in  childhood's  happiest  hours,  accept 
This  boon  ;  and,  O  sweet  melancholy  bard, 
9«$t  to  thy  cares,  and  mercy  to  thy  soul ! 

Return,  my  Muse ;  thy  wild  unfettered  strains 
Suit  not  the  mournful  dirge.     Rhyme  tu-ne^  the  pip* 
Of  querulous  elegy ;  'tis  rhyme  confines 
The  lawless  numbers  of  the  h/ric  song. 
Who^hall  deny  the  quick-retorted  sound 
To  satirey  when  with  this  she  points  her  scorn. 
Darts  her  keen  shaft,  or  whets  her  venom'd  fang  t 

^  *  This  was  written  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Grab's  ideath*    He  w«» 
^Wfid  t  Stoke,  about  three  miles  from  Eton  College.    - 
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Pent  in  tlie  close  of  some  strong  period  stands 
The  victim's  blasted  name :  The  kindred  note 
First  stamps  it  on  the  ear ;  then  oft  recalls 
To  niemoiy,  what  were  better  wrapt  at  once 
In  dark  oblivion.     Still  tmrivalFd  here 
Pope  thro'  his  rich  dominion  reigns  alone: 
Pope,  whose  immortal  strains  Thames  echoes  yet 
Thro'  all  his  tvinding banks.     Me  smooth'd  the  verse, 
Ton'd  its  soft  cadence  to  the  classic  ear, 
And  gave  to  rhyme  the  dignity  of  song* ! 

t  As  when  the  chearful  bells  some  wake  proclaim^ 
The  village  maid  loads  not  her  head  with  gems, 
Ruby,  or  diamond,  but  from  every  field 
€ulh  daffodils,  and  harebells,  sprent  with  dew. 
Her  loveliest  ornaments,  in  humble  style 
Let  Pastoral  appear.     Let  rhyme  supply 
The  fnajosty  of  nobler  sentiment, 
Which  ill  might  suit  the  peasant.     Gay  felt  this; 
And  banish'd  from  his  woods  Arcadian  swains. 
And  mark'd  the  manners  of  the  British'  hind, 
And  uncouth  dialed.     He  too  could  veil 
In  fable's  mystic  garb  the  form  of  truth ; 
And  by  his  sprightly  tale  could  often  draw 

*  It  is  not  a  little  strange  that  Dr.  Roberts  should  have  itMHy 
forgotten  Dryden !  I    Editor. 

'  f  Telle  qu'  one  bergere,  an  plus  beau  jour  de  fite. 
Be  superbes  rubts  ne  charge  point  sa  t6te, 
£t  sans  m^Ier  a  Tor  I'^clat  des  diamans, 
Cueille  en  un  champ  voisin  scs  plus  beaux  omemeny: 
Telle,  aimable  en  sou  air,  mais  humble  dans  son  stylcii    • 
Doit  6clater  iians  pompe  une  ^l^aante  Idjlle» 
Son  ton  simple  Sx.  naif  n'a  rieu  de  fastueux,  ^ 

TJt  n*airae  point  Torgaeil  d'un  vers  pr6somptueux. 
U  faut  qqe  fa  douceur  ilatte  cbatouilIe>  6veille, 
£t  jamais  d«  grands  mots  n'^pouvante  Toreille. 

BOILEAV.     L'ART.  TOMttqVt  CHANT^I* 
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tear  of  laughter  even  from  the  dim  eye 
churlish  gravity.     Nqr  be  forgot 

grotesque  mirth  of  Butler's  errant  Knight^ 
•  SwipT,.  strange  child  of  fancy  and  of  spleen^  ^ 
'  he,  whose  laboured  line  flows  smoothly  on, 

galla^it,  easy  Prior.     Subjects  light. 
In  by  heroic  phrase,  like  some  poor  slave, 
>,  rob'd  in  royal  mantle,  struts  his  hour, 
ray  their  base  original  the  more. 
ardon,  mv  Anstey,  that  I  name  thee  last, 
'  last  not  least  in  fame.     For  thee  the  Muse 
srv'd  a  secret  spot,  unknown  before, 
:  smiled,  and  bade  thee  fix  thy  banner  there, 
jrst  Columbus  on  his  new-found  world 
jlay'd  the  Iberian  ensign.     Graceful  sit 

golden  chains,  and  easy  flows  the  rhyme 
nt£tneous.    While  old  Bladud's  sceptre  guards 
medicinal  stream,  shall  Simkin  raise 
d  peals  of  merriment.     Thou  too  canst  soar 
lobler  heights,  and  deck  the  fragrant  earth 
here  generous  Russel  lies."     With  thee,  my  friend', 
have  1  stray 'd'  from  morn  to  latest  eve, 

stolen  from  balmy  sleep  the  midnight  hour 
rourt  the  Latiau  Muse  *.    Tho'  other  cares 
i  me  from  that  sweet  social  intercourse, 
nilot  but  remember  how  1  rov'd 
Jamus,  sedg}'  stream,  aivd  on  the  pipe, 
rustic  pipe  t,  while  yet  it  breath'd  thy  lips, 
y'd  alternate  strains.     Accept  this  verse, 
ge  of  rehierabrance  dear,  and  faithful  love* 

Fhis  alludes  to  a  Latin  Translation  of  "  Grav*s  ElegV  in  » 
trv  Church  Yard,*'  written  in  conjunction  with  Mt.  Anstejv 
printed  in  1762. 

t     9fim  rk  ;i(i«Ma.     Moscuvs. 
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THE  HARE  HUNTER. 

A  burlesque  Itnitaiion  of  various  Tarts  rf  Milton's 
IIAUegro  and  II  Penseroso*    Written  in  i765* 

»T   r.    K.   C.   MUNDAT,   ESQ.   OF   MARKTOVy  DIKBT8BXRI. 


Lo  I,  who  erst  at  break  of  day. 

To  Nelston  Wiggs*  betook  my  way,   , 

Alarming  all  the  country  round 

With  barbarous  shout,  and  babbling  hound ; 

And  many  a  fox  in  vain  pursued 

To  Bardon  Hill  *  or  Button  Wood  ♦ ; 

And  oft  returned  in  evening  dark 

With  empty  hands  from  liorseley  Park  * ; 

And  thought  myself  a  clever  lad, 

While  all  the  neighbours  decmy  me  mad ; 

Now  condescend  with  nicest  care 

To  look  the  he4ge-row  for  a  hare. 

Hence,  Fox-Hunting !  thou  fiend  forlorn. 
Of  Uproar  wild,  and  Tumult  born  : 
No  more  expect  me  on  the  hill. 
Obedient  to  thy  sumihons  shrill. 
Where  late  with  joy  1  saw  thee  stand. 
The  whip  new-corded  in  thine  hand. 
In  boots  thy  legs  entrenched  strong, 
Thy  heels  well-armed  with  rowels  long, 

•  Fox  covers. 
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iihe cap  close-fitted  to  thy  head, 

The  blue  plush-coat,  the  waistcoat  red  ; 

Thy  person  trim,  succinct,  and  light, 

Breeches'd  high,  in  buckskin  tight; 

Mounted  on  a  courser  fleet. 

With  ardent  eyes,  and  pawing  feet. 

Hence  with  thy  tall  tail-curling  hound, 

Of  tongue  so  shrill,  and  ears  so  round. 

No  more  I  listen  to  the  noise 

Of  "  wind  him  rogues,"  and  "  to  him  boys," 

The  "  touch,"  the  "  drag,"  and  "  Itilihoe,". 

And  '*  gone  away,*'  and  "  there  they  go  ;" 

And  how  we  earth'd  him  at  Crick  Chace^ 

Or  lost  him  at  some  cursed  place; 

From  all  such  ills  that  did  attend  us, 

Henceforth,  good  Jupiter,  defend  us  ! 

But  come  thou  Genius  of  "  Loo  Whore," 

Sober,  stedfast,  and  demure, 

Clad  in  a  coat  of  clumsy  size, 

Of  double  drab,  or  knotted  frize, 

O'er  which  is  drawn  the  warm  surtouty 

With  flourish'd  girdle  bound  about. 

Thy  vacant  forehead  broad  and  fat, 

Shadow'd  beneath  the  round-cropp'd  hat. 

Sweet  power  of  Thistle-whipping,  hail ! 

Whom  in  a  solitary  vale 

To  prone-eyed  Dullness  long  of  yore 

The  moping  Nymph  Tantarra  bore ; 

He  half  awake  one  misty  morn 

Tickled  her  scut  beneath  a  tJiorn. 

Come,  but  keep  your  wonted  state 

On  a  horse  of  sluggish  gait. 

Your  looks  commercing  with  the  ground, 

Where  the  close-couching  bare  is  found  : 

f  OL.  V.  X 
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And  as  across  the  lands  you  creq)^ 
Forget  yourself,  and  fall  asleep : 
Till  the  dull  steed  shall  break  your  nap. 
Stumbling  thro'  th'  accustom'd  gap. 
And  first  the  waddling  beagle  bring. 
That  looks  as  just  escaped  the  string. 
With  sneaking  tail  and  heavy  head. 
Such  as  by  neighbour  Dash  are  bred. 
And  join  sharp  Cold,  with  Ache  severe^ 
And  Patience,  that  can  bear  to  hear 
The  pack  with  melancholy  tone 
Around  the  scented  hillock  moan, 
And  with  such  discord  as  they  keep. 
Tempt  pitying  travellers  to  weep. 
Me,  Genius,  shalt  thou  often  find 
On  some  hill  side  beneath  the  wind, 
On  fallows  rough,  or  stubbles  dry, 
Where  the  lone  leveret  loves  to  lie. 
While  such  mean  merriment  invites^ 
Doing  thy  sadly-pleasing  rites. 
Oft  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 
I  see  the  fat  pack  puzzling  round, 
Where  the  game  went  long  before. 
Sounding  sad  with  sullen  roar ; 
With  slow-pac'd  heed,  and  tedious  cunning 
Thro'  all  her  artful  mazes  running, 
Untwisting  every  knotty  wile 
Both  of  the  double  and  the  foil. 
In  notes  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  drowsy  murmuririgs  long  drawn  out, 
Bewailing  their  dull  master's  folly, 
Most  pitiful,  most  melancholy. 
But  chiefly  let  the  Southern's  tongue 
Drag  its  deep  dismal  tone  along. 
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tn  bellowings  loud,  and  utterance  hoarse^ 

Such  as  its  mournful  way  may  force 

Thro'  all  my  hearing's  cavities, 

And  bring  the  tears  into  my  eyes< 

But  let  my  due  sight  never  fail, 

Where  beaten  paths  divide  the  vale, 

With  anxious  skill  and  cunning  care, 

To  prick  the  footsteps  of  the  hare, 

While  I  cheer  the  beagles'  toil, 

With  "  hoo  the  way,"  and  "  hark  the  foil/' 

And  when  at  last  old  age  and  gout 

Prevent  my  longer  going  out, 

O  may  I  from  my  easy  chair 

The  wonders  of  my  youth  declare,^ 

Extol  at  large  myself  and  steed, 

And  talk  of  hounds  of  my  old  breed ; 

Till  I  become  thro'  neighbouring  shires 

The  oracle  of  Country  Squires. 

These  pleasures,  Hare-Hunting,  impart, 

An  I  am  thine  with  all  my  heart. 


AN  EPITAPH. 


This  simple  mound,  on  these  war-wasted  plains, 
The  sacred  reliques  of  the  brave  contains ; 
The  spot  is  hallow'd  ;  for  when  Tyrants  pour'd 
Their  guilty  threats,  they  drew  the  righteous  sword, 
And  fought  for  Freedom ;  distant  times  shall  tell, 
"  Here  they,  who  saVd  their  country,  nobly  fell." 

1795.  E.  HAMLET. 

X  2 
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SOS 
ODE, 

ON  THE  MISFORTUNES  OF  AN  INGENIOUS  MlNR 

BT  THE  LATE  THOMAS  DEaMODY* 


AxAS !  too  fatally  inspirM, 

Why  heaves  this  heart,  with  purest  aim. 
For  aught  the  sage's  soul  admir'di 

Or,  raptur'd  minstrel  gave  to  fame  ? 

Why  throbs  within  this  lone  recess, 

Each  finer  pulse  of  general  zeal. 
That  mourns,  because  it  cannot  bless 

The  wants,  'tis  fated  still  to  feel  ? 

Did  Fortune  blast  what  Nature  gave^ 
Averse,  with  dark  malignant  glare? 

Did  Sorrow  mark  the  victim's  grave 

When  graced  with  more  than  mortals'  share? 

Ah  !  cruel  gift,  ah  !  baneful  prize, 

fiy  too- bewitching  Fancy  led, 
To  bid  Hope's  fairest  visions  rise, 

Then  lind  those  fairest  visions  fled  ; 

To  pause  on  the  deserted  gloom. 

By  their  lost  hues  more  hideous  made, 

While,  only  left,  an  early  tomb 
Gleams  i)uddcn  thro'  the  awful  shade  I 
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Less  painful  far,  were  dull  Despair 
Without  one  spark  delusive  giv'n, 

To  flash  amid  the  cells  of  Care, 
Or  snatch  a  fading  glimpse  of  Heav'n ; 

Less  injui'dy  the  insensate  breast, 
That  ne'er  one  ardent  pang  can  know, 

That  deems  each  social  call  a  jest. 
And  slumbers  o'er  the  tale  of  woe. 

Like  some  poor  pilgrim,  faint^  and  frail. 
When  lonely  eve  comes  darkling  on, 

Still  forc'd  to  tread  life's  thorny  vaje, 
Nor  view  the  tedious  travel  done ; 

Tohang  on  Hope's  pale,  setting  ray. 
To  hear  in  every  breeze  a  sigh. 

To  end,  at  last,  the  weary  way ; 
Then,  Disappointment  pieet— and  die^ 

If  this,  oh !  Poesy,  thy  meed, 
Whose  bosom,  Sympath}^^  sole  throne, 

Must  oft  for  others'  anguish  bleed. 
And  ever,  ever,  for  its  own ; 

Quick  tear  thy  sad  illusions  hence^ 
(Illusions  sad  indeed,  yet  dear,) 

Unroot  each  tender- twining  sense, 
And  freeze  on  Pity's  cheek  the  tear : 

Oh !  let  that  cheek  be  marble-cold 
To  Friendship,  or  Affection's  kiss. 

And,  let  each  child  of  song  be  told 
Insensibility  is  bliss  ! 

1793. 
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SONG  TO  THE  BIRDS. 


BY    THE    LATE    REV.   J.  WALTERS  *. 


Sweet  Birds>  whose  songs  and  woodnotes  wil(^ 

Chear  my  walk  at  morning  mild, 

While  I  trace,  the  hayfield  round, 

The  margin  of  this  grassy  mound ; 

Full  pleasant  are  your  lays  to  me, 

Gentle  warblers,  fond  and  free  ; 

More  welcome  far  than  vernal  showers ; 

Chanted  from  your  happy  bowers 

Built  on  Cherwel's  alder'd  edge 

Mid  the  hawthorn-blooming  hedge : 

Sweet  Birds,  thoge  bowers  lio  more  shall  bo 

To  you  retreat,  or  joy  to  me : 

As  late  near  yon  unsullied  stream 

I  fram'd  my  fond  poetic  theme, 

Near  my  path,  upon  the  ground, 

Recent  from  the  cruel  wound^ 

Fallen  from  his  native  spray, 

A  bleeding  Linnet  pantmg  lay. 

Fly,  fly,  sweet  Birds,  these  limits  fly, 

For  see,  your  barb'rous  foe  is  nigh, 

And  aims  at  your  devoted  breath 

His  iron  weapon  charg'd  with  death ! 

Wretch  of  rude  and  rugged  soul, 

Stranger  to  pjt/s  soft  controul, 

*  Of  Jesus  College*  Oxford. 
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"Who  violates  the  rural  glee 
Of  Nature's  sweetest  minstrelsy, 
Who  banishes  the  race  of  love. 
The  tuneful  tenants  of  the  grove, 
Unpeoples  all  the  vocal  ground, 
And  desolates  the  hills  around ! 

Ye  Throstles  blythe,  whose  mattin  strains 
Melodise  the  lonely  plains ; 
Ye  Nightingales,  the  woods  among, 
Where  warbles  wild  your  midnight  song. 
If  e'er  my  fond,  enamoured  ear 
Hath  lov^i  your  siren  plaints  to  hear, 
If  e'er  my  steps  have  loVd  to  tread 
The  dewy  vale  and  moonlight  mead, 
Where  the  lone  mate  in  craggy  dell 
Bemoans  her  absent  Philomel, 
Or  to  the  trees  in  piteous  strains 
Still  of  her  plunder'd  nest  compldns  : 
And  all  ye  various-plumed  train 
Who  haunt  the  stream  or  wing  the  plain  : 
Hence,  gentle  Birds,  spontaneous  flee 
With  peace,  with  safety,  and  with  me. 
And  seek  with  me  the  distant  vales 
That  smooth  the  rugged  brow  of  Wales, 
Where  of  hills  a  mighty  mound 
Rears  its  magic  circle  round : 
There  in  some  villa's  calm  recess 
Health  my  careless  days  shall  bless, 
There  lead  me  forth  at  break  of  morn. 
Ere  sounds  the  hunter's  bugle  horn, 
There  oft  shall  win  my  willing  ear 
Your  unbought  harmony  to  hear ; 
Yet  my  grateful  hand  shall  pay 
With  due  reward  your  carols  gay, 

x4 
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And  to  your  bills  the  crumbs  afford 
That  fall  from  my  unpamper'd  board, 
And  build  for  you  the  winter  shed, 
The  wicker'd  roof  and  mossy  bed. 
To  your  arbour's  private  home, 
Hither,  gentle  wanderers,  come ; 
Thro'  the  copse  and  by  the  streams 
Tune  your  nature-prompted  themes ; 
And  to  the  charmed  ear  of  Spring 
Such  enchanting  descants  sing 
As  may  beguile  affliction's  tear, 
Such  as  innocence  may  hear ; 
vSoft  as  the  gales  young  Zephyr  brings, 
Or  the  plumage  of  your  wings ; 
Far  sweeter  than  the  feeble  note 
Warbled  from  an  eunuch's  throat, 
Far  sweeter  than  the  lisping  lays 
Which  the  siren  Flattery  pays, 
At  her  late  and  early  hour. 
On  the  golden  shrine  of  Power. 

When  the  shades  of  evening  come 
Here  the  busy  bees  shall  hum, 
Here  shall  range  the  thymy  beds 
When  her  dews  young  morning  sheds. 
And  love  my  limits  lone  and  still 
More  than  Hybla's  hone/d  hill. 
These  hives,  the  green  parterres  among. 
Be  your  cells,  industrious  throng ; 
Nor  from  your  nedlar-streaming  hoard 
Refuse,  to  grace  my  simple  board, 
A  portion  due,  content  that  here 
No  drone  invades  your  dulcet  cheer, 
No  creeping  flames  your  hives  annoy, 
Nor  music  lures  you,  to  destroy. 
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You  too,  ye  feather'd  tribes  of  air. 
The  same  security  shall  share ; 
Here  shall  dread  no  secret  net 
Mid  the  thorny  thicket  set, 
Nor  Kites,  nor  Hawks,  a  bloody  throng. 
Nor  griping  Vulture's  talon  strong. 
Who  taught  by  man,  with  rage  refin'd. 
Devour  their  own  devoted  kind. 
Say,  sylvan  quire,  what  dire  offence 
Hath  stain'd  your  native  innocence, 
That  danger  thus,  with  ceaseless  course. 
Pursues  your  flight,  your  haunts  explores? 
Oft  have  I  seen  your  callow  care 
Hard-struggling  in  the  birdlime  snare : 
So  the  rash  youth,  in  grief  I  said. 
If  once  the  paths  of  vice  he  tread, 
Caught  in  the  toils  of  treachery 
In  vain  long  labours  to  be  free : 
But  ne'er  hath  pride  your  minds  possest. 
Harmless  offspring  of  the  nest. 
Nor  folly  e'er  your  hearts  beguil'd. 
Nor  guilt  disgtac'd  your  manners  mild, 
Which  still  to  adive  instinct  true 
Kind  Nature's  simple  paths  pursue* 

Nor  these  the  only  ills  you  bear, 
Wing'd  inhabitants  of  air : 
From  danger  and  from  death  you  fly, 
Alas!  to  loss  of  liberty; 
Condemn'd  to  leave  your  native  groves, 
Unfinish'd  songs,  and  feather'd  loves, 
Condemn'd  to  change  your  airy  downs 
For  busy  streets  of  peopled  towns : 
Long,  long  the  drooping  captive  dwells 
In  cruel  cages,  grated  cells, 
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Oft  wishful  views  some  distant  tree. 
And  pants,  and  flutters  to  be  free. 
With  grief  and  rage  would  fain  expire. 
And  leaves  a  plume  on  every  wire. 
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COUNT  FREDERIC  TO  COUNT 
CHRISTIAN  STOLBERG. 


fROy    THE    GERMAN. 

BT    THE    REV.   J.   WHITEH0V8E. 

As  the  hart  hastens  to  the  water-spring 
To  slake  his  thirst,  even  so  my  ardent  soul 
On  warm  aflfection's  wing,  would  fly  to  thee 
My  brother!  Round  thy  neck  I  fain  once  mor« 
Would  throw  my  willing  arms,  and  on  thy  cheek 
Imprint  the  kiss  fraternal.     Such  the  love 
For  thee  I  have  felt  always,  not  the  tie 
Of  holy  friendship  closer  knit  the  soul 
Of  Jonathan  with  David's;  nor  the  tear 
Glistened,  with  brighter  lustre,  in  the  eye 
Of  Benjamin,  when  on  the  panting  breast 
Of  his  lost  brother  he  enamour'd  hung, 
And  wept,  and  kissed  him — But  far,  ah  far 
Art  thou  from  me^  mountains,  and  distant  seas 
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That  swell  their  blue  waves  to  the  Autumnal  winds. 

And  plains,  wide-spreading,  part  us :  Yet  I  boast 

A  privilege,  a  dear  one, — on  the  plumes 

Of  Fancy  borne,  I  waft  me  to  thy  arms, 

And  in  poetic  numbers  consecrate 

The  day  that  gave  thee  to  a  mother's  fondness, 

And  made  thy  father  happy :  happy  day  1 

I  still  repeat,  that  gave  thee  to  myself, 

And  to  thy  sister,  and  more  happy  still, 

That  destined  thee  in  nuptual  league  to  bless 

Thy  own  beloved  Louisa — Not  for  me 

Had  then  the  day  opened  his  golden  lids, 

Nor  yet  had  mother  earth,  in  her  green  lap. 

Dandled  ray  youthful  feet,  when  in  the  hall 

Of  my  forefathers,    the  glad  voice  was  heard 

Which  said  "  rejoice,  for  a  man-child  is  born  1" 

My  eyes  beheld  not,  when  the  best  of  fathers 

With  looks  of  rapture  raised  thee  in  his  arms 

Towards  heaven,  as  its  own  gift,  and  then  returned 

Thee  to  thy  mother,  who,  her  fainting  head 

Uplifting  from  her  pillow,  and  with  smiles 

Of  thrilling  transport  held  thee  to  her  breast. 

Then  did  thy  little  sister  tripping  come 

With  eager  steps,  and  gazed  with  wondering  eyes 

On  the  new  baby's  lovely  form,  and  oft 

Would  rock  thy  swinging  cradle  to  and  fro, 

And  chace  the  flies  from  it.     I  was  later  born^ 

Later  thy  younger  sister :  But  we  twain 

Grew  up  together  like  two  reeds  that  bloom 

On  some  clear  rivulet's  brink  :  our  earliest  days 

Of  infancy,  our  pleasures,  and  our  sports, 

Together  we  enjoyed,  together  plucked 

Each  budding  joy  that  blushed  amid  the  shade : 

Cheerily  did  we  pass  the  days  of  youth, 
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And  if  at  morn  wc  parted,  evening  still 

Restored  us  to  each  others  company : 

We  were  as  two  brooks  issuing  from  one  source, 

Sporting  diverse  o*er  rocks  and  precipices, 

And  then  uniting  in  the  pleasant  mead; 

The  same  our  infancy,  the  same  our  youth. 

Alike  we  shared  each  others  joys  and  woes. 

And  to  each  other  every  wish  was  known, 

Almost  before  its  consciousness  had  birth 

In  our  own  minds.:  thus  were  our  feelings  mixed. 

And  melted  down  in  mutual  blessedness — 

But  now,  alas,  unpitying  destiny 

Hath  severed  us  awhile  :  Then  welcome  Spring 

That  shall  restore  thee,  tho'  as  yet  the  winds 

Of  autumn  rustle  in  the  naked  boughs ; 

To  every  blast  tlie  pale  ash  nods  its  crown. 

And  of  its  foliage  reft  the  ruddy  oak 

Mocks  at  the  storm  ;  then  hie  thee,  Time !  away. 

To  thy  swift  wings  lend  speed,  and  waft  along 

The  vernal  months  ;  But,  Spring!  put  not  thou  forth 

Thy  vermeil-swelling  buds,  'till  he  return 

The  brother  of  my  heart,  and  with  him  bring 

His  sister,  and  his  wedded  partner  dear. 

Lo,  ranged,  in  many  a  rank,  thy  kindred  stand 

Nephews  and  nieces,  all  with  eager  hopes 

Anticipate  with  pleasure  thy  return. 

Impatient  of  the  hour.     Then,  hie  thee  on 

Old  Winter!  sailing  on  thy  swan-down  wings! 

And  usher  in  the  Spring,  and  bring  with  thee 

My  much-loved  Brother  to  his  happy  home. 
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)DE  TO  (THE  LATE)  JACOB  BRYANT,  Esq 

i 

BY    DR.    ROBERTS.  ' 


The  Sophist  spins  his  subtle  thread  ; 

On  Uberty  SLixd  fate, 
With  heart  dcprav'd,  and  puzzled  head, 
Prolongs  the  dull  debate  ; 
ill  Virtue,  Truth,  his  Saviour,  and  his  God, 
By  Metaphysic's  mighty  lore 
At  once  lose  all  their  essence,  all  their  power, 
harm'd  to  eternal  sleep  by  that  magician's  rod. 

O  shame  to  prostituted  parts ! 
Was  time,  was  genius  given, 
To  darken  by  dishonest  arts 
The  cle^r  decrees  of  heaven  ? 
ell  me,  my  Bryant,  burns  not  all  thy  soul 
With  indignation's  holy  zeal? 
Tell  me,  thou  Patriot  of  the  Christian  weal, 
eel'st  not, secure  thyself,  what  dangers  wait  the  Whole  f 

Thou  do'st.     To  vindicate  the  ways 

Of  God  to  man  is  thine : 
And  all  thy  nights,  and  all  thy  days, 
In  Truth's  neglected  mine, 
y  thee  discover'd  in  these  later  times. 
Thine  hand  digs  deep  for  solid  ore ; 
The  hard-ear n'd  treasure  speeds  to  many  a  shore, 
ind  claims  its  honour  due^  the  praise  of  distant  climes. 
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Where'er  thou  com'st,  discerning  Sage^ 

Detected  Falshood  flies; 
Tho'  sanctified  by  many  an  age, 
The  creed  of  Centuries. 
Thy  torch  is  rais'd,  and  lo!  the  historic  Muse 
Rears  from  the  dust  her  mangled  head, 
Tells  the  true  story  of  her  mighty  dead, 
And  thro' each  peopled  land  her  wandering  tribes  pursue 

Now  stronger  grows  the  bla^e  of  light  j 

The  darkness  melts  away 
"Which  wrapt  Egyptian  realms  in  night. 
And  long  obscur'd  their  day* 
In  vain  from  Ham's  wise  sons  did  Greece  of  old 
Aspire  to  tear  Invention's  crown; 
In  vain  she  hop'd  to  gain  a  sure  renown 
On  tales  of  dragon's  teeth,  and  fabled  fleece  of  gold  i 

The  charm  is  o'er.     Thou  to  her  source 

Dark  Error  first  didst  trace: 
Thou  marking  all  her  winding  course 
Shalt  free  the  human  race 
From  prejudice,  imbibed  in  earliest  jrouth  ; 
And  sweeping  all  the  mists  away 
Which  Fiction  rais'd  to  lead  thy  steps  astray, 
Firm  on  her  blazing  throne  shalt  fix  Historic  Truthi 

Proceed,  my  friend  i  so  shalt  thou  find 

In  these  dark  paths  thy  God : 
His  works,  his  word,  with  steady  mind 
From  stem  Oppression's  rod, 
From  quibbling  words,  from  lying  lips  retrieve ; 
And  while  thou  talk'st  of  ancient  days 
Erect  memorials  to  Jehovah's  praise. 
Till  Sceptics  cease  to  doubt,  and  Infidels  believe* 
1774. 
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REANIMATION. 

A  HYMN  FOR  THE  IMASSACHUSETTS  HUMANE  SOCIETY. 

BT    MRS.    MORTON,    OF    BOSTON. 

June  9,  1795. 

Who  from  the  gloomy  shades  of  night, 

When  the  last  tear  of  hope  is  shed. 
Can  bid  the  soul  return  to  light. 
And  break  the  slumber  of  the  dead  ? 

No  human  skill  that  heart  can  warm, 
Which  the  cold  blast  of  Nature  froze: 

Recal  to  life  the  perish'd  form ; 
The  secret  of  the  grave  disclose. 

But  thou,  our  saving  God,  we  know. 
Canst  arm  the  mortal  hand  with  pow'r. 

To  bid  the  stagnant  pulses  flow. 
The  animating  heat  restore. 

Thy  will,  ere  Nature's  tutor'd  hand 

Could  with  young  life  these  limbs  unfold, 

Bade  the  imprisoned  brain  expand, 
And  ail  its  countless  fibres  told. 

As  from  the  dust  thy  forming  breath 
Could  the  unconscious  being  raise. 

So  can  the  silent  voice  of  death 
Wake  at  thy  call  in  songs  of  praise. 

"  Since  twice  to  die  is  ours  alone. 

And  twice  the  birth  of  life  to  see ; 
O  let  us,  suppliant  at  thy  throne, 

Devote  our  second  life  to  thee* !" 

*  This  last  stanaa  was  sung  by  those  who  bad  been  restored  ta 
^iie  from  apparent  death. 
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TO  A  CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 


Ah!  cease  thy  shrill-pipe,  Lrrrtls  bweep'. 
Nor  raise  these  aching  lids  to  weep ! 
When  Dawn,  arrayed  in  pearly  whitc^ 
Sits  on  the  shadows  of  the  night. 
Then,  gentle  dreams  in  gambols  bound, 
And  light-drawn  slumbers  glide  around. 
Then,  rosy  Fancy  takes  the  chains 
And  leads  us  o'er  enchanted  plains ; 
Then,  do  not  wake  me,  little  sweep, 
For  I  only  wake  to  weep. 

Thy  clarion  loud  I  hate  to  hear. 
And,  dreading  Thee^  I  sleep  in  fear  > 
For  sleep  is  all  the  good  I  know, 
The  silky  veil  which  hides  my  woe. 
No  bright  ideas  gild  my  bed. 
No  lively  hopes  their  treasures  she^ : 
A  dreary,  vapid,  joyless  scene, 
Is  ALL  my  grave  and  me  between. 
Pass  silent  on  then,  little  sweeb. 
For  I  only  wake  to  weep. 

How  sad  it  seems,  when  slumbers  fiy. 
And  sun-beams  blaze  along  the  sky. 
To  feel  no  sun-beam  in  the  mind ! 
There,  all  is  dark,  and  cold,  and  blind. 
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Then  memory,  on  impy  wings, 

Her  retrospective  poison  brings, 

And  EXPECTATION,  blacker  still. 

Bids  deep  Despair  my  bosom  fill. 

Hush,  hush  thy  cry  then,  little  sweep, 

For  1  only  wake  to  weep. 

Pas9  on,  pass  on,  thou  lingering  child, 
Nor  rouse  me  with  thy  shriekings  wild. 
To  blissful  dwellings  speed  thy  way. 
For  ihey  with  transport  meet  the  day. 
No  linnet  hath  a  softer  note. 
Than  that  which  tears  thy  ebon  throat, 
When  to  a  happy  ear  it  speaks. 
And  every  drowsy  cincture  breaks ; 
Then  scream  not  here,  thou  little  swebp^ 
For  I  only  wake  to  weep. 

Once,  charming  was  my  waking  hour, 
When  sweet  reflections  knew  my  bower ; 
When  springing  from  my  couch  of  balm, 
My  views  were  gay,  my  heart  was  calm ; 
When  laughing  pleasure  at  my  board 
Spread  out  its  ever-sparkling  hoard ; 
WJien  friends  2JiA  filial  Chenibs  smil'd. 
And  of  its  thorn  each  care  beguil'd. 
Now! — Wake  me  not,  O  cruel  sweep, 
For  I  only  wake  to  weep. 

SEPT.  22,  1796.  LEONORE. 
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ENDYMION  SLEEPING. 

FKOM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  TASSONI. 


Tir'd  with  long-toil  Endymion  lay  repos'd, 
Where  herbs  and  flowers  an  odorous  couch coroposd : 
And  while  the  freshening  breeze,  with  amorous  play, 
Fann'd  the  fierce  beam  and  burning  heat  of  day, 
There  the  light  Loves  a  duteous  band  descend. 
Loose  the  full  quiver  and  the  bow  unbend  ; 
For  from  those  eyes  so  closed,  that  form  so  fair, 
Cupid  himself,  they  deem'd,  their  god  lay  thperc. 

Spread  to  the  gale,  by  every  zephyr  blown, 

Dark  o'er  his  cheeks  his  burnish'd  locks  were  thiown ; 

Th'  obsequious  Loves  those  straggling  locks  replace, 

That  oft  returning  veil'd  his  heavenly  face : 

From  the  fresh  flowers  that  thickly  grew  beneath, 

Chaplets  they  wove,  and  many  a  fragrant  wreath, 

Sweet  garlands  to  adorn  that  form  designed,     ^ 

And  with  fantastic  folds  each  beauteous  limb  to  bind-w 

Oft  to  his  lips  would  the  disporting  crew 

Compare  the  pioiiy's  vcrmillion  hue ; 

Oft  to  his  cheek  the  rose  and  lily's  bloom — 

But  pion,  rose,  and  lily  were  o'^rcome! — 

The  winds  and  waves  were  hushM  in  dead  reposCi 

And  not  a  whisper  on  the  plain  arose : 

Earth,  water,  air,  accordant  all  confest, 

And  sident  seem'd  to  say,  the  God  of  Love's  at  r«t 
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ODE  TO  THE  MOON. 


BY  THS   KEY.  JOSEPH   HOLDEN   POTT* 


O  Fairest  beam  of  heavenly  light. 
That  lead'st  the  starry  train  of  night ; 
Calm  Silence  smooths  thy  tranquil  way. 
And  pensive  Sorrow  loves  thy  ray« 

When  you  your  silver  beams  deny, 
All  baleful  spirits  fill  the  sky ; 
The  brood  of  night,  of  hideous  form. 
The  desart  blast,  and  watry  storm. 

But  when  vou  rule,  the  shadowy  train 
Of  Fairy  footsteps  mark  the  plain ; 
And  dimly,  by  toy  beams  serene, 
The  ghosts  of  lovers  oft  are  seen. 

When  thou  art  hence,  the  night-owl  screams, 
The  loathsome  bat,  that  all  day  dreams, 
Creeps  from  some  long-forgotten  room, 
To  revel  in  a  deeper  gloom. 

But  when  thy  fair  orb,  ever  bright. 
Rolls  through  the  silent  calm  of  night. 
Still  to  the  nighjtlbgaWs  soft  song. 
In  measures  slow,  yoa  move  alongi 

y2 
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Oh,  conic  then  with  thy  clouds  of  snow, 
Light  floating  as  the  soft  winds  blow ; 
Oh  come,  and  through  night's  chearless  gloom; 
Slied  one  mild  ray  on  yonder  tomb. 

Those  stones,  Palemon's  bones  enclose^ 
The  peace  of  Heaven's  in  his  repose ; 
Thy  whitening  ray,  ah  gently  shed, 
On  poor  Palemon's  lowly  bed : 

'Till  piercing  through  the  deeper  night. 
That  seals  his  eyes,  a  purer  light 
Shall  burst  the  bonds  of  mortal  clay^ 
When  thou  thyself  shalt  fade  away. 


ODE.     FOR  AN  ALTAR  TO  VENUS. 

BY  THE   SAME.. 

Before  this  shrine  let  none  appear. 
Without  some  gift  by  Love  made  dear : 
Some  pledge  to  gain  the  mystic  ring, 
Hither,  Sisters,  hither  bring. 

Sweet  Maiden,  hither  roses  bear. 
And  move  the  Goddess  in  your  prayer. 
To  make  their  fading  late  and  slow. 
And  still  to  thee  like  grace  to  show. 

The  favorite  lock,  whose  snares  surprise. 
And  hold  in  bond!s  the  lovers  eyes. 
Once  floating  on  the  wind's  light  wing, 
Hither^  Sisters,  hither  bring. 


S25 

The  Ivy  bough  that  loves  to  twine. 
The  soft  arms  of  the  mossy  Vine, 
And  all  the  breath  of  flowery  spring, 
Hither,  Sisters,  hither  bring. 

If  now  thy  bridal  night  be  nigh. 
In  liopes  that  swift  the  hours  may  fly, 
Loos'd  from  the  molting  turtle's  wing, 
The  softest  plumes,  sweet  Maiden,  bring. 

Gj^eat  Venus  will  the  gift  receive, 
And  to  the  lagging  hours  will  give 
The  present,  that  their  quicken'd  flight 
*  May  sooner  bring  the  happy  night. 

But  if  for  some  false  youth  you  pine. 
Engrave  upon  the  sacred  shrine 
His  name  with  thine  in  cyphers  twin'd. 
And  pray  that  thus  your  loves  be  join'd. 

But  leave  the  pale  sad  willow  here, 
And  let  thy  off'ring  be  a  tear ; 
Great  Venus  in  that  tear  shall  mix 
A  charm,  his  faithless  heart  to  flx. 

Soft  tokens  giv'n  with  softer  sighs, 
Sad  lines  read  o'er  with  wat'ry  eyes ; 
And  songs,  which  no  rude  voice  can  sing, 
Hither,  Sisters,  hither  bring. 

Tore  all,  to  make  success  your  own, 
Gentle  hearts  that  ne'er  have  known, 
Save  of  love,  one  secret  sting. 
Hither,  Sisters,  hither  bring. 
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ODE*. 


TO   THE    RIGHT   BONOUBAiLS 

LORD  MiXTOX. 

INFANT    SON    OF   EABL    TITZWILLIAlk 
BY  THK  LATE  MISS  ATV£8, 


Mbi«ton>  a  muse  by  great  ambition  fir^d 

For  fame's  high  goal  to  plume  her  tow'ring  wing^ 
And  leave  to  slaves,  by  lust  of  gold  inspired , 

The  spoils  which  flatt'ry  and  which  £Usehoi>d  bring ; 
Thus  in  glad  paeans,  round  thy  cradle  pour'd. 

Breathes  the  pure  strains  of  her  prophetic  song, 
To  hail,  with  prescient  joy,  the  bright  accord 

Of  all  that  to  the  ^reat,  the  good,  belong. 
When  to  the  world,  like  some  fair  garland  twinM 
With  flowers  of  loveliest  bloom,  shines  forth  thy  manly 
mind. 

There  soft  humanity,  which  marks  the  tear, 
.   Deep  sorrow's  mute  yet  eloquent  appeal ; 
There  mild  benevolence,  from  fortune's  sphere. 
Which  bends  benignant  every  woe  to  heal ; 

•  Written  in  J78r» 
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There  bounty,  pouring  wide  a  copious  stream 
From  the  rich  store  of  her  capacious  horn ; 

And  spreading  tound  hope's  animating  beam 
Thro'  haunts  where  slighted  genius  pin'd  forlorn; 

And  there  the  patriot's  tempered  fires  shall  glow. 

O'er  virtue's  op'ning  germs  a  richer  tint  to  throw. 

Nor  deem  the  Muse,  who  thro'  the  veil  of  time. 

Thus  darts  her  Sybil  glance,  by  hope  betray  d ; 
Foi'  not  en  Fancy's  dreams  she  builds  her  rhyme, 

But  truths  thro'  being's  varying  forms  display'd.— • 
Heirs  not  the  racer  all  his  lineal  speed  ? 

-Bums  not  the  war-horse  with  paternal  iires  ? 
So  to  the  progeny  of  man's  decreed 

To  boast  th'  inherent  virtues  of  his  sires : 
And  hence,  in  confidence  of  nature's  laws, 
My  ^ng,  with  bold  presage,  thy  portrait,  Meltont 
draws. 

Ves,  thou  fthalt  shine,  as  shone  those  chiefs  allied 

To  cither  parent's  high  patrician  name, 
Whose  end  was  freedom,  justice  still  their  guide. 

And  public  happiness  their  gen'rous  aim  ; 
When  rising  in  their  country's  cause  they  stood, 

Impell'd  by  motives  to  the  base  unknown. 
Stemming,  with  patient  steps,  corruption's  flood, 

From  Rome's  fell  yoke  to  free  the  British  throne ; 
Aiid,  by  the  crush  of  Stewart's  priest-form'd  scheme. 
Bid  liberty's  bright  rays  from  Nassau's  banners  beam. 

Nor  less  illustrious  *  He  of  later  days. 
Whose  steady  soul  the  same  fair  track  pursu'd ; 

Who  sought  no  meed  but  Britain's  weal  to  raise. 
Or  knew  a  wish  but  for  his  country^s  good. 

*  The  late  Marqmt  of  Rockingbam. 
If  4 
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Lamented  Wentworth  ! — ^Yes,  the  praise  be  thine 
Which  waits  those  virtues  form'd  to  bless  a  state; 

Praise  which  survives  the  adamantine  shrine, 
Troph/d  with  all  the  pageants  of  the  great ; 

And  deep  on  mem'ory's  living  page  records 

Those   deeds   which    crown  the  good   with   heaven  sr 
sublime  rewards. 

But  why,  my  muse,  >\ith  retrospective  glance, 

Turn'st  thou  thy  lingering  eye  ?  E'en  now  behold 
Bound  Freedom's  standard  many  a  chief  advance. 

Whose  names  shall  sliine  amidst  their  sires  enroll'd^ 
Tho'  storms  of  faction  rouse  not  full  to  view 

That  active  flame  of  patriotic  zeal. 
Which  Sidney,  which  immortal  Russel  drew, 

Low  on  the  deadly  block  their  faith  to  seal. 
When  the  prompt  minions  of  a  despot  lord 
To  murd'rous  axes  turn'd  the  law'^  perverted  sword. 

Wake  then,  my  lyre,  each  slumb'ring  chord  arouse, 

To  hail  the  patriots  who  around  thee  throng  ; 
And  while  thou  deck'st  with  wreaths  their  honoured 
brows. 

Build  on  their  fame  the  glory  of  thy  song. 
Behold  bright  rising  to  adorn  the  strain, 

From  martyr'd  Russel's  godlike  lineage  sprung. 
On  power's  base  panders  scowling  fixt  disdain, 

Young  Bedford  stands  his  kindred  chiefs  among: 
Like  Jove's  own  bird,  rcsolv'd  sublime  to  trace 
The  paths  his  sires  pursued,  ai\d  prove  his  patriot  race. 

Norsingly  he  of  that  illustrious  line 

The  old  hereditary  fame  maintains  : 
Ca'ndish  *,  in  whom  the  mingling  streams  combine 

Which  flow'd  from  Russcl's  and  from  Devon's  veins, 

*  Lord  John  Cavendish, 
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TTiou,  like  the  heroes  to  thy  blood  ally'd, 

Tho'  indolent  awhile  ihy  genius  rest, 
With  zeal  inspirM  by  freedom's  virtuous  pride. 

Would  to  the  storm  oppose  thy  dauntless  breast. 
Should  the  swoln  fury  of  o'erwhelming  power 
Jn  clouds  of  dread  portent  around  thy  country  lower. 

Mark,  too,  resolved  and  steady  to  his  trust, 

In  Britain's  senate  *  Montagu  remains ; 
Who,  fixt,  not  sway'd  by  passions  wavering  gust, 

A  patriot's  part  with  manly  zeal  sustains. 
Impartial,  candid,  and  in  judgment  clear ; 

Whene'er  he  rises  adverse  factions  lend 
Attention  to  the  truths  they  dread  to  hear, 

And  stand  abash'd  before  the  nation's  friend  ; 
Who  speaks,  who  acts,  on  virtue's  public  plan. 
Whether  he  guilt  arraigns,  or  pleads  the  rights  of  man. 

With  these  in  friendship,  as  in  freedom's  cause, 
Portland,  united  stands  thy  honoui'd  name  ; 

A  name  might  rival  f  Theron's  great  applause, 
Glow'd  my  rude  numbers  with  a  Pindar's  flame: 

♦  Tfce  Right  Honourable  Frederick  Montagu. 

t  "  No  state  revolving  o'er 

**  The  long  memorials  of  recorded  days, 
••  Can  shew  in  all  her  boasted  store 

"  A  name  to  parallel  thy  Theron's  praise  ; 
**  One  to  the  acts  of  friendship  so  iriclin'd, 
«*  So  famM  for  virtuous  deeds  and  love  of  human  kind. 
**  Yet  hath  obstrep*rous  envy  sought  to  drown 
**  The  goodly  music  of  his  sweet  renown  ; 
•*  While,  by  some  frantic  spirit*  born  aiong 
'*  To  mad  attempts  of  violence  and  wrong, 
•*  She  turn*d  against  him  faction's  raging  flood, 
t^*  And  strove  by  evil  deeds  to  conquer  good." 

West's  Translation  of  Pindar's  second  Olympic  Ode. 
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Since  formM  ^rikc  in  cooncils  to  preside. 

Or  in  the  bcenes  of  social  life  to  f^iine, 
Tb  thine  with  tempe'rate  hand  the  helm  to  guick ; 

To  awe  the  bad,  and  charm  the  virtuous  thiiic; 
And  by  thy  patriot  deeds  deserve  renown, 
TliMi  Delphic  wreaths  more  bright  or  Agrigieiitum'S' 
crown. 

Bii^Vrough,  mild  Nestor  of  our  northern  sphere. 

Yet  livest  thouy  with  years,  with  honour  crown'd ; 
To  friends,  to  children,  to  tliy  country  dear, 

With  not  one  foe  thine  evening  peace  to  wound  I 
Oh !  like  some  patriarch  of  those  golden  times. 

When  social  angels  deign'd  to  visit  eartli, 
And  in  sweet  converse  paint  the  radiant  climes^ 

Wliere  mounts  the  soul  at  nature's  second  birth,    * 
Long  may'st  thou  shine  amidst  thy  rising  race. 
And  shew  how  virtue  charms  in  age's  mellowing  grace. 

Late  too — Ah  why  must  sorrow's  chilling  dews 

Hang  their  dull  mists  ungenial  round  my  lyre  ? 
Why  the  dark  yew  its  sombrous  gloom  diffuse, 

And  shroud  my  brow  with  grief's  funereal  tire? 
But  such  the  doom  of  heaven  T  For  man  decreed 

The  cup  of  bliss  i^nmingled  seldom  flows ; 
As  seldom  from  affliction's  chalice  drain'd, 

StK^ams  the  crude  draught  full  drugg'd  with  cureless 
woes ; 
Save  when,  to  form  a  lesson  for  mankind. 
The  storms  of  fate  are  loosM  to  prove  th*  heroic  nund. 

Not  such,  lamented  *  youth,  thy  rigid  fate ! 
.    When  slowly  ling' ring  on  the  sickly  bud, 
Hope,  sweetest  soother,  at  thy  pillow  sate. 
While  nine  revolving  moons  their  circuit  led.- 

•  The.  late  Hon.  George  Fitzwilliain,  who  died   immediately 
after  rcceiring  the  ne#s  ^f  his  nephew's  (Lord  Melton's)  bir.h. 
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At  length  the  truth  for  which  affection  ycarn'd 
Flow'd  on  thine  ear  in  strains  of  natal  joy. 

And  life's  spent  lamp  with  transient  vigour  burn'd, 
To  pour  down  blessings  on  the  welcome  boy ; 

Then,  in  the  fuUness  of  content,  thy  soul 

Wing'd  her  exulting  flight  to  heaven's  immortal  goai. 

But  whither  roves  my  song  ?  The  mournful  lay 

Due  to  the  honour'd  manes  of  the  dead. 
The  weeping  muse  some  future  hour  may  pay, 

In  cypress  veiling  her  dejected  head. 
Now  swiftly  borne  from  woe'-s  afflicted  choir, 
'    Who  bend,  slow  dirging,  o'er  the  recent  tomb. 
To  happier  themes  she  dedicates  her  lyre. 

And  round  her  brow  bids  festal  roses  bloom. 
As  through  the  deepening  chords  her  hand  she  flings. 
And  to  Fjtzwilliam's  praise  awakes  the  sounding  strings. 

Yes,  Melton,  yes,  the  sire  who  gave  thee  birth 

High  in  the  patriot  constellation  shines  ; 
Great  heir  of  Rockingham's  exalted  wortli. 

Whose  mind  like  his  each  manly  grace  combines. 
Judgment  unwarp'd,  integrity  of  soul. 

Candour,  revolting  at  deception's  name, 
And  honour,  spurning  interest's  base  control. 

Form  the  pure  rays  of  his  refulgent  fame: 
Rays  which  out  lustre  every  sparkling  gem, 
From  rifled  India  torn  to  deck  a  diadem. 

Thus  parcnted,  not  long  in  tame  repose 

Shall  restj  blight  babe,  thy  mind's  inherent  pow'rs ; 
But  soon  the  germs  of  lineal  worth  disclose 

A  golden  promise  of  maturer  hours. 
And  as  the  beams  of  reason,  dawning  fair. 

Give  the  sweet  hope  of  her  meridian  reign, 
Thine  be,  Fitzwilliam,  with  a  father's  care. 

In  thy  own  paths  his  docile  youth  to  train-; 
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Till  by  thy  precepts,  tby  example  taught, 

To  virtue's  gcn'rous  aims  each  glowing  passion's  brought. 

Nor  lose  the  hour  of  childhood's  candid  moniy 

On  the  blank  tablet  of  the  mind  to  trace 
Those  moral  truths  which  best  the  man  adori^ 

And  lend  to  silver  age  a  Besb'roogh's  grace. 
For  as  light  lines,  on  tender  bark  impressed. 

Expand  and  deepen  as  the  sapling  thrives. 
So  truth,  once  grav'd  on  youth's  retentive  breast^ 

The  wreck  of  time  and  passion's  rage  survives; 
And  if  the  frolic  heart  deluded  stray. 
She  back  to  virtue's  paths  will  guide  the  wanderer's 
way. 

Nor  here,  Fitzwilliam,  be  thy  task  confined ; 

But  early  train  him  to  those  arduous  toils, 
Which  ask  that  rectitude,  that  force  of  mind, 

No  influence  misleads,  no  danger  foils  ; 
That  when  in  judgment  ripe,  as  ripe  in  age, 

With  soul  high  panting  for  a  world's  applause, 
Resolv'd,  he  treads  the  senate's  glorious  stage, 

A  firm  supporter  of  his  country's  cause, 
.Each  nervous  argument  may  full  reveal 
The  statesman's  depth  of  thought,  the  patriot's  glowing 
zeal. 

So  as  when  Fox,  with  Demfosthenean  fire, 

Th'  invaded  rights  of  Britain  boldly  pleads  ; 
So  as  when  Burke,  with  Tully's  noble  ire, 

Drags  forth  to  pjablic  view  a  Hastings'  deeds; 
And,  though  loud  uproar  shake  th'  insulted  dome, 

To  make  of  justice  and  of  faith  a  jest, 
Full  brings  the  wrongs  of  ravag'd  India  home 

To  every  feeling,  every  honest  breast : 
Brings  them,  with  zeal  unaw*d  by  power  or  gold, 
AikI  bids  truth's  candid  tongue  each  impious  deed  unfoW* 
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Oh  glorious  chiefs,  transcendently  renowu'd ! 

Rome  had  for  you  the  trophy'd  columu  rear'd. 
Around  your  brows  her  civic  garlands  bound, 

And  hail'd  as  heroes,  or  as  gods  rever'd ; 
But  shame  to  Britaiin,  for  whose  rights  ye  plead. 

Shame  which  th'  indignant  muse  must  blushing  tell, 
Ingrate  she  proves  !  Yet  your's  the  nobler  meed. 

The  soul-exalting  joy  of  acting  well ! 
Joy  which  out  beams  the  bliss  that  triumph  brings 
To  conqu'ror's  crown'd  with  spoils,  or  pow'r-usuq)ing 
kings. 

Such  is  the  prize,  and  not  the  gauds  of  state, 

Or  the  short  sunshine  of  a  monarch's  smile, 
That  true  ambition  seeks,  sublimely  great. 

Through  tracks,  high  borne,  impervious  to  the  vile : 
Glory  is  her's,  and  that  resplendent  crown, 

Which,  nor  can  envy  blight,  nor  time  impair: 
Then,  Melton,  learn  to  look  superior  down 

On  fortune's  toys,  on  favour's  transient  glare ; 
For,  trust  my  song,  (what  e'er  the  boast  of  power) 
Who  wins  immoktal  Fame  ox  vibi'ue's  wiiigs 

MUST  TOWEft. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

My  suit's  kind  granter  first  1  priac ; 
Next  him  who  speedily  denies.    • 
On  you,  what  term  shall  1  bestow, 
Who  grant  not,  and  deny  ine  slow  ? 

K.  B.  HALHED,  j:S5i, 
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TO  A  YOUNG  WOMAN. 


Why  didst  thou  leave,  unhappy  maid. 
Thy  cottage  low,  and  rustic  shade  ? 
Why  for  the  splendid  city's  noise 
Forsake  thy  simple  homeielt  joys? 
Amid  the  savage  solitude 
Of  Cambria's  hoary  mountains  rude, 
Tho'  no  proud  temple  brav'd  the  sky, 
Nor  dazzling  grandeur  caught  thine  eye ; 
Yet  Peace  and  Innocence  were  there, 
And  steady  smiles,  ne'er  changed  by  care ; 
Content  thou  had'st,  and  the  chaste  flame 
Of  genuine  Love  unmix'd  with  Shame. 

Now,  haply,  mid  unquiet  dreams. 
Thou  sit'st  by  Deva's  fairy  streams. 
Or  se'est  the  Giant's  *  cra^y  chair. 
Or  Glaslyn's  cliff f,  like  wild  despair,  . 

Or  calm  Festiniog's  J  blissful  bowers, 
'  Or  Caernarvon's  §  beauteous  towers, 
Or  Ydfa  tall  ||,  beneath  whose  crest 
The  sailing  eagle  builds  her  nest ; 

*  The  inountam  Cader  Idris,  or  the  chair  of  IdriSf  a  famous 
giant,  in  the  fabulous  history  of  Wales. 

t  The  sublimie  and  terrible  pass  of  Pont  Abergloslyn. 

t  The  delicious  vale  of  Tan  y  Bwlch, 

$  Caernarvon  Castle,  built  by  Edward  the  First,  and  the  birth 
place  of  his  vile  successor,  a£ford^  a  most  striking  and  beautiiul 
specimen  of  gothic  arthitectttre.  '  "-  ' 

II  The  highest  point  of  Suowden. 
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\Vkere  mid  tlie  torrent's  m\iTniuiiu» 
Thy  sweet  old  ditties  them  did^stsing. 
Perhaps,  of  Rhudlan's*  mournful  day. 
And  spirits  fierce,  ^ibovc  dismay* 

Oh !  fly  from  this  dctestinl  shore^ 
And  seek  thy  simple  home  once  more: 
Here  Truth  nor  Virtue  hope  to  fmd; 
And  ere  tliou  lose  tliy  peace  of  mijad. 
Haste  from  Deceit's  bewitching  charm*: 
Those  rocks  will  shelter  thee  from  harm. 


EPITAPH  t  ON  DR.  JOHNSON. 

The  groans  of  Learning  tell  that  Johnsox  dies. — 

Adieu  rough  Critic,  of  Colossal  size  1 

Grateful,  ye  Virtues,  round  his  grave  attentl, 

And  boldly  guard  your  surest,  firmest  Friend  ]• 

Ye  Vices,  keep  aloof! — a  Foe  to  you, 

Yet  one,  the  subtlest  of  your  Tribe,  he  kac^r; 

In  silence  Envy  to  his  fame  be  just. 

And  thu'  you  stain'd'his  spirit ^  spare  his  dir&tf 

*  In  thifl  place>  vrhere  are  now  to  be  seen  the  remains  uf  aicaAfdc 
built  by  Henry  II.  the  Welch  sustained  a  signal  defeat  fb^m  Ike 
English :  on  which  occasioii  a  famous  piece  of  music*  liere  aUmdod 
to^  IS  said  to  have  been  composed.  It  is  a  favourite  tune  with  «thefQii- 
^ea,  and  on  the  harp  has  a  striking  and  solemn  effect.  Vo  me  it 
€(mveys  an  interesting  mixture  of  pathetic  and  magnamiooQs  ideafi. 
We  are  overcitme  by  the  tyreaU,  (^rxrou-ntry  U  oppresud  ;  tut  me  JJs- 
^ain  his  power»  and  our  high  spmt  shaU  never  be  brtfken^ 

4  5aid  to  be  written  by  Mr.  Ha^Jey. 
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A  FRAGMENT. 

BY   THE   LATE    REV.   R.   POTTER. 

In  malos  asperrimus. 


O  Thou,  whatever  greeting  likes  thee  best. 
Beau,  bully,  puritan,  rake,  pimp,  or  priest ; 
(For  various  titles  please  the  Devil's  car, 
As  Satan,  Beelzebub,  and  Lucifer;) 
Whether,  to  Phoebus  and  each  muse  unknown. 
Thou  steal  a  name  for  labours  not  thy  own ; 
Or  with  a  critic's  insolent  pretence. 
Glean  from  French  frippery  half  a  note  of  sense; 
Or  whether,  sick'ning  at  each  virtuous  name. 
Thou  spread  thy  blasts  o'er  the  fair  bloom  of  fame  ; 
Or  prey,  vile  canker,  on  the  virgin  rose, 
That  on  the  cheek  of  modest  virtue  glows ; 
Tho'  thy  own  country  spurn'd  thee  for  thy  crimes. 
Mourn  not ;  for  vice  may  thrive  in  other  climes. 
O'er  this  sick  realm  thy  baleful  poison  spread  ; 
Attempt  the  nuptial,  nay  the  bridal  bed ; 
Watch  o'er  the  couch,  where  weak  age  doting  lies, 
Hir'd  pilferer  of  a  strange-achieved  prize ; 
Help  the  hot  dame  with  love's  fierce  fever  sick. 
The  lewd  Elvira's  trusty  Dominick  ; 
Gloat  on  her  beauties  with  lascivious  glee. 
The  leering  Satyr  thou,  the  melting  Venus  she. 
Whatever  mischiefs  thy  fell  thoughts  intend. 
With  the  plain  devil  and  that  face  to  friend. 
Throw  the  dull  mask,  by  sHltme  unaw'd,  away. 
And  show  thy  hideous  self  to  open  day. 
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SONG. 

BY   W.    PARSONS,    ESQ* 
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Hard  fate!  enslaved  by  foreign  eyes, 
I  now  can  pour  my  amorous  strain. 

But  to  the  tender  pitying  skies, 
But  to  the  lonely  listening  plain. 

How  oft  in  Britain's  distant  isle 

I  sing  a  false  ideal  flame. 
Till  many  a  nymph  my  lays  beguile 

Who  thinks  herself  my  fondest  aim 

But  now  while  real  passion  burns, 
I  tune  my  voice,  my  lyre  I  string, 

A  deafen'd  ear  my  charmer  turns, 
Alas !  she  knows  not  what  I  sing. 

Her  modest  grace,  her  gentle  soul. 

Her  fair  complexion's  lily  hue. 
All  these  she  from  Britannia  stole, 

Why  stole  she  not  the  language  too ! 

Or  why,  *  to  breathe  a  softer  lay. 
Why  is  not  hers  bestow'd  by  Love^ 

Shot  in  her  eye's  commanding  ray 
like  inspiration  from  above ! 

*  Questa  e  lingua  di  cui  si  vanta  amore* 

Milton's  ItaKan  Canzone. 

•yol.  v.  z 
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tVhile  numerous  coxcombs  troop  aroQtirf, 
Trite  thoughts  in  hacknied  phrase  they  lell 

Like  daws  in  borrowed  plumage  found  ^ 
She  wonders  thry  can  talk  so  well. 

My  efforts,  when  in  tendercst  strain 
I  would  my  raptur'd  soul  express, 

Th'  imperfect  accents  render  vain. 

For  what  is  thought  deprived  of  dress  f 

Come  then,  for  Love  must  not  despair,. 
Sweet  incense  of  persuasive  sighs. 

Meek  homage  of  attentive  care. 
And  silent  eloquence  of  eyes! 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL* 

Your  father,  young  Split-eoia,  they  say^ 

Allo\y'd  you  five  hundred  a  year : 
And  it  came  like  a  corporal's  pay^ 

Each  week  he  made  up  the  anr^ar.r 
^would  keep  you  from  starving  he  thought  ^ 

For  he  knew  your  extravagance  such,- 
That  to-morrow  you'd  ne'er  have  a  groat. 

Though  to-day  you  got  ever  so  much^ 
But  his  will,  in  appearance  less  strict. 

Outright  gave  you  all  he  could  give  \ 
iWhy,  already  we  see  how  you're  triek'd— 

—Disinherited,.  Bob,  as  I  live. 

ir«  B«  HAXjaXP',  ESQ* 

■    y 
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ODE  TO  THE  WIND. 


BY  THE  REV.  J.  H,  POTT. 


Sweet  silent  Breeze  of  noon,  to  thee 
The  proudest  bosom  still  is  free. 
With  softest  murmur  greet  the  maid^ 
To  whose  cold  heart  my  vows  are  paid. 
Full  oft  to  thee,  sweet  soothing  guest. 
She  loosens  all  her  snowy  breast ; 
And,  oh,  no  gently  swelling  sail, 
That  opens  to  thy  passing  gale, 
E'er  heav'd  so  lovely  to  the  sight. 
As  heaves  that  breast  of  soft  delight, 
Than  winter's  Snow  more  white. 

Each  charm,  which  thou  alone  mayst  see, 
Returning,  tell  lo  none  but  me. 
Search  all  that  courts  or  shuns  the  eye, 
And  mingle  with  her  parting  sigh  : 
Thy  breath,  thence  fraught  with  balmy  power, 
On  every  weed  shall  leave  a  flower : 
Yet  none  like  that  fair  rose  shall  be, 
Which  dyes  her  cheek,  when  kiss'd  by  thee ; 
The  Morning's  blush,  or  Evening's  glow, 
The  blooming  spring,  or  watry  bow, 
No  tints  so  fair  can  show. 

z2 
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flo  Sun  shall  drink  its  silken  bloomV' 
No  wint'ry  Blasts  its  dyes  consume : 
Grief  ne'er  shall  raise  her  banners  pirfe, 
Where  ftow  those  lints  of  health  prevail. 
But  Youth  shall  feed  the  glowing  dyes, 
Unstain'd  by  Sorrow's  withering  sighs: 
Fur  ah,  too  well,  alas !  I  know 
She  ne'er  can  feel  a  Lover's  woe : 
For  had  she  known  the  secret  pain, 
She  ne'er  would  wound,  with  such  disdain, 
A  heart,  that  pmes  in  vain. 

Ah !  plead,  sweet  Breeze,  a  Lover's  part, 
And  pour  thy  mildness  o'er  her  hearts 
Ah,  say,  though  Time  goes  softly  past, 
He  marks  his  footsteps  plain  at  last; 
And  leaves  them  in  the  fairest  face^ 
In  waining  Beauty's  vacant  place* 
Her  cruel  scorn  at  least  reprove. 
For  scorn's  a  hard  reward  for  love. 
Ah,  bid  her  not  that  power  abuse. 
Ah,  bid  her  not  that  heart  refuse, 
Which  she  may  grieve  to  lose. 


ODE  TO  THE  ROBIN. 

BY   THE   SAME. 

Sweet  lonely  bird,  of  all  most  fit 
For  pensive  scenes,  since  thou  canst  qui^ 
Society's  unpleasing  throng,. 
And  lov'^st  alone  to  tune  thy  song. 
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The  naked  thorn  now  bids  thee  fear 
A  bleaker,  ruder  season  near  ; 
Still  to  my  vine-bound  window  come, 
And  share  the  Poet's  scanty  crum. 
Enjoy  my  hearth's  warm  chearing  heat. 
From  cold  and  want  still  sure  to  meet 
A  friendly  safe  retreat. 

The  herd  will  seek  the  friendly  stall, 
The  grove's  last  tarnish'd  leaf  will  fall, 
And  soon  a  keener  blast  will  blow, 
And  scatter  wide  the  gathering  snow; 
Pay  then  thy  visit  void  of  dread 
For  here  each  morn  thy  meal  I'll  spread : 
And  greet  with  joy  each  safe  return, 
'Till  taught  by  gratitude,  you  learn 
The  courage  want  inspir'd  before. 
And  fear  to  yenture  down  no  more, 
But  boldly  trust  the  floor. 

For  eve;*  from  his  threshold  fly, 
Who,  void  of  honour,  once  shall  try^ 
With  base  inhospitable  breast, 
To  bar  the  freedom  of  his  guest. 
O  rather  seek  the  peasant's  shed. 
For  he  will  give  the  wasted  bread, 
And  fear  some  new  calamity*, 
Should  any  there  spread  snares  for  thee, 
Still  welcome  here  thy  visit  pay, 
Thy  notes  shall  chear  the  low'ring  day, 
And  smootli  thy  Poet's  lay. 

^  A  cpu^lrj  superstition  that  it  is  unlucky  to  keep  Eobins. 

z3 
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KOSCIUSKO, 

OR   THE 

VISION    OF    FREEDOM. 

BT   WILLIAM   CARET,,  ESQ. 


"  Ye  dreams  by  fond  affection  bred, 
Illusions  dear  !  ah  whither  fled? 
In  gayest  robes  of  bliss  array'd, 
Ah  why,  so  soon,  in  ruin  laid? 

"  When  firbt  the  dawn  illumes  the  skies^ 
The  glories  of  creation  rise ; 
The  brightest  hues  the  hea/ns  adorn, 
To  grace  the  radiant  birth  of  Morn. 

"  But,  soon,  the  splendid  scene  is  lost  j 
By  winds  in  dark  confusion  tost; 
Just  emblem  of  the  fate  of  Man ; 
'Twas  so  my  views  in  life  began ! 

"  When,  free  from  care,  a  playful  child, 
Around  me  ev'ry  prospect  smiFd ; 
Maturcr  grown,  an  eager  boy, 
Hope  led  to  promised  scenes  of  joy. 

"  Then,  heark'ning  to  the  trump  of  Fame, 
My  bosom  caught  her  hallow'd  flame ; 
And,  as  the  tales  of  old  I  read, 
I  hail'di  with  awe,  the  mighty  dead. 
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^  I  cayghty  from  Homer's  sacred  page, 
A  parent's  grief,  a  hero's  rage^ 
With  varied  pow'r,  the  strong  control 
Of  iabonring  passions  shook  my  so\il. 

•**  As  wintry  torrents  wildly  sweep 
Impetuous  down  ^he  rocky  steep, 
Sublimely  rapt,  the  Poet's  song. 
With  ibrce  resistless,  rolls  along. 

•**  I  heard  the  clapgof  arms  afarj 
Or  mingled  in  the  shout  of  war: 
Each  chauge  of  fate  my  breast  assaii'd^ 
And  smiles  and  tcars^  by  tui^s,  prevaU'd. 

•**  Twns  present  all ;  as  Fancy  drew, 
Xhe  Battle  rush'd  upon  my  view  ; 
I  seem'd  the  sanguine  iield  to  tread  ; 
Around  they  conquer'd,  fouglit,  and  blej. 

•*  My  bosom  beat  with  wild  alarms  ; 
My  country  cried  aloud — "To  Arms  !'' 
On  fire  to  strike  th'  avenging  blow. 
And  crush,  at  once,  her  ruthless  Fo^« 

**  I  saw  her  stormy  vengeance  rise ; 
Her  banners  float  along  the  skies ; 
Her  Spoilers  slain  ;  her  fetters  spum^d|^ 
And  all  her  ni^ial  pride  retynf  d. 

^^  Like  lightning,  swift,  from  man  to  mai^ 
Around  the  gen'roys  ardor  ran, 
Indignant  rush'd  the  dauntless  band 
To  snatch  from  chains  their  native  lan^* 

^'  The  Warriors  flew,  in  time,  to  save 
JBxpiriDg  freedom  from  the  gr^ive  ; 
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Who  when  the  fat«d  time  had  run, 
Repaid  them  with  her  darling  Son  *, 

High  Independence,  who  restored 
The  Nation's  rights,  so  long  deplor'd; 
Whose  smile  divine  and  cheering  voice 
Bade  ev'ry  gallant  Pole  rejoice. 


t* 
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No  more  the  harp,  attun'd  to  woe, 
In  wailing  notes  was  heard  to  flow : 
The  Bard  of  Poland's  glory  sung ; 
The  hills  with  shouts  of  triumph  rung. 

Ah,  woe  is  me  !  the  vision  flies  ! 
In  chains  my  ruin'd  country  lies : 
Her  hapless  Sons  in  scattered  bands. 
Now  fall  disgrac'd  in  foreign  lands f* 

*'  Her  violated  Virgins  shriek  ; 
In  vain  her  Matrons  pity  seek: 
Nor  helpless  Infancy,  nor  Age 
Can  soothe  the  fierce  Invaders'  rage. 

^*  Her  cities  hasten  to  decay ; 

Her  wealth  is  made  the  Spoilers'  prey : 
Her  mighty  bulwarks  are  laid  low  : 
Her  beggar'd  Nobles  serve  the  foe : 

"  Her  crown  from  slave  to  slave  is  tost : 
Her  strength  is  broke  :  her  state  fs  lost : 

*  In  this  and  the  two  following  stanzas,  the  Patriot  alludes  to 
the  hopes  entertained  from  the  first  partial  successes  of  hb  brave 
confederates;  hopes  which  were  so  soon  followed  by  their  total 
defeat. 

t  lu  St.  Domingo,  to  which  place  the  gallant  remains  of  the 
Polish  Legion  were  transported  by  Buonaparte,  to  butcher  and  bii 
butchered  l;y  the  miserable  negroes,  in  a  war  of  exiermnatient 
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Her  Genius  quits  her  in  afl5ight : 
Her  glories  sink,  in  endless  night* 

'*  Ah,  woe  is  me !  the  Vision  flies. 
She  dies !  my  ruin'd  Country  dies  \ 
She  falls  without  a  Pow'r  to  save! 
I  live  to  mourn  upon  her  grave  V 


TO  LESBIA. 

IMITATED    FROM    CATULLUS. 

HsEDLESS  of  what  the  world  may  say, 
Ere  yet  our  youthful  years  decay, 
Let  us,  my  Lesbia,  love  and  live— 
Do  thou  a  thousand  kisses  give  ; 
Then  let  me  snatch  a  hundred  more; 
Then  add  a  thousand  to  my  store; 
Another  hundred  let  me  take  ; 
A  thousand  then  for  pity's  sake. 
And  these  are  all  I  ask  of  thee ; 
And  all  that  thou  shalt  have  from  me : 
But  if,  whilst  I  thy  fragrance  sip, 
And  my  soul  hovers  o'er  thy  lip ; 
If  puzzled  with  confus'd  delight, 
I  shou'd  not  mark  to  count  them  right; 
Let  me,  my  Lesbia,  let  me  then 
Begin  the  pleasing  task  again. 

1761.  r«  If.  C.  MUNDAY,  ES4. 
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FORGET  ME  NOT* 

Forget  me  not,  should  mirth  allow  thee  leisure 
To  think  on  me,  while  cares  my  heart  destroy ; 
Forget  me  not,  should  sorrow  damp  thy  pleasure, 
And  roubo  thy  troubled  soul  Irom  golden  dreams  of  joy; 
And  should  thy  love  of  change  prefer  unthinking  folly 
'f  o  faith  that  ne'er  deceived,  and  pleasing  melancholy, 
My  eye  shall  speak  in  tvars,  that  trickle  for  thy  lot, 

Forget  me  not. 

Forget  me  not,  though  heedless  of  my  anguish, 
Fortune  should  tear  thee  from  my  faithful  arms, 
While  months  and  years  condemned  in  vain  to  languish. 
My   tongue  repeats  thy  name,  my  mind  revolves  thy 

charms; 
Ah,  consecrate  to  me  some  little  fleeting  hour. 
For  lime  and  distance  yield  to  friendship's  magic  power; 
My  heart  will  .cry  to  thine,  whate'er  may  be  my  lot, 

Forget  me  not. 

forget  me  not,  though  dull  cold  earth  should  coyer 
This  heart  which  beat  so  constantly  for  thee  : 
The  spotless  soul  around  thee  then  shall  hover, 
Though  weak,  and  erring  now,  yet  then  from  erjror  ficc. 
Think  then  'tis  1  wheneer  a  ray  of  hope  revealing 
A  spirit  to  ,thy  soul  inspires  a  tender  feeling; 
^Tis  I  who  whisper  still,  jstill  anxious  for  thy  lot, 

Forge.t  me  Qojt, 

WEIMAR.  J.  LAWRENCE. 

*  This  song,  which  is  translated  from  the  German,  has  beei^ 
:iet  to  iQusic  by  Mozart  and  by  St^rkei.  The  composit^n  of.  tb|9 
iatter  is  geuerafly  preferred. 
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ODE  TO  SLEEP, 

WRITTEN    AT    MIDNIGHT. 

BT   W.   PARSONS,   ESQ* 


*  Dam  me  jacnndis  delapsum  Sopor  impulit  ali4» 
^  Ilia  fuit  lacrymis  ultima  cura  meis. 

raopEBTa 


Now  ebop  shades  obscure  my  room, 

And  no  kind  rays  the  scene  illume, 

Save  through  the  pane  in  languid  streams 

The  wan  moon  sheds  her  yellow  beams, 

With  chequer'd  radiance  decks  the  ground,^ 

And  gently  gilds  the  gloom  around. 

— At  this  lone  hour  when  Midnight  reigns 

With  Silence  o'er  the  twilight  plains, 

*  And  weary  slumbers  seem  to  spread 

On  the  tall  mountain's  rugged  head, 

While  drowsy  birds  forget  to  sing. 

No  echoes  in  the  forest  ring, 

No  zephyr  through  the  valley  blows, 

But  all  is  hush'd  in  deep  repose. 

Shall  I  alone  sad  vigils  keep, 

Why  dost  thou  fly  me,  gentle  Sleep? 

Lo  !  where,  with  weight  of  sorrows  prest. 

Pale  Grief  reclines  and  sinks  to  rest. 

E'en  pining  Care  forgets  his  woes. 

And  Pain  to  thee  a  respite  owes. 

'f  £t  simulant  fessos  curvata  cacomioa  somnoa. 

STATU  8¥LV,  Jib*  4. 
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Love  only  thou  forsak'st,  O  Sleep, 
Love  only  wakes — and  wakes  to  weep  ? 
Once  thou  wert  wont  unsought  to  shed 
Thy  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  head, 
But  since  Miranda's  angel  charms 
Have  fiii'd  ray  soul  with  soft  alarms, 
Sadly  I  waste  the  night  in  sighs, 
And  no  kind  slumbers  close  mine  eyes. 
•  0 .1  whether  at  the  bourn  of  hell 
Close  to  that  dusky  elm  thou  dwell. 
Where  swarm  the  dreams  of  future  fate, 
Which  thy  mysterious  bidding  wait ; 
+  Or  if  in  dark  Cimmerian  shade 
With  the  mute  Rest  thy  limbs  are  laid. 
Where  ne'er  Hyperion  comes  to  daunt 
With  glittering  shafts  thy  secret  haunt ; 
J  Or  if,  remote  from  busy  men, 
In  lone  Arabia's  silent  glen, 

?  in  faucibus  Orci 

In  medio  ramos  annosaque  brachia  pandit 
Ulmus  opaca,  ingens  :  quara  sedem  Somnia  vulgo 
Vana  tenece  ferunt  -,  folHsque  sub  omnibus  hsrent. 

JENEID.  lib.  6. 
t  Est  prope  Cimmerios  longo  spelunca  recessu, 
Mons  cavus,  ignavi  doraus  et  penetralia  Somni; 
Quo  nunquam  radiis  oriens,  mediusve,  cadensve, 

Phoebus  ad  ire  poteil. 

•         •         •        «         *         *         » 

Muta  quies  habitat.  ovid  met.  lib.  11. 

X  ^Qiace  in  Arabia  una  Valletta  amena, 
Lontana  da  cittadi  e  da  viMaggi. 

Sotto  la  nera  selva  una  capace 
£  spaziosa  grotta  entra  nel  sasso; 
Di  cui  la  fronte  Pedera  seguace 
Tutta  aggirando  va  con  starto  passo : 
Jv.qtiQtto  albergo  il  grave  Sonno  giace. 

AR209TO  QRLAMJ»0  FVB.  CantO  14* 
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Scoop'd  in  the  rock  thy  cave  is  found, 
Which  mantling  ivy  creeps  around  ; 

*  Of  in  earth's  cavern'd  bowels  steep 
Beneath  the  world  of  waters  deep, 
With  sounds  to  lull  thy  languid  case, 
Like  trickling  streams,  or  murmuring  bees; 
Oh  come!  diffuse  thine  influence  bland, 
Steal  on  my  sense  with  downy  hand  ; 

And  MoRPHETJS  !  on  thy  friendly  wing 

Some  sweetly-soothing  vision  bring. 

1  ask  not  dreams  of  high  renown, 

The  Poet's  wreath,  or  Slonarch's  crown, 

Or  to  deform  the  fancied  plain 

With  clouds  of  smoke,  and  hills  of  slaiu: 

Far,  jfar,  such  awful  forms  remove 

From  him  who  only  thinks  of  love  ;      ' 

But  bear  me  to  some  vernal  scene, 

Empurpled  mead,  or  alley  green. 

Where  o'er  famed  Arno's  gentle  tide 

The  dark  pines  wave  their  umbrage  wide, 

And  bring  Miranda  to  my  mind 

Ah  !  bring  her  fair — and  bring  her  kind  I 

•  He  making  speedy  way  through  spersed  ayrc, 
And  through  the  world  of  waters  wide  and  decpe. 
To  Morpheus'  house  doth  hastily  repaire 

Amid  the  bowels  of  the  earthe  tiill  steepe. 

And  more  to  full  him  in  his  slumber  soft, 

A  trickling  stream  from  high  rock  tumbling  down, 

And  ever  drilling  raine  upon  the  loft 

Mixt  with  a  murmuring  winde,  much  like  the  fowne 

Of  swarming  bees,  did  cast  him  in  a  swowne. 

spskseb's  faery  qu££N£>  qwoXo  I.  book  1* 
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ON  REVISITING  CORNWALL 


Tamar,  again  my  feet  explore 

The  beauties  of  thy  fruitful  shore^ 

Where  thro'  green  vales,  that  bend  from  view, 

Thy  streams  their  winding  course  pursue  ; 

But  chief,  where  bleak  Dunheved  *  rears 

His  frowning  turret,  dark  with  years ; 

Or  where  the  rural  Kensey  meets 

Thy  waves,  from  Werrington's  f  retreats ; 

Fair  spot !  amid  whose  beechen  bow'rs 

The  bard  might  waste  his  summer  hours, 

Well-pleas'd  to  mark  the  woods,  that  liide 

Its  headlong  slope's  romantic  side. 

Its  stream,  whose  murm'ring  falls  compose^ 

As  thro'  the  shady  dell  it  flows, 

And  Devon's  hills  |,  that  lifting  high 

Their  summits,  meet  the  bending  sky. 

Cornwall,  what  soil,  like  thine,  contains 
Of  hoary  age  the  wild  remains ! 

*  The  old  name  of  Launceston.  The  keep  and  some  broken 
walls  now  form  the  venerable  remains  of  its  ancient  castle ;  whose 
origin,  I  believe,  eludes  the  antiquary's  search.  The  keep  is 
situated  on  an  eminence,  and  from  sectoral  points  <^  view  is  highly 
picturesque. 

t  A  feat  of  the  Duke  of  Northumberland. 

t  From  this  agreeable  spot  Partmoor  has  the  appearance  of  • 
dbtant  moontaia. 
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Lo  ?  rudely  pois'd  in  massy  pride,- 
The  cromlech  rears  its  summit  wide. 
That  on  the  moonlight  wan  has  cast 
Its  shade  for  length'ning  ages  past : 
And  haply,  where  four  lanes  unite, 
Some  artless  stone  attracts  the  sight. 
Where  to  the  swain  at  midnight  drear 
The  sheeted  goblins  still  appear : 
And  many  a  hallow'd  hill  displays 
The  stony  circle's  mystic  ways ; 
But  chief,  old  Carnbre's  *  solemn  height, 
M^here,  clad  in  robes  of  purest  white, 
Beneath  the  sun's  ineridian  pow'r, 
Or  at  midnight's  awful  hour, 
The  Druid  with  mvsterious  round 
Thrice  trac'd  the  consecrated  ground  ; 
Now  parted  from  its  oaken  shade 
The  misletoe  with  golden  blade ; 
Now  fiercely  grasp VI  the  ruthless  knife, 
To  rob  the  captive  foe  of  life ; 
Or  waited,  when  the  snaky  ball 
On  the  milk-white  robe  should  fall ; 
Or  sage  behests  of  import  grave 
From  the  high  Gorseddau  f  gave. 

Low-bending  to  the  holy  hand 
Of  Virtue,  see  the  Logan  }  stand  ; 

*  A  hiU  near  Redruth,  famous  for  Druidical  antiquities.  It 
IB  seen  to  advantage  from  Tebiddy,  the  seat  of  bit  £raiici» 
Basset. 

t  The  place,  whence  the  Druids  pronounced  sentence,  or  deli- 
vered their  instructions.  For  an  account  of  the  Brirish  Antiqui- 
ties of  Cornwall,  see  Borlase's  learned  hjslory.  This  work  would 
be  better,  were  it  less  prolix. 

%  Of  the  Logan,  or  rocking  stone,  Mr.  Mason  has  made  a  sublime 
use  in  his  Tragedy  of  Caractacuj.  > 
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But  conscious  Guilt  with  touch  profaiic 
Bids  move  the  mighty  mass  in  vain, 
And  neither  strength  nor  art  are  founds 
To  wield  it  from  its  destin'd  ground : 
With  tah^s  like  these  romantic  age 
Has  grac'd  the  legendary  page. 

Nor  would  the  musing  wand'rer  scorn, 
Chcer'd  by  the  wholesome  breeze  of  morn. 
To  climb,  where,  near  Columba's  bow'rs. 
That  shar'd  my  careless  infant  hours, 
Andinas  *  lifts  his  barren  head. 
With  many  a  warlike  tR'iich  o'erspread. 
Fenc'd  from  the  British  chariot's  sweep, 
'Tis  sung,  the  Roman  sought  the  stecp^ 
Or  prowling  Dane  from  regions  cold 
His  deadly  banner  here  unroU'd. 

Hence  the  lone  shepherd's  eye  commands 
Huge  tracts  of  sea  and  dreary  lands. 
Save  where  low  Mawgan's  vale  f  is  seen, 
And  thine,  Columba,  clad  in  green. 
For  scarce  a  tree  the  prospect  cheers 
Where  Roche  his  rugged  summit  rears ; 
Fam'd  rock  1  on  whose  o'erbeetling  brow 
A  Hermit  paid  his  gloomy  vow ; 
There,  far  from  life's  endearing  stage, 
Dragg'd  out  his  lone  and  tedious  age^ 
And  pois'd  with  fondly-pious  care 
His  sainted  cell  aloft  in  air. 

*  Castel-an-dinasy  commonly  called   Castle-bill,  m  famoni 
Campment,  vulgarly  esteemed  Danish,  but  more  propo'ly  attri* 
buted  to  the  Romans.     It  is  near  St.  Columb. 

t  In  thb   pleasing  spot  is  an  did  seat  of  the  Anmdel  faiiuly» 
.%ow«  I  am  told,  the  receptacle  of  a  party  of  French  nuna. 


353 

Nor  less  Tintaggel's  ruin'd  seat 
Might  stay  the  curious  pilgrim's  feet, 
Scatter  d  on  the  jutting  mound, 
For  mighty  Arthur's  birth  renown'd, 
AVhcre  against  the  northern  shore 
Beats  the  main  with  ceaseless  roar. 
Or  Rcstormers  *  tow'rs,  of  old 
The  soat  of  Cornish  princes  bold, 
Whose  orbed  wall,  now  rent  by  age. 
Proclaims  a  moral  to  the  sage. 
Which  kings  and  lords  too  oft  despise. 
That  soon  all  earthly  grandeur  dies. 

And  tho*  thy  land  presents  to  view    . 
Dark  fields  and  hills  of  blasted  hue, 
Where,  by  the  delving  miner's  care 
Upturned,  the  earth  no  more  is  fair. 
Or  Scatter'd  stones  deform  the  soil. 
Unconscious  of  the  ploughman's  toil ; 
Yet  shall  my  artless  numbers  praise 
Thy  shores,  that  face  the  noontide  rays, 
Where  oft,  like  bounded  lakes,  are  seen 
The  waves  inclos'd  'mid  vallies  green, 
And  Fal  unfolds  his  bay  to  view 
With  cheering  deeps  of  smiling  blue. 
And  well  thy  healthy  sons  may  boast 
'  The  beauties  of  you  pleasing  coast. 
From  Maraz ion's  healing  breeze 
To  where  Penzance  o'erlooks  the  seas,; 

*  Formerly  a  palace  of  the  Cornish  Princes. 
;f-The  river  from  which  Falmouth  derives  its  name. 

sroL,  V.  A  a  . 
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In  whom  the  faded  wretch,  that  pines- 

With  lingering  atrophy,  reclines, 

Content  from  Lisboa's  *  brighter  day 

And  tepid  gale  awhile  to  stay : 

Ev'n  thou  c^nst  bid  the  cheek  resume 

The  tinge  of  health  and  beauty's  bloom. 

To  the  sunk  eye  recall  its  fire, 

And  heave  the  breast  with  new  desire, 

And  to  the  anxious  husband's  arms 

Restore  the  bride  in  all  her  charms* 

There,  circled  by  the  chafing  tide, 
Appears  the  rock  f  in  castled  pride, 
Amid  the  mooned  bay,  and  rears 
Its  air-bui4t  chapel,  grey  with  years ; 
While  at  its  feet,  expos'd  to  storms. 
His  hut  the  needy  fisher  forms. 

Ev'n  thus  a  duteous  poet  hails 
Thy  stony  hills  and  smiling  vales, 
As  wand'ring  far  with  pilgrim  feet, 
He  longs  his  early  haunts  to  greet. 
And  asks  for  calm  and  blissful  hours^ 
Cornubia,  'mid  his  native  bow'rs. 


S.  IIAMLST. 


*  Tbii  circumAaiice  is  literaliy  true. 

t  St.  Michaers  mount,  wbicbi  being  itself  a  striking  object 
ccNDmands  a  very  fine  view.  On  tbe  lummit  of  the  rock  is  aii 
autfitnt  rttJigious  bouse*  n^w  a  resideuct  of  Sir  John  St.  Aubys. 
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TO  ERASMUS  DARWIN, 

OX     HIS    MORK    ENTITLED   ZOOVOMIA. 


Hail  to  the  Baud,  who  sung  from  chaos  hurVd 
How  Sims  and  planets  form'd  the  whirling  world : 
How  sphere  on  sphere  earth's  hidden  strata  bend. 
And  caves  of  rock  her  central  fires  defend : 
Where  gems  new-born  their  twinkling  eyes  unfold. 
And  young  ores  shoot  in  arborescent  gold. 
How  the  fair  flow'r,  by  zephyr  woo'd,  unfurls 
Its  panting  leaves,  and  waves  its  azure  curls ; 
Or  spreads  in  gay  undress  its  lucid  form 
To  meet  the  sun,  and  shuts  it  to  the  storm ; 
AVhile  in  green  veins  impassioned  eddies  move,^ 
And  beauty  kindles  into  life  and  love. 
How  the  first  embryo-fibre,  sphere,  or  culxt, 
Lives  in  new  forms, — a  line, — a  ring, — a  tube ; 
Clos'd  in  the  womb,  with  limbs  unfinish'd  faves. 
Sips  with  rude  mouth  the  salutary  waves ; 
Seeks  round  its  cell  the  sanguine  streams  that  pass, 
And  drinks  with  crimson  gills  the  vital  gas ; 
Weaves  with  soft  threads  the  blue  meand'ring  vein, 
The  heart's  red  concave,  and  the  silver  brain ; 
Leads  the  long  nerve,  expands  th' impatient  sense. 
And  clothes  in  silken  skin  the  nascent  ens. 

Erewhilc,  emerging  from  its  liquid  bed, 
It  lifts  in  gelid  air  its  nodding  head ; 
The  light's  first  dawn  with  trembling  eye-lid  hails, 
With  lungs  untaught  arrests  the  balmy  gales ; 
Tries  its  new  tongue  in  tones  unknown,  and  hears 
The  strange  vibrations  with  unpractic'd  ears, 

Aa2 


So6 

Seeks  with  spread  hands  the  bosom's  velvet  orbs, 
With  closing  lip  the  milky  fount  absorbs  ; 
And,  as  compress'd  the  dulcet  streams  distill, 
Drinks  wannth  and  fragrance  from  the  living  rill ; 
Eyes  with  mute  rapture  ev'ry  waving  line, 
Prints  w\ith  adoring  kiss  the  Paphian  shrine. 
And  learns,  ere  long,  the  perfect  form  confest, 
Ideal  beauty  from  its  mother's  breast. 

Now  in  strong  lines  with  bolder  tints  design'd, 
You  sketch  ideas,  and  pourtray  the  mind, 
Teach  how  fine  atoms  of  impinging  light 
To  ceaseless  change  the  visual  sense  invite ; 
"While  the  bright  lens  collects  the  rays  that  gwerve. 
And  bends  their  focus  on  the  moving  nerve. 
How  thoughts   to  thoughts  are  link'd  with  viewless 

chains. 
Tribes  leading  tribes,  and  trains  pursuing  trains ; 
With  shadowy  trident  how  volition  guides, 
Surge  after  surge,  his  intellectual  tides; 
Or,  queen  of  sleep,  imagination  roves, 
With  frantic  sorrows,  or  delirious  loves, 

Go  on,  O  friend,  explore  with  eagle  eye, 
Where  wrapt  in  night  retiring  causes  lie, 
Trace  their  slight  bands,  their  secret  haunts  betray. 
And  give  new  wonders  to  the  beam  of  day, 
'Till  link  by  link  with  step  aspiring  trod. 
You  climb  from  nature  to  the  throne  of  God. 

So  saw  the  patriarch,  with  admiring  eyes, 

From  earth  to  heav'n  a  golden  ladder  rise  : 
Involv'd  in  clouds,  the  mystic  scale  ascends. 
And  brutes  and  angels,  crowd  the  distant  ends. 

PEWHVRST   BILSBORROW. 
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TO    THE    RIVER   ISIS. 

BY  THE  LATE  MR.  IIEADLEY*. 


Fair  Isis,  thy  marge  as  despairing  I  lie, 
Thy  Muse-haunted  wave  with  wild  florets  confined, 

Makes  me  grieve,  when  I  think  that  the  time  draweth 
nigh, 
When  for  ever  I  fear  I  must  leave  thee  behind. 

May  thy  bosom,  with  quivering  shadows  imprest 
From  the  silver-green  willow  that  graces  thy  shore, 

With  regret  miss  the  step  of  a  death-stricken  guest, 
And  Echo  list  oft  for  the  sound  of  his  oar. 

Tho'  her  lover  is  falldn — thy  copses  among, 
When  Philomel  warbles  at  close  of  the  day, 

May  no  friend  be  wanting  to  catch  her  lorn  song, 
And  welcome  the  gentlest  herald  of  May! 

May  the  suns  I  have  seen,  and  the  cloudless  blue  skies. 
The  soft-breathing  meads,  and  the  wood-lands  around, 

Still,'  still  feed  with  raptures  a  thousand  fond  eyes. 
Though  I  be  far  distant,  and  cold  in  the  ground  ! 

Why  dwell  on  the  thought  then?  Sad  Fancy,  depart, 
And  charm  me  no  more  with  thy  treacherous  spell; 

The  first  of  past  joys  I  dismiss  from  my  heart. 
When  thee,  O  sweet  Isis,  1  onc€  bid  farewell ! 

*  Written  during  the  illness  which  terminated  in  his  death. 
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ELEGY. 

PAETLY  IMITATED  FROM  TIBULLUS. 


Late  as  in  balmy  sleep  recliu'd  I  lay, 

Maria's  imase  rose  before  ray  view ; 
Such,  and  so  fair,  as  on  the  fatal  day 

We  bade  a  long,  and,  ah!  a  last  adieu. 

I  stretch'd  my  arms  to  clasp  the  long-lost  maid: 
What  tender  things  my  tongue  attempts  to  say ! 

But  swift  as  winds,  or  as  the  fleeting  shade, 
The  unsubstantial  vision  glides  away. 

Hard  was  the  wretch  who  first,  with  steely  heart, 
Burst  the  soft  bands  by  sweet  affection  ty'd ; 

From  the  fond  maiden  forc'd  the  youth  to  part. 
Or  from  her  lover  tore  the  weeping  bride. 

And  hard  the  heart  that  such  enormous  woe 
Can  bear  with  cool  serenity,  unmo/d ; 

Which  loaths  not  life,  and  all  its  empty  show, 
Depriv'd  for  ever  of  the  maid  it  lov'd. 

Kot  such  the  temper  of  this  aching  breast, 

Which  soon  shall  burst  beneath  the  cruel  blow; 

Wearied  with  life,  I  gladly  sink  to  rest, 

Where  sighs  shall  cease  to  heave,  and  tears  to  flow. 

When  pale,  extended  on  the  funeral  bier, 
Thy  faithful  lover's  clay-cold  corpse  is  laid, 

Wilt  thou,  Maria,  drop  the  tender  tear  ? 
That  tender  tear  shall  soothe  my  plaintive  shade  I 
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I  ask  no  marble  urn,  no  sculptur'd  stone, 
To  teach  posterity  my  hapless  name ; 

A  hillock  green,  with  moss  and  flow'rs  a'er-grown, 
Is  all  befits  a  humble  youth  to  claim. 

Plant  the  sad  willow  o'er  my  tuff-clad  grave, 
Fit  emblem  of  the  lover^s  piteous  tale : 

The  mournful  tree  its  bending  boughs  shall  wave, 
And  sigh  responsive  to  the  passing  gale* 

And  oft  as  near  the  hallowed  ground  they  pass. 
The  village  youth  their  wandering  steps  shall  stay ; 

And,  pointing  to  the  long  neglected  grass 
That  shades  my  humble  grave^  shaU  siting  say, 

**  Beneath  that  tree  a  hapless  yo^th  is  laid, 

'^  (The  mouldering  heap  is  scarcely  now  descried), 

**  Who  lo/d  with  fondest  truth  a  blameless  maid, 
«<  Was  disappointed;  sicken'd^  droof/di  aiHl  died.** 


EPIGRAM, 

FROM   THE   LATIN   07  BUCHAITAK* 

To  gaze  Upon  thy  lace  is  bliss, 
To  hear  thy  voice,  with  rapture  channSy 
More  than  terrestrial  joy  thy  kiss. 
And  heaven  itself  within  thy  arms. 

Aa4 


1 


360 


ODE  TO  CONTEMPLATION. 


BY    MR.   J.   H.    L.    HUNT. 


£rs  yet  the  circling  Lord  of  Time 

O'er  Autumn's  hills  of  brown 
Unclasps  from  off  his  front  sublime 

His  far-refulgent  crown ; 
Ere  yet  the  placid  evening  fold 
Her  purple  stole,  bedropt  with  gold, 

And  twilight  shut  the  silent  hour ; 
O,  nymph,  whose  charms  with  age  renew, 
l  steal  from  care  and  man,  to  woo 

Thy  calm  energic  pow'r ! 

Ye  great !  I  ask  not  your  repose 

On  swelling  velvet  laid, 
While  o'er  my  head  the  oak-leaves  close 

Their  venerable  shade. 
Far,  far  from  grandeur's  careful  way 
To  vales  and  groves  the  muses  stray, 

With  innocence  and  sanguine  health  ; 
Far,  where  no  faithless  hope  can  come 
And  lure  meek  Nature  from  her  home, 

To  follow  guilt  and  wealth ! 
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And  who,  for  all  the  sickly  charms 

That  grandeur  boasts  are  his, 
"Would  change  the  eternal  glow  that  wanns 

The  healthful  cheek  of  bliss? 
Who  quench  in  wealth's  cold  wintry  wave 
The  gen'rous  flame  that  nature  gave 

To  fill  the  independent  soul? 
Not  he,  with  manlier  reason  blest — 
Not  he,  unheeded  o'er  whose  breast 

The  storms  of  passion  roll. 

No,  conscience,  no— one  frown  of  thine-*— 

One  frown,  thou  wondrous  power, 
Would  crush  the  sweetest  charm  divine, 

The  MEDITATIVE  hour! 
Far,  Contemplation,  from  thy  walk 
Pale  guilt  in  wild  mysterious  talk 

Holds  fearful  converse  with  the  air ; 
Far  strays  his  gaunt  and  wasted  form 
To  fill  the  pauses  of  the  storm 

With  curses  and  with  pray'er ! 

But  thee,  mild  nymph  of  virtue  bom^ 

Attendant  of  the  good. 
What  ever-glowing  charms  adorn ! 

The  charms  of  solitude ! 
Thine  is  the  hour  serene  and  still 
When  gentlest  airs  the  woodland  fill 

With  sighs  that  whisper  to  repose  ; 
Thine  the  brisk  morn's  elastic  hour. 
The  weary  noon's  sequester'd  bow'r, 

The  day's  majestic  close. 
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Lo,  where  yon  woodbines  clust'ring  gay 

Perfume  th'  impurpled  green — 
Where  drops  pale  Hesper's  pensive  ray. 

Thy  saintly  form  is  seen ! 
Thine  arms  beneath  thy  rboveless  breast 
Seem  folded  in  eternal  rest ; 

Refulgent  is  thy  lifted  eye ; 
Thy  step,  by  careful  glow-worms  led, 
Unseen  and  silent  as  the  tread 

Of  dark  futurity! 

O,  still,  when  purple  ev'ning  glows 

Athwart  the  shadowy  hour. 
The  venerable  train  disclose 

That  own  thy  thoughtful  pow'r ; 
Pale  Wisdom,  round  whose  awful  head 
The  stars  a  wondrous  halo  shed ; 

And  Truth,  that  rends  the  mask  of  vice ; 
And  Fancy  with  her  thousand  beams  ; 
And  Innocence,  whose  airy  dreams 

Are  weav'd  in  Paradise  f 

Still,  while  the  stream  of  life  swells  high 

Within  this  glowing  heart, 
To  eager  youth's  regardful  eye 

Thy  steadier  beam  impart ; 
And  when  pale  Death,  with  noiseless  flight, 
Wrapt  in  the  shivering  shades  of  night, 

Steals  slow  from  some  Lethean  Isle, 
O,  bid  the  uplifted  eye  unclose. 
Look  back  where  Life's  green  landscape  glows 

Nor  shut  without  a  smile. 
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SONG  ♦ 


HE  SENTIMENTS    BORROWED    FROM    SHAKESPEARE* 


Young  Damon  of  the  vale  is  dcad^ 

Ye  lowland  hamlets  moan ; 
A  dewy  turf  lies  o'er  his  head, 

And  at  his  feet  a  stone. 

His  shroud,  which  death's  cold  damps  destroy^ 

Of  snow-white  threads  was  made : 
All  moum'd  to  see  so  sweet  a  boy 

In  earth  for  ever  laid. 

Pale  pansies  o'er  his  corpse  were  placed. 

Which,  pluck'd  before  their  time, 
Bestrew'd  the  boy  like  him  to  waste. 

And  wither  in  their  prime. 

But  will  he  ne'er  return,  whose  tongue 

Could  tune  the  rural  lay  ? 
Ah,  no !  his  bell  of  peace  is  rung, 

His  lips  are  cold  as  clay. 

*  This  Poem  is  said  by  Mr.  Headley,  to  have  been  Written  by 
^iUiam  Collins,  though  not  in  hit  works. 
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They  bore  him  out  at  twililight  hour, 
The  youth,  who  lov'd  so  well : 

Ah  me !  how  many  a  true-love  shower 
Of  kind  remembrance  fell ! 

Each  maid  was  woe — but  Lucy  chief; 

Her  grief  o'er  all  was  tried  ; 
"Within  his  grave  she  dropp'd  in  grief, 

And  o'er  her  lovM  one  died. 


ANACREONTIC. 

Nature  made  this  world  for  joy, 
Surely  not  for  pain  and  care  ; 

Laughing  loves  my  thoughts  employ, 
Not  the  surly  fiend  despair. 

When  a  dull  philosophy. 

Would  persuade  from  bliss  to  part, 
From  the  stupid  lore  1  fly. 

Trusting  Nature  and  my  heart. 

And  thq'  Wisdom's  rigid  sons. 
May  my  simple  heart  reprove  ; 

Let  them  have  what  pleasure  shuns. 
Give  me  music,  wine,  and  love. 
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LINES, 

VTRirtEN    ON    THE    LAMENTED    DEATH    OP 

LORD    VISCOUNT    NELSON, 

DUKE  OF  BRONTI, 

In  the  glorious  Victory  obtained  on  the  2lst  of  O^ober^ 
1805,  bi/  the  British  Fleet,  under  his  Lordship's  Com- 
mand, veer  the  co^nbined  Fleets  of  France  and  Spain, 

BY    WILLIAM    CAREY,    ESQ. 


Oh  loVd  and  cherish'd,  as  thy  country's  boast! 
Thy  voice  a  triumph  !  and  thy  name  a  host ! 
Oh  gallant  Chief,  in  battle  long  renown'd, 
In  death,  by  Victory,  and  Glory  crown'd! 
While  we  thy  fall,  with  fruitless  grief,  deplore, 
Our  pride,  our  brave  defender,  now  no  more! 
Our  prostrate  foes,  with  savage  joy  elate, 
Look  up,  forgetful  of  their  vanquish'd  state, 
Tlirow  off  their  fears,  their  future  conquests  see, 
Aud  deem  our  fleets  and  armies  lost  in  thee ! — 

*^  Presumptuous  Hope  !"  Britannia  proudly  cries, 
Indignant  lightnings  flashing  from  her  eyes — 
**  "What  though  my  Hero,  late  your  country's  dread, 
"  My  mighty  Hero,  slumbers  with  the  dead; 
"  Though  he  my  conquering  navies,  now,  no  more, 
"  Shall  lead  to  triumph  on  your  frighted  shore ; 
**  No  more  shall  launch  my  thunders  on  the  flood. 

And  die  the  ocean  with  your  streaming  blood; 
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Yet  think  not  long,  to  'scape  the  vengeance  duej 
A  thousand  Chiefs  his  gallant  course  pursuQ ; 
A  thousand  Heroes  equal  honours  claim, 
'^  And  emulate  his  dangers  and  his  fame  -, 
With  pious  tears,  upon  his  shade,  they  call, 
And  swear  to  perish  or  avenge  his  fall. 

**  Fly,  then, — ^in  time,  from  sure  destruction  fly : 
And,  safely  vaunting,  in  your  harbours  lie. 

^'  Should  all  your  armaments,  restored  again, 
With  thrice-told  numbers,  dare  attempt  the  main, 
Should  they  my  people  to  the  conflict  brave. 
No  flight  shall  screen  them,  and  no  force  shsdlsave: 
My  dauntless  sons  your  numbers  will  despise, 

"  And  EVEKY  Briton  will  a  Nelson  rise; 
His  martial  Spirit,  in  their  van  shall  sweep,    ' 
And  sun-bright  Glory  lead  them  o'er  the  deep ; 
Pale  fear  shall  freeze  your  trembling  crews,  too  Ute, 
Struck  speechless  by  inexorable  Fate ; 
On  ships  and  men  consuiuiug  fires  shall  fall. 
And  one  tremendous  ruin  bury  all. — 

"  But  oh !  what  honours — what  immortal  fame, 
Shall  Europe  consecrate  to  Nelson's  name  ? 
Fired  with  the  glorious  theme,  thi;ough  ev'ry  clime 
Shall  radiant  Genius  wing  her  flight  sublime. 
The  deathless  Muse,  in  sweet  majestic  lays. 
His  spltmdid  palms  amid  the  stars  shall  raise ; 
While,  safe,  on  earth;  from  War's  destroying  ragei 
His  virtues  flouri^  in  a  R<»scoe's  P'HSg* —  ' 

Creative  Art  shall  catch  the  flaroe  divine. 
And  simple  Grandeur  stamp  her  bokl  design  : 
In  warlike  pomp  his  battles  shall  be  shown, 
And  all  his  triumphs  live  in  brass  and  stone : 
The  statue  warm  with  life,  the  breathing  bust^ 
Tht  tro|>hied  urn,  shall  grace  his  sacred  dust* 
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**  His  Effigy  the  Nations  shall  behold 
*'  On  shining  silver  and  on  beamy  gold ; 
**  The  precious  gem,  with  holy  fervour  blest, 
"  In  extacy  shall  to  the  lip  be  prest ; 
^  To  manly  Worth,  to  blooming  Beauty  dear, 
"  Shall  oft  receive  the  lone,  the  tender  tear; 
*'  Shall  grace  the  gentle  bosom  of  the  Fair, 
**  And  watch  her  slumbers  with  a  Father's  care; 
**  A  guardian  iEgis  o'er  her  virtues  spread, 
*^  And  on  her  days  a  pure  effulgence  shed. 
^  The  magic  pencil  shall  recall  to  life 
"  My  Hero's  form  amid  the  bloody  strife ; 
^  There  proud  Ibeeia  shall  with  Gaul  combine. 
And  there  my  Lions  rend  their  dreadful  line ; 
High  in  the  front  the  god-like  Chief  shall  glow^ 
And  hurl  his  lightnings  on  the  cowering  Foe. 
In  mournful  change,  the  Artist  shall  display 
The  dear-bought  glories  of  his  final  day ; 
With  many  a  group,  in  heavy  woe  around. 
And  many  a  tear,  fast-streaming  oVr  his  wound. 
How  sweetly  sleeps  the  Warrior  in  his  grave. 
In  death  lamented  by  the  wise  and  brave!— 
When  the  frail  canvas,  faithless  to  its  trust, 
Shall  lose  his  form,  and  mingle  with  the  dust. 
When  the  time-moulder'd  stone  no  more  can  tell 
How  brave  he  fought — he  conquered  and  he  fell. 
Still  as  the  years  roll  on,  each  year  more  bright, 
His  memory  shall  diffuse  a  broader  light ; 
His  great  example  still  my  Sons  inspire. 
And  spread  from  age  to  age  the  Patriot  fire : 
The  hoary  Matron  and  the  tender  Maid, 
^  In  war,  shall  oft  invoke  his  mighty  shade  f 
'^  Sires,  yet  unborn,  his  glories  shall  proclaim, 
^  And  Babes  be  taught  to  lisp  his  houour'd  name/' 

SHEFFIELD,  KOV.  11,   1805. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  CASTLE  SPECTRE    - 

WRITTEN  BY  M.  G.  LEWIS,  ESQ. 


Fak  from  the  haunts  of  men,  of  vice  the  foe, 
The  moon-struck  child  of  genius  and  of  woe, 
Versed  in  each  magic  spell,  and  dear  to  fame,' 
A  fair  enchantress  dwells,  Romance  her  name. 
She  loathes  the  sun,  or  blazing  taper's  light : 
The  moon -beam'd  landscape  and  tempestuous  night 
Alone  she  loves ;  and  oft,  with  glimmering  lamp, 
Near  graves  new-open'd,  or  midst  dungeons  damp, 
Drear  forests^  ruin'd  aisles,  and  haunted  towers, 
Forlorn  she  roves,  and  raves  away  the  hours  ! 
Anon,  when  storms  howl  loud  and  lash  the  deep. 
Desperate  she  climbs  the  sea-rock's  beetling  steep ; 
There  wildly  strikes  her  harp's  fantastic  strings, 
Tells  to  the  moon  how  grief  her  bosom  wrings. 
And  while  her  strange  song  chaunts  fictitious  ills. 
In  wounded  hearts  Oblivion's  balm  distills. 

A  youth,  who  yet  has  lived  enough  to  know 
Th^t  life  has  thorns,  and  taste  the  cup  of  woe, 
As  late  near  Conway's  time-bowed  towers  he  stray'd, 
Invok'd  this  bright  enthusiast's  magic  aid. 
His  prayer  was  heard.     With  arms  and  bosom  bare, 
Eyes  flashing  fire,  loose  robes,  and  streaming  hair. 
Her  heart  all  anguish,  and  her  soul  all  flame, 
Swift  as  her  thoughts,  the  lovely  maniac  came ! 
High  hea/d  her  breast,  which  struggling  passions  rent, 
As  prest  to  give  some  fear-fraught  mystery  vent : 
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And  oft,  ^ith  anxious  glance  and  alter'd  face^ 
Trembling  with  terror,  she  relaxed  her  pace, 
And  stopt !  and  listened  ! — Then  with  hurried  tread 
Onwards  again  she  rush'd,  yet  backwards  bent  her  head 
As  if  from  murderous  swords  or  following  fiends  she  fled 

Soon  as  near  Conway's  walls  her  footsteps  drew> 
She  bade  the  youth  their  ancient  state  renew  j 
Eager  he  sped  the  falling  towers  to  rear : 
Twas  done,  and  fancy  bore  the  fabric  here. 
Next  choosing  from  great  Shakspeare's  comic  school^ 
The  gossip  crone,  gross  friar^  and  gibing  fool— 
These,  with  a  virgin  fair  and  lover  brave. 
To  our  young  author's  care  the  enchantress  gave ; 
But  charged  him,  ere  he  bless'd  the  brave  and  fair^ 
To  lay  th'  exulting  villain's  bosom  bare. 
And  by  the  torments  of  his  conscience  show, 
That  prosperous  vice  is  but  triumphant  woe  ! 

The  pleasing  task,  congenial  to  his  soul. 
Oft  from  his  own  sad  thoughts  our  author  stole  : 
Blest  be  his  labours,  if  with  like  success 
They  soothe  their  sorrows  whom  I  now  address. 
Beneath  this  dome,  should  some  afflicted  breast 
Mourn  slighted  talents,  or  desert  opprest, 
False  friendship,  hopeless  love,  or  faith  betray'd ; 
Our  author  will  esteem  each  toil  o'er-paid. 
If,  while  his  muse  exerts  her  livelier  vein, 
Or  tells  imagined  woes  in  plaintive  strain. 
Her  flights  and  fancies  make  one  smile  appeaf 
On  the  pale  cheek,  where  trickled  late  a  tear; 
Or  if  her  fabled  sorrows  steal  one  groan, 
Which  else  her  hearers  would  have  given  their  OWH^ 
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♦EPILOGUE  TO  THE  CASTLE  SPECTRE- 

BY   THE    SAME. 
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OsMOlTD  by  this  arrived  at  Charon's  ferry, 
My  honour  saved,  and  dad  alive  and  merry, 
Hither  I  come  the  public  doom  to  know, 
But  come  not  uncompeird — the  more's  my  woe! 
E'en  now,  (oh  !  pity,  friends,  my  hard  mishap !) 
My  shoulder  felt  a  Bow-street  runner's  tap. 
Who,  while  I  shook  with  fear  in  every  limb, 
Thus  spoke,  with  accent  stern  and  visage  grim-*-^ 

Mistress!"  quoth  he,  "  to  me  it  given  in  trust  fs,. 
To  bring  you  straight  before  our  lamed  Justice ; 
For,  know,  'tis  said,  to-night,  the  whole  town  o'er, 
^*  You've  kiird  one  Osmond,  alias  Barrymore." 

"  The  fellow's  mad  !"  'twas  thus  amaz'd  I  spoke ; 
Lord !  Sir,  I  murdered  Osmond  for  a  joke. 
This  dagger,  free  from  blood,  will  make  it  certain. 
He  died  but  till  the  prompter  dropp'd  the  curtain; 
And  now,  well  pleased  to  quit  this  scene  of  riot, 
**  The  man's  gone  home  to  sup  in  peace  and  quiet  I" 

Finding  that  all  I  said  was  said  in  vain. 
And  Townshend  still  his  first  design  maintain^ 
I  thought 'twere  best  to  fly  for  shelter  here, 
And  beg  my  generous  friends  to  interfere. 
But  though  the  awkward  nature  of  my  case 
May  spread  some  slight  confusion  o'er  my  face. 
No  terrors  awe  my  bosom,  I'll  assure  ye ; 
Just  4s  my  caujse,  and  English  is  my  jury ! 

'  *  Spoken  by  Mrs.  Jordan. 
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fiesides)  it  must  appear^  on  explanation^ 

How  very  ticklish  was  my  situation, 

And  all  perforce,  his  crimes  when  I  relate, 

Must  own  that  Osmond  well  deserved  his  fate^ 

He  heeded  not  papa's  pathetic  pleading; 

He  stabbed  mama — which  was  extreme  ill-breeding; 

And  at  his  feet  for  mercy  when  I  sued^ 

The  odious  wretch,  I  vow,  was  downright  rude. 

Twice  his  bold  hands  my  person  dared  to  touch  ! 

Twice  in  one  day ! — ^Twas  really  once  too  much ! 

And  therefore  justly  filled  with  virtuous  ire. 

To  save  my  honour,  and  protect  my  sire^ 

I  drew  my  knife,  and  in  his  bosom  stuck  it ; 

He  fell,  you  clapped— and  then  he  kicked  the  bucket ! 

So  perish  still  the  wretch,  whose  soul  can  know 
Selfish  delight,  while  causing  other's  woe  ; 
Who  blasts  that  joy,  the  sweetest  God  has  given. 
And  makes  an  hell,  where  love  would  make  an  heaven! 
Forbear,  thou  lawless  libertine!  nor  seek 
Forc'd  favours  on  that  pale  averted  cheek : 
If  thy  warm  kisses  cost  bright  eyes  one  tear, 
Kisses  from  loveliest  lips  are  bought  too  dear — 
Unless  those  lips  with  thine  keep  playful  measure. 
And  that  sweet  tear  should  be  a  tear  of  pleasure  I 

Now  as  for  Osmond — at  that  villain's  name 
I  feel  reviving  wrath  my  soul  inflame! 
And  shall  one  short  and  sudden  pang  suffice 
To  clear  so  base  a  fault,  so  gross  a  vice? 
No  !  To  your  bar,  dear  friends,  for  aid  I  fly  ! 
Bid  Osmond  live  again,  again  to  die ; 
Nightly  with  plaudits  loud  his  breath  recall. 
Nightly  beneath  my  dagger  see  him  fall. 
Give  him  ^  thousand  lives  ! — and  let  me  take  them  alL 
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ODE 

On  a  new  Plantation  of  flouering  Shrubs  in  Trinity  Cd* 
lege  Garden,  at  Oxford ;  the  old  Wilderness  having  beeK 
destroyed  if f/  the  hard  Frost,  1740. 

BY   THE    REV.    THOMAS   wArTON* 


Where'er  ye  pensive  rend  your  mantles  green, 

Whate'er  sad  bow'rs  your  exile  steps  detain, 
Ye  Dryads,  haste  to  this  your  once-lov'd  scene, 
Haste  to  resume  your  violated  reign ; 
To  win  ye  back,  with  busy  care 
Lo  !  what  trim  mansions  we  prepare ! 
Again  in  ringlets  quaint  wc  curl  the  grove. 
And  nurse  new  shades,  as  erst  with  wahton  windings 
wove* 

.Rotind  the  smooth  turf  where  late  ye  lov*d  to  play^ 

Seerecent  shrubs  in  varying  verdure  vie. 
To  court  your  blest  return,  and  broider'd  gay 
With  blooms  of  ev'ry  fragrance,  e/ry  dye. 
For  ye  they  rise  in  mazy  row, 
For  ye  their  blossoms  breathe,  and  glow  ; 
Then  haste  to  shroud  beneath  th'  o'er-arching  boughs,- 
Haste  from  the   flowery  stores  to   bind  your   lovely 
brows. 

You,  Genius,  too,  whate'er  rich  clime  you  s6ek. 

Since  Winter  urg'd  your  flight  with  ruthless  hand  | 
(1  saw  thee  tear  thy  wreath,  and  heard  thee  shriek^ 
What  time  the  Sorcerer  wav'd  his  icy  wand^ 
I  saw  the  wan-ey'd  demon.  Frost, 
Lead  thro'  thy  ranks  his  lurid  host. 
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With  touch  all  cold  to  stop  the  genial  stream, 

And  freeze  the  fount  of  life  in  each  gay-branched  stem.) 

Haste,  Genius,  haste,  whate  er  thy  mansion  fair, 

Whether  thou  Iqrk  in  Hybla*«  fragrant  land, 
Or  joy  to  seek  at  large  the  liquid  air, 
O'pr  Hesperus'  Isles  by  spicy  breeaes  fanned; 
Or  lapt  in  bliss  immortal  lie 
Up  in  yon  azure-arched  sky, 
Where  more  at  hand  thy  pure  and  purged  ear 
Listens  the  solemn  song  of  each  harmonious  sphere. 

Haste  thee  thy  gentle  office  to  renew, 

To  speed  the  wood- bine's  elm-encircling  spray, 
To  call  from  hcav'n  the  salutary  dew. 

When  faint  the  flow'rs  in  Sirius'  scorching  ray ; 
Unj)osom  all  thy  rich  perfumes, 
In  livelier  tints  the  gl^dclen'd  blooms 
Haste  thee  with  daedal  finger  light  to  dress, 
And  visit  ev'ry  shoot  with  murmurs  made  to  bles3. 

Then  hither  Zephyrus  shall  oft  repair. 

When  vernal  rains  their  influence  cool  diffuse, 
To  bathe  his  plumes  in  balm  of  odours  rare. 
And  cull  bright  patterns  of  gay-glancing  hues ; 
Hence  laden  with  the  precious  store, 
Abroq,d  in  frolic-flight  shall  soar. 
The  blended  spoils  of  this  rich  source  to  pour 
O'er  Isis'  laughing  vajes  in  one  ambrosial  show'r. 

Liuk'd  with  this  train  to  this  his  old  retreat. 

Calm  Thought  shall  bring  the  piercing  eye  serene ; 
Here,  here  again  the  lonely  Bard  shall  meet 
Majestic  Contemplation's  musing  mcin  j 
Here  many  an  airy  vision  hail, 
As  Evening  spreads  her  shadowy  veil ; 
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And  as  they  shoot  across  his  twilight  walk, 
Catch  gleams  of  heavenly  wings,  and  hear  mysterioui 
talk. 

Fair  Fame  again  on  ev'ry  sapling  tall 

Shall  hang  in  seemly  guise  the  silver  lyre ) 
Here  bid  new*  Denhams  wait  her  hallow'd  call, 
New  *CiiiLLiKGW0RTHS  to  Truth's   high  throne 
aspire ; 
Here  place  the  form  of  Liberty 
Before  a  future  *  Somers'  eye  ; 
Bid  other*  Harringtons,  these  bow'rs  beneath, 
The  patriot  spirit  sage  of  Grecian  wisdom  breathe. 

0  might  I  hope  with  these  sublime  to  gain 
The  sacred  shrine  of  Fame's  ethereal  tow'r, 

There  might  my  name  with  these  high-hung  remain. 
These  the  chief  pride  of  +  Pope's  paternal  bow'rj 

While  humble  follower,  I  dare, 

Yet  still  inspired  with  purpose  fair, 
T'  unlock  the  Grecian  fountains,  and  impart 
To  Albion's  sons  supine  high  themes  of  ancient  art. 

1  How  valorous  Jason,'  mid  the  flow^'r  of  Greece, 

Urg'd  his  rough  way  with  unremitted  oar. 
From  Scythia's  King  to  gain  the  radiant  Fleece^ 
O'er  Pontus'  billows  vaist,  unplough*d  before ; 

In  vain  with  eye  that  never  slept 

The  prize  a  direful  dragon  kept; 

•  All  educated  in  Trinity  College. 

t  The  Founder. 

i  The  Author  was  at  this  time  meditating  a  trax^lation  of  ^h« 
Argonautics  of  ApoUonius  Rhodius. 
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In  vain  the  brass^hoof  d  bulls  around  him  breath'd 
Fierce  flames ;  the  Chief  returned  with  glorious  con* 
quest  wreath' d. 

Emblem  expressive  of  the  godlike  soul, 

Which  thro'  dread  dangers,    arm'd   with  courage 
calm. 
Still  presses  eager  to  that  glistering  goal 

Where  Virtue's  hand  high  waves  th'  immortal  palm; 

Each  passion's  fierce  assault  he  tames, 

Fierce  as  those  bulls  that  vomit  flames, 
He  charms  to  sleep  the  watchful  Dragon-guard, 
And  bears  from  Virtue's  hand  to  heav'u  the  bright  re- 
ward. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  IMPRISONMENT  FOR  DEBT. 

BY    THEOPHILUS   SWIFT,  ESQ. 

Of  old  the  Debtor,  that  Insolvent  died, 
^gypt  the  rites  of  Sepulture  denied ; 
A  different  trade  enlightened  Christians  drive, 
And  charitably  bury  him  alive. 

B  b4 
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A  FRAGxMENT, 

If  KITTEN  IN  1762. 
BY    F.   N.    C.    MUNDAY,   ESQ. 


— ' ' Pensive  and  aloneg 

I  sit  like  one  Iransform'd  to  stone  ; 

My  loose  thoughts  wander  unconfin'd, 

Till  now  the  mirror  of  ^ly  mind 

Presents  my  Laura's  image  fair, 

And  my  whole  soul  is  centerVl  there, 

Lo,  side  by  side,  with  her  I  stray, 

Where  Fancy  points  the  flowery  way ; 

Conducted  by  her  magic  wand. 

We  seem  to  tre^d  on  Fairy  land. 

And  now  methinks  our  steps  invade 

The  painted  vale,  and  opening  shade, 

Where  one  etcfual  spring  resides, 

Where  the  hoarse  brook  meand'ring  glides. 

Responsive  to  whose  plaintive  sound 

The  feathery  tribes  are  quiring  round. 

But  not  the  feathery  tribes  that  sing 

Their  carols  to  the  constant  spring, 

Nor  winding  brook,  nor  bowery  grove, 

Divert  my  thoughts  from  her  1  love. 

Imagination  fondly  tries 

To  win  me  favour  in  her  eyes ; 

The  tender  scene  of  courtship  feigns, 

^ith  all  its  pleasures;  all  its  pains. 
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Trembling  with  fear  and  doubt  1  frame 
Borne  fancied  speech  to  urge  my  fl^me ; 
I  falter  as  I  seem  to  speak, 
While  real  passions  paint  my  cheek. 
Too  studious  while  I  strive  to  pleasejj 
My  actions  lose  their  wonted  ease. 
Meanwhile  my  pleading  eyes  reveal 
A  fondness  which  no  tongue  can  tell: 
I  press  her  hand,  and  thence  impart 
The  silent  language  of  my  heart. 
Such  airy  visions  sooth  my  mind, 
While  Fancy  paints  my  Laura  kind. 
And  now  a  chosen  spot  she  shows, 
Inviting  fair  to  soft  repose; 
With  twisted  shrubs  imbowered  high^ 
Secreted  from  day's  garish  eye. 
Here  seated  on  a  flowery  bed, 
My  Laura's  lap  sustains  my  head  ; 
Her  breast  with  mutual  ardour  beats ; 
My  love-sick  looks  with  love  she  meets; 
The  warm  blush  rising  on  her  face 
Calls  forth,  and  heightens  every  grace: 
As  on  her  bosom  1  reclme, 
She  joins  her  glowing  cheek  to  mine  ; 
Then  lisping  phrase,  and  whisper'd  vows, 
With  all  the  trifling  Love  allows, 
Engaging  smiles, -and  gay  desires, 
Affected  scorn  that  fans  my  fires. 
Artful  reserve,  the  broken  sigh, 
TThe  transport  couching  in  her  eye, 
With  many  a  soft  endearment  join'd, 
Speak  her  whole  soul  to  Love  mclin'd. 
While  gazing  on  her  bashful  charms, 
)  strain  her  closer  in  my  arms  | 
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And  heaving  then  so  deep  a  sigh, 

As  if  to  her's  my  hi*art  would'  fly. 

My  soul  dissolving  in  such  bliss. 

Tastes  all  Elysium  in  9^  Hiss.-r- 

— Alas !  disordered  Reason  dreams ! 

No  music  murmurs  in  the  streams  ; 

IJo  feathery  tribes  are  quiring  round  ; 

No  spring  eternal  here  is  found  ; 

No  yielding  fair,  or  painted  grove; 

Nor  aught  is  mioe  save  hopeless  lov9« 

jleftection  guides  my  Reason  right, 

And  calls  to  mind  pne  hapless  n^ght 

When  leaning  oq  that  conscious  seat^ 

As  all  allur'd  by  cony^e  sweet ; 

Judgment  with  Passion  vainly  strove. 

And  Reason  was  subdued  by  Love ; 

When  my  heart's  pangs  I  da^'d  reveal,    . 

Pangs,  which  she  might  i^ot,  coii'd  not  hea|, 

—No  morc-T^Despair  is  in  my  view  ; 

My  wounds  of  sorrow  bleed  anew  : 

Alas !  for  ever  must  I  mourn. 

Since  all  the  scanty  poor  return 

^hat  she  could  give,  or  I  might  hope  to  gain, 

)(Vas  one  sad  tear  of  pity  fox  my  pain. 


EPIGRAM  FROM  BURGER, 

So  great  his  passion  for  his  bride  Louisa, 
Sir  Robert  cannot  talk  of  her  enough: 

He  vows  he  would  do  any  thing  to  please  her. 
But  absolutely  cannot  leave  off  snuff. 

J.   LAWREKCE« 
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AN  ELEGY 


ON    THE 

ANCIENT    GREEK    MODEL, 

•      ADDRESSED  TO  THE 
RIGHT   REV.    ROBERT   LOWTH, 
LORD  BISHOP  OF  LONDON*. 


Mourn  !  son  of  Araos,  mourn !  in  accent  sharp 

Of  angry  sorrow  strike  thy  heav'nly  harp. 

Mourn!  thou  sublimest  of  the  sainted  choir! 

Those  lips,  that,  touch'd  with  thy  celestial  fire, 

Clear'd  from  the  gather'd  clouds  of  many  an  age, 

The  brightning  flame  of  thy  prophetic  rage, 

Those  lips,  thro'  Learning's  sacred  sphere  renowa'd, 

Have  stain'd  their  glory  by  a  servile  sound. 

|lnvy  with  ranc'rous  joy  these  accents  heard, 

And  dwells  with  triumph  on  the  fatal  word ;  IQ 

Waging  against  Renown  eternal  wars, 

Thus  she  insults  the  merit  she  abhors  : 

f**  How  has  the  radiance  of  the  mitre  ceas'dl 

"  Oblivion's  poppy  shades  the  prostrate  priest: 

f*  In  dark  Servility's  expanding  cave 

f*  Forgotten  prelates  hail  thee  from  the  grave ; 

"  O  Lucifer !  of  prophecy  the  star, 

f*  Rolling  thro'  Hebrew  clouds  thy  radiant  car ! 

♦  First  published  1779. 
t  See  Isaiaby  chap.  xiv. 
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^f  Art  thou  too  falUn  as  wc?  Can  Flattery's  tide 

**  Drown  thy  free  spirit,   and  tliy  Attic  pride  ?         20 

**  Is  this  the  man,  \vht>  spoke  in  language  strong, 

^*  The  praise  of  Liberty's  Atlicnian  song  ? 

*^  Blest  are  her  notes,  but  curst  the  sordid  things 

**  That  priest-craft  uttc  rs  to  the  pride  of  Kings ; 

**  For  never,  never,  shall  fair  Freedom's  hand 

^*  Enroll  one  prelate  in  her  sacred  band  !" 

Peace!  Envy,  Peace!  nor  deem,  with  bigot  rage, 
Long  labours  canc^U'd  by  a  hasty  page ; 
Nor,  if  a  word  unweigh'd  her  lips  escape, 
Paint  injur'd  Virtue  in  Corruption's  shape  !  3Q 

Shall  sland'rous  Prejudice,  with  general  blame, 
Plunge  ranks  unsifted  in  the  gulph  of  shame  f 
If  some  be  servile,  shall  we  madly  rave 
That  every  churchman  is  in  soul  a  slave? 
Abhorr'd  idea  !  fraught  wiih  basest  guile  ! 
Turn  to  the  splendid  annqis  of  our  isle  ! 
See  mitred  Langton  lead  the  patriot  van. 
And  bear,  O  Ljberty!  thy  sacred  plan! 
Though  lust  of  vengeance  regal  pride  inflame 
To  brand  his  virtue  with  Rebellion's  name,  40 

Still  in  the  tented  field,  from  fear  exempt. 
Ho  menace  shakes  him,  and  no  otYers  tempt ; 
Till  England,  sav'd  from  tyrannous  controul. 
Owes  her  bright  charter  to  his  guardian  soul. 
Let  Freedom's  eye  our  later  story  search  ! 
Her  modern  champion  issues  from  the  church  j 
See  Hoadley's  persevering  zeal  withdraw 
The  veil  of  bigotry  from  heavenly  law  ; 
With  decent  truth  expound,  with  reason  scan 
God's  gracio^is  edict,  and  the  rights  of  man!  50 

To  shield  the  dearest  gift  of  Nature's  hand 
Was  thine,  pure  spirit !  and  thy  i^ame  shall  stand 
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fciigravM  on  I^iberty's  eternal  rock, 

With  ardOnt  Sidney,  with  the  milder  Locke, 

And  guarded  by  the  Muse  of  Gl|)ry,  shine 

In  manly  Aken.side*s  immortal  line. 

But  these  examples  rise  from  hallo\v*d  earth ; 

The  church  has  models  still  of  living  worth  : 

Though  some  grave  bishops,  fond  of  dull  repose, 

Without  a  dream  of  Learning's  friends  or  foes,  60 

Enjoy  their  table,  or  from  thence  withdrawn, 

Sink  in  soft  slumber  on  their  sleeves  of  lawn; 

Though  one  fierce  pedant,  proud  of  ancient  rule, 

Rashly  inistook  a  senate  for  a  school, 

Till  angry  nobles  bid  his  fury  cease. 

And  lash'd  the  fiery  pedagogue  to  peace ; 

We  boast  a  Shipley,  who  with  taste  rofin'd 

Enjoys  that  richest  treasure,  wealth  of  mind, 

Intent  to  pen,  in  Leisure's  learned  hour, 

His  just  Philii)pic  on  oppressive  power,  7^ 

Or  teach  thy  flowers,  Simplicity,  to  bloom 

With  Attic  sweetness  o^er  an  BiUglish  tombi 

Nor  you,  with  honour  can  we  fail  to  name, 

Law  !  generous  guardian  of  that  sage's  name  ♦, 

Who  made  mild  government  with  faith  agree, 

And  "  stripped  intolerance  of  every  plea/' 

Nor  dignity  corrupts,  nor  time  subdues 

Your  spirit,  glowing  with  the  noblest  views  ; 

While  your  keen  eyes,  undimm'd  by  age,  explore 

The  utmost  depths  of  metaphysic  lore,  80 

Still  guard  his  fame,  whose  genius  you  enjoy, 

And  the  dark  sophist's  baleful  web  destroy. 

That  seeks  to  shroud,  wiih  subtle  falsehood  spun. 

The  praise  of  Freedom's  scientific  son ! 

*  See  the  Preface  to  the  new  Edition  of  Locke,  by  the  Bishop 
of  Carlisle^ 
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O  Lowth  !  we  saw  thy  radiant  name  on  higfi^ 
Amid  the  purest  lights  of  Learning's  sky ; 
And  long,  if  true  to  Freedom's  guiding  voice, 
Long  in  thy  splendour  shall  that  sphere  rejoice  j 
One  passing  vapour  shall  dissolve  away, 
And  leave  thy  glory's  unobstructed  ray*  QO  ' 

But  while  on  Fame's  high  precipice  you  stand, 
Be  nobly  firm !  nor  bend  the  virtuous  han(f, 
Fill'd  with  rich  sweets  from  Freedom's  flowery  mcad^ 
To  pluck  Servility's  oblivious  weed ! 
High  in  the  Court's  rank  soil  that  creeper  winds, 
And  oft  with  dark  embrace  the  crosier  binds  ; 
While  squeezed  from  thence  the  subtle  prelate  flings 
Its  luscious  poison  in  the  car  of  Kings. 
Nor  spread  in  courts  alone  these  noxious  leaves, 
Aly  Lord,  as  largely  as  he  pays,  receives;  100 

And  supple  chaplains  to  a  prolate  bring 
A  dose  as  rich,  as  what  he  gives  a  King. 
Such  sycophants,  could  such  to  thee  belong, 
Might  vent  their  venom  on  this  friendly  song; 
**  Shame  on  the  wretch,   (these  flatterers  would  ex- 
claim,) 
•'  Who  dares  one  accent  of  your  voice  to  blame, 
"  But  fearing  with  your  foes  his  name  to  blend, 
**  Ydt  more  abusive,  calls  himself  your  friend  V 
No!  let  that  radiant  Truth,  whose  power  supreme, 
Rewards  her  genuine  bard  with  Glory's  beam,  lIO 

Search  my  free  spirit  and  pronounce  it  clear 
From  meanness,  spleen,  malignity,  or  fear! 
To  ardent  friendship  1  my  numbers  owe; 
Whatever  their  failings,  from  that  source  they  flow; 
If  weak,  yet  honest;  if  presumptuous,  true; 
Thy  worth  the  motive,  and  thy  fame  the  view ! 
The  man,  whose  writings  pure  delight  dispense. 
Enchant  my  fancy,  or  enlarge  my  sense, 
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Whose  heavenly  wisdom^  mending  human  faults^ 
Warms  my  chill'd  virtue,  and  my  soul  exalts ;         120 
Friend  of  my  bosom  I  this  man  declare, 
And  in  my  inmost  heart  the  treasure  wear, 
Bishop  or  clerk  !  his  fortune  bright  or  blank ! 
Rever'd  as  noble,  whatsoe'er  his  rank  ! 
His  praise  I  echo  with  a  fond  acclaim, 
^oy  in  his  health,  and  triumph  in  his  fame. 
With  pure  a^achment,  and  with  joy  refin'd, 
I  boast  such  friendship  with  thy  letter'd  mind. 
When'er  with  deep  delight,  and  new  regard, 
We  search  thy  comments  on  each  Hebrew  bard,      130 
Where  thy  bold  precepts  to  young  minds  impart 
The  end  and  value  of  the  Poet's  art, 
Its  powers  ennobled  by  applause  like  thine, 
Yet  more  we  idolize  that  art  divine ; 
*  In  that  fair  Virtue's  living  voice  we  hear, 
.In  that  behold  her  living  form  appear: 
With  joy  the  justice  of  your  wrath  we  own, 
When  your  mild  spirit  takes  a  sharper  tone, 
When  touch'd  by  Warburton's  vindictive  gall, 
It  jftres  at  Freedom's  controversial  call ;  140 

From  wounded  Genius  flows  your  splendid  line. 
As  from  the  trodden  grape  the  sparkling  wine : 
Your  hand,  like  Israel's  unanointed  King, 
Launching  the  pebble  from  his  certain  sling, 
Strikes  to  the  dust  Presumption's  mighty  boast, 
The  proud  Goliah  of  her.  ciitic  host.  ^». 

Thus  robed  in  honour  of  the  richest  dye. 
And  view*^  by  Freedom  with  a  parent's  eye, 
From  thee  that  goddess  with  amazement  hears 
One  note  that  sounds  discordant  in  her  ears  ;  150 

*  Vivas  hia  virtutis  voces  audimus,  vivam  efliigiem  cemimut. 

L9Mfth  de  P9eticeejin$  tt  VitiUtatc, 
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^Vhilc  sparkles  flash  from  her  astonish 'd  eycs/ 
**  O  savo  my  falt'ring  son!"  (she  fondly- cries) 
Call  his  past  glories  to  his  sharpon'd  sight, 
And  let  him  learn  from  their  collected  light. 
My  flowers,  immortal,  fear  no  winter's  frown  ; 
'*  While  lost  in  darkness  Adulation's  down. 
Flies  like  the  gossamer,  that  whirlwinds  bear. 
In  sport  contemptuous,  thro'  the  waste  of  air. 
Tell  him,  though  bright  the  smile  of  Kings  may  seem^ 
*'  There  sfiines  a  jewel  of  a  brighter  beam,  l60 

"  Above  that  smile,  all  human  wealth  above, 
**  'Tis  worn  by  Koppel  in  his  country's  love^ 
**  Shall  Lowth  adapt  no  more  his  Attic  style 
"  To  the  meridian  of  my  favourite  isle  ? 
*'  But  feebly  speak  in  1  ranee's  languid  tone, 
**  Faint  as  beneath  Oppression's  burning  zone  ? 
"  Or  blazing  only  with  a  bigot's  fire, 
"  Awake  the  slumbering  flames  of  regal  ire ; 
"  Stretch  the  state-theorist  on  Priesthood's  rack, 
"  And  from  the  pulpit*  aim  the  personal  attack?    170 
**  Far  other  precepts  suit  the  hallowed  sage, 
"  Who  aims  to  purify  this  venal  age  : 
**  With  juster  wrflth  our  mitred  Lords  declaim 
"  On  man's  adulterous  guilt,  and  woman's  shame; 
**  Yes,  lovely  woman !  Fashion's  wayward  spleen 
**  Has  idly  plung'd,  like  ^Egypt's  giddy  queen, 
**  Thy  purity,  that  pearl  of  richest  price, 
"  In  the  deep  chalice  of  dissolving  Vice. 
**  Though  thy  unblushing  frailties  scorn  excuse, 
"  Let  Pity  still  her  palliatives  produce !  ISO 


*  See  the  late  Sermon  by  the  Bbhop  of  London,  and  his  Bot# 
on  Dr*  Price, 
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"  Confirm'd  by  stges,  let  this  truth  be  knowti, 
"  *  Thy  Honour's  guardian  first  forgets  his  own : 
'^  While  man  bolds  Freedom  as  the  n6blest  wealthy 
''  Pride  of  his  heart,  and  of  his  days  the  health, 
"  With  native  charms  his  fair  companion's  graced, 
"  If  plain,  yet  lovely  ;  and  if  simple,  chaste ; 
"  Endearing  age  succeeds  to  rapt'rous  youth, 
*'  Her  life  is  virtue,  and  her  love  is  truth. 
"  But  when  her  guard,  in  Luxury's  venal  hour, 
"  Yields  his  chaste  soul  a  prostitute  to  power,       -^90 
"  Heaven;  in  just  vengeance  on  the  abject  slave, 
"  Corrupts  the  purest  gift  its  bounty  gave  ; 
"  The  tree  of  Comfort  bears  the  thorn  of  Strife, 
■  **  And  poisun'd  marriage  grows  the  peSt  of  life  j 
"  Ills  after  ills  in  dire  succession  flow, 
"  And  private  misery  mounts  to  public  woe/' 

O  Lowth  !  whose  voice,  by  purest  Learning  taught 
To  spttak  the  language  of  exalted  thought, 
May  best  encounter  Vice^s  murky  crew. 
And  Faith  and  Virtue's  fainting  power's  renew,        200 
Still  by  sage  efforts  of  a  soul  sublime 
Correct  the  rank  abuses  of  the  time  ! 
Rememb'ring  still,  with  Wisdom's  just  regard, 
Thy  favourite  maxim  f  of  the  Attic  bard  : 
"  As  from  the  clouds  bursts  forth  the  weight  of  snow, 
<'  Lightnings  or  hail  that  blasts  the  scene  below, 

^  This  is  particalarly  proved  by  the  celebrated  chastity  of 
the  Roman  ladies  in  the  early  days  of  the  republic :  and  yet 
more  by  that  of  nur  Gothic  ancestors  in  the  purell  ages  of  chi- 
valry.    See  Stuart^s  admirable  View  of  Society  in  Europe, 

Ay^(«nr  V  fit  fAtyaXm  iroXit  •XXvtai. 
;  Ex  SolKfnU  Elegiim 

VOL.  V.  C  C 
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**  So  bursts  the  rnm  of  a  sinking  State^ 

**  From  the  dark  vices  of  the  guilty  Great.^ 

In  this  blest  isle,  and  shining  only  here, 

Astraea,  safe  in  Freedom's  guardian  spear,  2W 

With  native  boldness  in  her  balance  flings 

The  weak,  the  mighty.  Ministers  and  K^ags^ 

And  Piet/s  blind  seal  would  curse  the  land. 

If  it  couui  force  this  balance  from  her  hand* 

Rise  then,  O  rise  I  with  Hoadley's  spirit  fir'd^ 

But  in  thy  richer  eloquence  attir'd ; 

Teach  us  to  guard  from  every  mean  controul 

That  manly  vigour  of  the  judging  soul 

Which  Faith  approves,  which  Loyalty  allows ! 

Teach  us,  while  Honour  to  thy  doctrine  bows,       220^ 

That  Duty's  praise  in  no  blind  worship'  lies. 

But  Reason's  homage  to  the  just  and  wise  I 

So  to  thy  Country,  to  thy  God  endear'd, 

By  Heaven  protected,  as  on  earth  revered, 

May  thy  mild  age  in  purest  fiame  rejoice  ; 

In  fame,  where  Envy  hears  no  jarring  voice  ! 

So  may  Religion,  with  divine  relief. 

Drop  her  rich  balm  on  thy  parental  grief! 

May  that  sweet  comforter,  the  heavenly  Muse, 

Who  fondly  treasures  Sorrow^s  sacred  dews,  230 

In  Glory's  vase  preserve  the  precious  tear 

Shed  by  paternal  love  on  Beauty's  bier! 

And,  O  !  when  thou  to  Learning's  deep  regret 

Must  pay  at  Nature's  call  our  common  debt; 

While  life's  last  murmurs  shake  the  parching  throat, 

And  Pity  catches  that  portentous  note ; 

While  in  its  hollow  orb  the  rolling  eye 

Of  Hope  is  tum*d  convulsive  to  the  sky. 

May  holiest  visitants,  each  sainted  seer. 

Whose  Weil-known  accents  warble  in  thine  ear,       ^40 
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Descend,  with  Mercy's  delegated  power, 
To  soothe  the  anguish  of  that  awful  hour ; 
With  lenient  aid  release  thy  struggling  breath, 
Guide  thy  freed  spirit  thro'  the  gates  of  Death, 
Shew  thee,  emerging  from  this  earthly  storm. 
Thy  loVd  Maria  in  a  Seraph's  form, 
And  give  thee^  gazing  on  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
To  view  *  thy  mighty  Maker  face  to  fiiu)e. 


itm 


EPITAPHSf. 

ON   SOLOMON    MEND&S,   ESQ. 

Here  lies  a  man  who  never  liv'd. 
Yet  still  from  death  was  flying ; 
Who,  if  not  sick,  was  never  well. 
And  d/d — for  fear  of  dying! 

ON    MR.  JACOB   MBNDES* 

Here  Jacob  lies,  grave,  just  and  sage, 
The  chastest  person  of  the  age ; — 
Who,  had  he  been  in  Joseph's  place, 
Had  d/d,  not  run  away — alas ! 

*  This  bold  expression  of  exalted  piety  wm  borrowed  firom  St 
Paul,  by  the  great  Cond6,  the  fubJime  and  enviable  circum- 
ttances  of  whose  death  are  thus  desctibed  by  the  eloquent  Bos- 
suet  :— *«  Oui,  dit  il,  nous  vcnons  Di6u  comme  il  est,  fooe  6  fao^ 
il  repetoit  en  Latin  avec  un  gout  merveUleux,  ces  griand*  HM)ts : 
Sicrti  est :  facie  ad  faeicm,.et  on  nc  se  lassoit  pomt  dc  Ic  TOir  dans 
ce  doux  uansport."— Oraiion  Fmukrt  de  L&m$  dz  Bawitmu 
t  Said  to  be  written  by  the  Author  of  the  SsASOKt. 

c  c  2 
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SONNET. 

BT  THE  LATE  EEV.  W.  B.  STEVEITS, 
SPRING, 


Sweet  are  the  hours,  that  mark  the  vernal  scene ; 

To  groves  their  leaves,  their  shades  to  streams  that 
bring; 

That  wake  the  garden  lowers,  the  cowslip'd  green, 

And  call  the  flocks  to  play,  the  birds  to  sing! 
O  sweeter  far  than  all  the  g\fts  of  Spring, 

Laura !  for  thee  my  youthful  bowers  arc  drest ; 

Come,  hand  in  hand  together  let  us  tread 

At  eve  or  morn ;  together  let  us  rest; 
Love  shall  attend  our  walk,  and  guard  our  bed. 

From  us  tho'  wealth  and  idle  fame  have  fled, 

That  scorn  the  threshold  of  a  shepherd's  cell, 
•Peace  stoops  to  enter  at  our  low-roof 'd  door. 

With  Faith  unchanged  sees  matchless  Beauty  dweD, 

And  will  'not  call  us  mean,  my  love,  nor  poor  ( 
1778. 
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SONNET. 

TO  A  LADY  AT  A  CONVENT. 
BT  THE  SAME. 


Let  not  the  notes  that  breathe  of  idle  air. 
Unreal  bliss,  too  long  thy  ear  detain! 
Tho'  still  the  sounds  their  wonted  sweetness  bear. 
The  sounds  of  Art  soothe  not  a  lover's  pain  I 

O  maid  of  beauty,  if  the  genuine  strain, 
That  speaks  of  love,  may  whisper  to  thy  h«art 
One  Junder  thought,  one  tender  feeling  move^ 
Awhile  forego  th'  unmeaning  sounds  of  art, 

And  smile  upon  the  strain  that  speaks  of  love  ! 
Yet  if  no  smile  should  now  the  lay  approve, 
Perish  the  verse,  tho'  still  to  thee  addrest ! 

Midst  tears  and  wishes  Love  must  linger  long  1 
O  bid  him  find  sweet  shelter  in  thy  breast ! 
O  bless  the  poet,  tho'  you  scorn  his  song! 
1778. 
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SONNET. 

THE  VOW. 

BY   THE    SAME. 


"  I)ouBT  not,"  she  said,  "the  vowsrospir'd  by  tratk^ 
**  Let  thy  love  lean  upon  this  faithful  breast ; 
**  This  breast  shall  nurse  the  gloomy  hopes  of  youth^ 
**  And  hush  the  beatings  of  thy  soul  to  rest, 

^^  O,  ere  this  heart  resign  its  dearest  guest, 
^*  Or  ere  these  lips  their  tenderest  words  deny^ 
**  Or  er|0  these  eyes  shall  beam  a  look  of  scorn^ 
*^  Perish  my  Yirgio  shame!  and  beauty  dieT' 

0  Maid  I  thy  eyes  to  other  objects  borne. 
Thy  lips  so  soon  that  shun  the  talk  of  love, 
Shew  thy  changed  heart,  and  leave  my  soul  forlofp. 

Yet  still  thy  charms  admiring  youths  insnare, 
And  still  thy  worth  their  lying  songs  approve^ 
And  their  verse  paints  tht^  still  as  good  as  £un 
1778. 
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SONNET. 

T0  a  SctdfUor:  tccashntd  by  seeing  wme  fidicukm  tu* 
nerd  Ornaments  m Church* 

BY    THE   8AMK. 


Whek  Dealh,  with  fiiud  and  with  fnendly  stroke, 

Shall  lay  my  sorrows  in  his  house  of  clay, 
Percbiknce  surviving  friendship  may  invoke 

Thy  art)  some  funeral  emblem  to  display : 
Then,  Sculptor,  sparing  of  thy  marble  graces, 

Let  thy  taught  chissel  from  my  tombstone  spurn 
All  dove-wing'd  cherubs  with  &t  baby  ^ftces, 

And  Christian  Faith  squat  by  a  Roman  urn. 
Ah  be  it  plain !  to  suit  the  modest  floor 

Of  village  church,  from  riiyming  flattery  free ; 
Lest,  when  some  friendly  conscious  eye  explore 

My  bust,  or  Malice  the  inscription  see. 
They  with  thy  trophy  my  deserts  compare. 
And  say  what  shameless  liars  tombstones  are. 

c  c4 
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To  Hisf  SfiwAEDy  on  the  Publication  of  ker  Llan- 
gollen Vajl]^* 

BY     TH  £     ;S  A  V  £. 


^■^ 


CAMBttiA/exult! — again  a  voice  divine 
Floats  on  thy  hills,  as  erst  entranc'd  the  ear 
Of  Freedom,  bending  from  her  native  shrine  > 
To  white-rob'd  Bards,  her  genuine  oflfspring  dear; 

Long  her's  and  Fancy's  pride,  but  vanished  long,  - 
Rejoice,  ye  rockj-screen'd  Vallics !— mute  no  n^ore, 
But  echoing  kindred  energies  of  Song. 
That  Voice  how  sweet  ou  Deva's  Wissavd  shore, ' 

"While  fairy  Harps  aerial  music  blend! 

From  cliff  to  cliff,  borne  on  the  rising  gale,  ' 
Hark  in  new  triumph  how  the  notes  ascend, 

And  thrill  encharm'd  Llangollen's  classic  Vale! 
Cambria,  exult,  and  long  the  lay  retiiin, 
Tho'  Lichfield  boast  the  Mistress  of  the  Str^A^ 

^BPTON,  SEPT.  1796- 
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SONNET; 


BT  THE  BEV.  J.  STERLING. 


£ach  day  beside  the  noisiy  water^faU, 

Or  by  the  murmurs  of  the  Dargle-stream* 
,0'er-hung  by  frowning  rocks,  and  forests  tall, 

lily  woe«wom  Muse  resounds  her  plaintive  themt 
With  the  last  glances  of  the  setting  beam : 

Each  day  I  wander  thro'  the  smiling  plain. 
And  dark  embowering  shades  of  Pow'rscourt's  lord. 

To  seek,  in  silent  grove,  th'  Aonian  train. 
Who  teach  my  hand  to  strike  the  trembling  chords 

And  joys  fresh-springing  to  my  soul  afford. 
My  brightest  years  are  running  down  to  waste, 

Stem  fate  has  frown'd  upon  my  summer  prime  ; 
Oh  !  in  some  haven  may  my  bark  be  cast, 

JiJxd  rays  of  comfort  gild  my  evening  time. 


m 


SONNET, 


JBT    THE    SAME. 


While  some  admire  Potosi's  splendid  one. 

And  raptur'd  gstfe  on  Ddbi's  goi^e^us  tkRMie, 
Mine  be  some  silent,  some  sequestered  shore, 

To  dweU  with  friendship  and  the  Mtise  alone : 
lYith  chosen  friends  to  take  the  eri^hig  walk, 

To  mark  the  landscape  as  we  pass  aX^mg ; 
,  Of  nature's  wisdom,  and  her  works  to  talk. 

From  thence  to  learn  the  animatiiig  song» 
Ne'er  let  the  lust  of  lucre  warp  ray  breast. 

Nor  wild  ambition  fire  my  kindling  soul ; 
Still  in  my  native  country  let  me  rest. 

Still  let  my  silent  days  unnoticed  roll ; 
Aline  be  the  morning  breese,  and  evening  galC, 

The  murmuring  streamlet,  and  the  woody  dale. 
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SONNET^ 


9Y    THE    SAMfi. 


What  honours  wait  immortal  Tasso's  lyre  I 

What  raptures  crown  Marino's  flowing  rhymes ! 
jReniotest  nations  Godfrey's  deeds  admire. 

And  fair  Adonis  blooms  thro'  distant  times. 
See !  where  the  sun  from  eastern  ocean  climbs. 

See !  where  he  dips  his  wheels  in  western  main ; 
IVn  thet«  man's  rugged  breast  the  muse  jsublimes. 

And  wins  the  soul  from  anguish  and  from  pain ; 
The  haughty  tyrant,  purpled  o'er  with  crimes, 

i 

Reveres  the  Muse,  reveres  the  poet's  strain : 
The  fom'd  Nepenthe  was  harmonious  song. 

The  streams  of  Pindus  quench'd  the  thirst  of  woe; 
P  may  the  gods  soft  melody  prolong. 

And  Helicon's  deep  springs  for  ever  flow. 
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SONNET. 

to  WILLIAM  PREISTON,  ESQ. 

BY   THE   SAME. 


Nor  let  Arabia  boast  bcr  thousand  songs, 

And  thousand  bards  illum'd  by  ray  divine  : 
To  us  celestial  melody  belongs, 

To  us  indulgent  are  the  sacred  Nine. 
Pope,  Parnel,  Dry  den,  oft  have  sweetly  sung. 

Oft  warm'd  the  heart,  and  drawn  the  melting  te^r; 
The  wood-crown'd  hill,  and  valley  oft  have  rung, 

Angelic  legions  oft  have  stoop'd  to  hear. 
Behold  a  bard  from  Liffy's  echoing  shore. 

To  him  her  choicest  gifts  the  muse  imparts. 
Gives  the  deep  lyre,  gives  fancy's  richest  ore, 

The  tend'rest  verse,  and  satire's  keenest  darts ; 
Whether  he  sings  of  Twiss  and  Murcia's  maidy 
Or  soothes  >^th  melting  airs  his  Clara's  shade. 
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SONNET. 

iDn  the  Eighth  of  May^  the  Birth-Day  of  Miss  Gr AftA  m 
of  Gartmore^  -and  of  Edward  Gibbon,  Esq. 

BY   THE   SAME. 


Queen  of  the  roseate  garland,  hither  haste, 

Immortal  May,  with  glitt'ring  dew-drops  crown'dl 
How  bright  the  rainbow  zone,  which  girds  thy  waist| 

Thy  purple  violets  scatter  odours  round. 

Thy  fairy  footsteps  deck  with  sweets  the  ground. 
Ha$te,  bring  a  wreath  for  Margaret's  natal  day, 

A  fragrant  wreath  that  boasts  perennial  bloom; 
0  let  thy  Margaret's  hand  confer  the  bay 
.     On  the  great  Sage,  who  bursts  the  Gothic  gloom. 

And  pours  strong  radiance  o'er  declining  Rome! 
A  balmy  morn  produc'd  fresh  beauty's  flow'r, 

Lo  !  the  same  mom  saw  History's  column  rise ; 
May.  smiles  In  blushes  from  her  verdant  bow'r 

On  Gibbon's  splendid  page,  on  Graham's  matchless 
eyes. 
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SONNET. 


Some  boast  the  vine's  intoxicating  juice. 

And  call  the  Bacchanalian's  joys  divine ; 
Some  hoard  up  riches  which  they  never  use  i 

But  I  adore  nor  splendid  gold,  nor  wine* 
For  some  ambition  spreads  her  varied  charms^ 

Pointing  the  road  to  honour  and  to  feme ; 
Some  love  the  clangor  of  opposing  arms, 

And  seek  for  glory  in  a  hero's  name. 
But  in  my  breast  ambition  ne'er  found  place  ; 

Nor  does  the  clash  of  arms  delight  mine  ean  ; 
Be  mine  the  bliss  to  gaze  upon  the  face 

Of  her  I  love,  in  smiles  when  it  appears  ; 
To  taste  the  balmy  kiss,  to  view  her  swimming  eje ', 
Press  her  soft  breast,  and  hear  her  melting  sigh. 

J.  w. 
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SONNET. 


Now  Nature  rests  from  her  luxuriant  birth. 
Again  with  snow  the  dreary  hills  are  crownM ; 
Mute  are  the  groves,  and  Winter  throws  around 

His  cheerless  veil,  and  binds  the  barren  earth  : 

We,  who  so  late,  with  scenes  of  rural  mirth 
Enrap^ur'd,  trod  the  flow'r-besprinkled  ground. 
And  heard  with  carrols  ev'ry  vale  resound. 

How  shall  w^  seek  again  the  lazy  hearth  ? 

Yet  W^inter  has  its  charms  ;  the  solemn  hours 
To  Contemplation's  silent  joys  invite. 
O'er  soaring  poet  or  instructive  sage : 

J^Iost  happy  he,  whose  soul  exalted  tow'rs 
Above  low  cares,  and  tastes  the  pure  delight. 
That  amply  flows  from  Wisdom's  sacred  page. 

1795*  B.  HAMLET. 
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SONNET. 


Sweet  Bird  !  I  blush  to  hear  thy  chiding  lays, 
That  oft  my  dull  ignoble  sloth  accuse ; 
When  Earth's  green  bosom,  bath'd  with  whol^seme 
dews, 

Smiles  to  the  purple  morning's  milder  rays. 

Far  J}etter  task  to  sound  ray  Maker's  praise, 
Or  'mid  fair  dales  and  flow'ry  lawns  to  muse 
Harmonious  song,  than  wrapt  in  sloth,  to  lose 

The  precious  prime  of  S.ummer's  golden  days. 

Lead  me,  sweet  Bird,  to  meads  of  new-blown  flowers. 
To  tangled  woods,  that  breathe  a  rich  perfume 
From  violet  blue,  or  faintly-blushing  rose. 

I  can  requite  thee ;  when  descending  snows 
Strip  the  gay  forests  of  their  leafy  bloom. 
Thou  on  my  hearth  shalt  pass  the  live-long  hours. 

1795,  E.  HAML£T# 
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SONNET. 


m 


Soon  as  the  vemal  gkles  reviving  bring 
The  tender  leaves  and  variegated  flow'rs, 
And  earth  imbibes  the  warm  prolific  show'rs, 

With  lively  notes  the  woods  and  vallies  ring : 

Stng  on,  sweet  warblers,  with  impatient  wing 
Your  pleasures  fly ;  and  soon  the  wint'ry  hours 
Revolving,  strip  once  mote  your  leafy  bow'rs  j 

Those  notes,  perhaps,  will  chear  no  second  spring. 

Yet  though  your  harmless  days  so  swiftly  flow. 
Your  bliss  is  unalloyed  :  kind  Heav'n  denies 
The  painful  prospect  of  impending  woe  ; 

Tis  man's  great  privilege  with  piercing  eyes 
The  threats  of  low'ring  destiny  to  know, 
And  taste  yet  distant  sorrows j  dearly  wise. 

1795.  E.  HAMLEY. 
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SONNET. 


When  shall  I  view  thee^  Rome!  my  bosom  glows 
To  tread  the  fields,  where  erst  the  cheerful  sage, 
Mild  Horace,  sung ;  and,  smit  with  manly  rage. 

Great  Tully  thunder'dfat  his  country's  foes ; 

And  Cassar  sunk  beneath  th'  indignant  blows 
Of  fdUing  Freedom.     O  degenerate  age ! 
Whiere  earth's  proud  rulers  plann'd  the  mighty  page, 

The  sons  of  holy  Indolence  repose. 

Alas  !  how  chang'd  from  her,  who  stretch'd  her  sway 
From  frozen  Thule  to  where  Ganges  rolk 
His  sacred  tide,^  the  realms  of  rising  day : 

Now  Superstition's  iron  chain  controuls 
The  daring  mind,  and  gives  to  vice  a  prey 
And  narrow  priestcraft  those  unconquer'd  souls. 

1795.  £•  HAVLSr. 
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SONNET. 


Ill-bodii^g  bird !  that  every  coming  Spring 
With  thy  unwelcome  notes  dost  wound  mine  ear; 
£)re  yet  the  tender  nightingale  doth  cheer 

The  groves,  and  hope  tomuajng  loyers  hiing  ; 

SaddenM  by  thee,  in  vain  the  green  woods  ring 
With  all  their  music,  and  the  new-born  year 
Puts  forth  her  sweetest  bloom ;  since  doubt,  and  fear, 

And  scorn,  and  hard  requital,  thou  dost  sing. 

Boon  nature's  fairest  gifts  but  faintly  please, 
Whilst  thou,  coarse  bird,  in  thy  ungentle  mood 
Dost  tell  of  luckless  love ;  the  heartfelt  pain 

Of  unavailing  fondness,  reft  of  ease 
And  hopeless ;  cold  uhcherish'd  solitude ; 
Youth  unenjoy'dy  and  wishes  crown'd  ui  vain. 

1795.  ,  E.  HAMJ-SY» 
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SONNET- 


FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PETRARCH. 


Pause,  Cupid,  pause ;  and  on  our  glory  ga2e ! 
Charms  passing  nature;  charms  sublimely  new: 
What  showers  of  sweets  her  melting  form  bedew  ( 
What  Angel-radiance  heaven  on  earth  displays ! 

What  magic  Hand  o'er  her  fair  veil  has  laid 
That  gold,  those  vermeil,  alabastrian  dyes ! 
How  glance  her  fairy  feet,  her  living  eyes,  , 

In  those  deep-bosom'd  hills'  romantic  shade  I 

The  verdant  turf,  and  ev'ry  flow*r  that  blows 
Beneath  yon  oak's  time-honour'd  majesty, 
Her  foot's  sweet  pressure  courts,  or  passing  kiss. 

The  heav'n  around  with  liquid  sapphire  glows ; 
Sees  ev'ry  cloud  the  bright'ning  asther  fly ; 
And  calm'd  by  eyes  so  fair,  breathes  universal  bliss* 

1778. 
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FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PETRARCH. 


Sat,  didst  thou  gild  with  ore  of  earthly  mine 
Those  sister  ringlets  f  or  from  mortal  stems 
Yon  roses  cu-ll  ?  say,  whence  those  glistering  gems 
Of  earliest  dew,  instinct  with  Spirit  divine? 

Whence  those  rich  pearls,  whose  beauteous  orders  rise. 
And  frame  such  speech  as  Seraph  lips  might  grace? 
Whence  all  those  treasured  wonders  of  her  face,  • 
Bright  as  the  genial  noon  of  summer  skies  ? 

Bat  hark !  what  angel  breathes  coelestial  airs  ? 
What  heav^n-tun'd  spheres  in  sounds  harmonious  roll, 
Till  faint  with  rapt'rous  anguish  I  expire  ? 

Say,  borrowed  from  what  Sun  those  shafts  she  bears. 
In  eyes  that  harrass  or  asswage  my  soul, 
Now  chiird  with  hope  forlorn,  now  burning  with 
desiref 
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SONNET, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LAURA. 

FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PETRARCH. 


.  >  )  lit.  //  . 


61ess*d'i^{#i^  nirhile  from'earJih,  l^  hriTtue  crown'dy 

She  sbair^lfti  to' happier  regions,  sw^urmiii^  round, 
<  'With' raptffous'Wwider  gaz*d,  and  .'holy  love. 
but'Sboh  a  mutmttring  sound  of  praise  ^gan  rbe, 

'^•Whence  that  new  star   that  shines  so  heav'nly 
bHgktf 

"  Foi'  notie'  thro*  many  an  age  so  riehly  dight, 
•  ^'  Spurns  the'  few  world  and  vaults  into  the  skies." 
She  happy  to  hav^  kft  this  dark  spjourn, 

'Nbw  rivals  purest  saints  In  realms  of  day, 

And  with  full  many  a  longing  lingering  turn, 
Looks  if  I  follow,  and  appears  to  stay. 

Hence  in  each  thought,  each  wish  forheav'n  I  burn; 

E  en  now  she  calls,  "  Sad  spirit,  come  away." 

1778. 
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SONNET. 

On  Sentiments  expressed  hy  Mr.  Coleridge,  tit  the 
Freface  to  his  ^*  Sonnets^"  adverse  to  the  Petbarcak 
Model. 


Thou,  'who  hast  amply  quaffed  the  Muses'  rill, 

And  bath'd  thy  locks  in  pure  poetic  dews ; 

Canst  thou  disparage  the  Petrarcan  Muse:-^ 
To  her  sweet  voice  deaf,  cold,  fastidious  still  ? 
Examine  if  unprejudicM  the  Will 

Coleridge,  which  can  to  her  high  praise  refuse  ; 

And  of  perverseness  her  fair  laws  accuse, 
Which  through  the  enchanted  ear  the  bosom  fill* 
Her  various,  cadenc'd,  regularity 

He,  who  o'er  Epic  heights  hath  soared  sublime, 
And  magic  Spenser,  lov'd. — ^The  mighty  Dead 
Have  Followers,  haply  to  Posterity 

Not  unendear'd. — O  !  scorn  not  these,  who  led,    . 

In  many  a  graceful  maze,  the  full  harmonious  rhi«:''.e. 

CAKTABR. — 6r£BR;  1804.  C.  LOffT. 
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SONNET, 


MORNING  IN  AUTUMN. 


Hail  !  lovely  pledges  of  a  splendid  day ; 

Ye  mists,  that  swell  the  valley's  waving  corn ; 
And  dews,  that  o'er  the  hills  your  gems  display, 

Rich  in  the  vivid  rays  of  rising  morn. 
While  your  delicious  odours  breathe  around, 

Early  I  plunge  into  the  sparkling  stream ; 
And,  bathing,  listen  to  the  torrent's  sound, 

And  autumn  birds,  that  chauut  the  morning  beam 
The  cock's  shrill  clarion  sounds  the  silent  hours. 

And  wakes  my  sweet  Althea  from  her  bed, 
To  tend  her  linnet,  or  her  opening  flowers, 

Flush'd  w^th  the  charms  by  lavish  Nature  shed  ; 
Yet  far  less  winning  than  the  magic  powers 

Of  her  soft  blushing  smile  of  rosy  red, 

TAVISTOCK.  W.  £VANS« 
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SONNET. 

Supposed  to  be  written  by  Queen  Mart  qf  Scotland^ 
on  her  quitting  France,  just  before  she  lost  Sight  qf  the 
Coast, 

BY  THE  LATE  MISS  CATHERINE  LIVINGSTON. 


Adieu  !  delightful  land,  a  long  adieu  ! 

For  ever  must  I  quit  thy  much-lov'd  shore. 
Where  wing'd  with  pleasure  ev'ry  moment  flew. 

And  joys  were  mine  that  can  return  no  more. 
Each  soft'ning  art;  each  elegant  delight, 

But  forms  the  mind  to  keener  sense  of  woe ;  ~ 
And  the  dear  ties  that  feeling  souls  unitey 

Are  causes  still  from  which  our  sorrows  flo<r. 
Oft  has  fair  Science  charm'd  my  pensive  hour 

With  all  that  taste  or  learning  could  impart : 
I  wished  no  diadem,  no  regal  pow'r, 

But  a  soft  empire  o'er  the  willing  heart. 
Tis  past !  the  dear  delusive  dream  is  o'er, 
And  Mary  wakes  to  happiness  no  more. 

1797. 
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SONNET. 

By  tkt  Samtf  during  her  Confinement  tn  England. 

SY    THE    SAME. 


Ah  cease,  thou  plaintive  harmonist  of  night  ! 

Tho'  sweetly  sad  thy  melting  numbers  flow, 
Wing  thpu  to  happier  seats  thy  distant  flight. 

And  soothe  with  thy  soft  notes  some  milder  woe. 
Or  pour  thy  music  on  the  perfumM  air 

As  round  the  woodbin'd  cot  it  gently  sighs; 
Charm  with  thy  sopg  the  lovelorn  Shepherd's  care, 

When  Sleep  its  kind  Lethean  balm  denies. 
From  these  rude  battlements  let  ravens  scream. 

And  querulous  owls  disturb  the  peaceful  night; 
Wake  the  pale  captive  from  some  mournful  dreamy 

To  scenes  of  real  woe  and  wild  afiright. 
For  me  no  ray  of  comfort  cheers  the  gloom. 
Nor  hope  I  rest  but  in  the  silent  tomb ! 


4H 


SONNET. 

By  Geo  ROB  Douglas,  the  young  Man  who  cssUUi 
Mai^y  m  her  Escape  frofn  the  Castle  Lpchleoen, 

BY   THE   &AMS. 


From  her  fair  cheek  the  vivid  rose  is  flown. 

No  raptures  sparkle  in  her  beauteous  eyes ; 
Forc'd  by  rebellion  from  her  native  throne, 

In  sad  captivity,  forlorn  she  sighs  ! 
But  the  pale  lily's  swe^t  and  pensive  grace, 

And  those  mild  eyes  iii  tears  upraised  to  Heaven, 
With  all  the  wonders  of  her  angeKface, 

That  to  my  wild  impassioned  gaze  are  giv'n. 
They  could  not  thus,  in  regal  splendour  drest, 

.  Flu^'d  by  the  warmest  tint  that  paints  the  rose ; 
They  could  not  thus  have  fir'd  my  tortured  breast, 

And  giv'n  my  catreless  youth  to  hopeless  woes. 
But  oh  !  her  plaintive  accents  pierc'd  my  ear : 
I  caught  her  balmy  sigb,  I  felt  her  burning  tear  1 
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SONNET. 

JE^  QuiKN  Maky^  preowus  to  her  Esca^  frtmi 

iDchicvai* 

BT  THE   SAME. 


Thou  soft  enchantress !  whose  benignant  smile 

Can  6ase  the  anxious  heart  of  faded  care. 
Cheer  the  rough  path  thro'  which  we  are  doom'd  to  toil^ 

And  chace  the  fearful  phantoms  of  Despair, 
Com'st  thou  to  me  led  by  the  laughing  Spring  ? 

Welcome  once  more  to  this  deserted  breast  I 
Ah  !  what  soft  soothing  visions  dost  thou  bring 

Of  future  hours,  by  peace  and  freedom  blest  t 
How  thrill  thy  accents  to  my  fluttering  heart. 

And  bid  me  look  to  scenes  with  transport  bright! 
Again  for  me  shall  Spring  her  charms  impart ; 

Again  shall  Nature's  harmony  delight ! 
Scotland  again  my  regal  sway  shall  own. 
And  Love  and  Loyalty  support  my  throne. 
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SONNET. 

fijf  the  Same  J  after  herArrwd  in  EnglaiuL 

BY   THE   SAME. 


How  swiftly  pass'd  the  downy-pinion'd  hours 

That  led  in  flowery  bands  the  smiling  Spring ! 
How  soft  the  fragrance  of  her  pearly  show'rs  ! 

With  what  sweet  melodies  did  Nature  ring! 
Sweet  Spring !  thy  ^ay  variety  of  blooms 

Again  in  all  their  vivid  beauty  glow ; 
Thy  balmy  breath  the  sighing  breeze  perfumes. 

And  from  the  woodland  strains  of  rapture  flow. 
Where  are  ye  fled,  fair  Liberty  and  Peace  ? 

Without  you  these  gay  scenes  no  more  can  charm ; 
They  cannot  bid  the  tear  of  Anguish  cease^ 

Or  the  cold  heart  of  hopeless  Sorrow  warm. 
Now  all  is  wild  alarm,  or  chilling  fear, 
And  one  sad  gloom  involves  the  sick'ning  year. 
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SONNET. 

By  a  Gentleman*  who  accompamedQ,v%iLV  Mauy  frm 
France^  and  was  executed  m  Scotland^  after  being  twice 
found  concealed  in  her  Apartment^. 

BY   THE    SAME. 


Had  she  been  bom  some  lowly  shepherd's  heir, 

To  courts  and  all  tjbeir  flatt'ring  arts  unknown ; 
Lbve  of  her  fleecy  charge  her  dearest  care^ 

The  flow'r-enameird  bank  her  simple  throne. 
Then  had  I  shar'd  with  her  the  rural  cot^ 

Gaz'd  with  increasing  rapture  on  )^er  charms ; 
Kor  €);iy/d  kings  the  splendor  of  their  lot. 

Or  dreamt  of  bliss  beyond  her  circling  arms : 
Tbo*  glittering  diadems  her  brows  adorn. 

Held  she  o'er  earth  the  universal  sway, 
From  tl^e  bright  chambers  of  the  rising  mom 

To  the  last  confines  of  declining  day ; 
Still  my  fond  soul  would  to  her  love  aspire. 
Fan  the  fierce  ^ame,  and  in  the  blaze  expire ! 

♦  Bt  Cbatdar, 


SONNET. 

From  Queen  Mary  to  Darnlst. 

BY   THE  SAME. 


Ah  1  what  avails  it  that,  with  liberal  grace. 
Nature  has  formed  thee,  beyond  painting,  fair! 
Giv'n  thee  to  Charm  with  dignity  of  air, 

And  ilush'd  with  Love's  own  roseate  hue  thy  face ! 

Where  is  the  native  dignity  of  soul. 
The  mental  beauty  of  ingenuous  youth, 
Enchanting' tenderness,,  undaunted  truth. 

That  all  thy  wayward  passions  should  controul  f 

Warms  thy  cold  heart  at  Glorjr's  thrilling  call? 
Ah  no-^low  minded  Jealousy  and  Fear, 
Within  thy  breast  their  freezing  standard  rear, 

And  with  their  haggard  looks  thy  soul  appal. 
Nor  gen'ro'us  confidence  thy  heart  can  know. 
Nor  Love's  pure  fiame,  nor  Honour's  ardent  jglow  1 
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tL 


THE  VILLAGE*, 

IT   THE   HEt.   OEdROE  CRABBti^^ 
BOOK   I. 


llMMlritoMM 


The  village  life,  and  every  care  that  reigt» 
O'er  youthfuF  peasants  and  declining  swains; 
Wliat  labour  yields,  and  whaty  that  kbour  past, 
Age,'  in  its  hour  of  languor,  finds  at  last ; 
What  forms  the  realpicture of  the  poor. 
Demands  a  song. — ^Tne  Muse  cart  give  no  more. 

Fled  arie  those  times,  if  e'er  such  times  were  seen^ 
When  rustic  poets  prais'd  their  native  green; 
No  shepherds  now  in  smooth  alternate  verse,    , 
Their  country's  beauty  or  their  nymphs'  rehearse^ 
Yet  still  for  these  we  frame  the  tepder  strain. 
Still  in  our  lays  fond  Corydons  complain. 
And  shepherds'  boys  their  amorous  pains  reveal. 
The  only  pains,  alas  I  they  never  feel. 

On  Mincio's  banks,  in  Caesar's  bounteous  reigo,  .  , 
If  TiTYRUS  found  the  golden  age  again. 
Must  sleepy  bards  the  Shattering  dream  prolong. 
Mechanic  echoes  of  the  Mantuan  song  ? 

«  First  publbhed  in  17831 
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l*rom  truth  and  nature  shall  we  widely  stray, 
Where  Virgil,  not  where  Fancy  leads  the  way  ? 

Yes,  thus  the  Muses  sing  of  happy  swains, 
Because  the  Muses  never  kneW  their  pains:  ' 
They  bdast  their  piiasahts'  pipes,  but  peasants  now 
Resign  th^ir  pipes  and  plod  behind  the  plough ; 
And  few  amid  the  rural  tribe  have  time 
To  number  syllables  dndplay  with  rhyme; 
Save  honest  Duck,  what  son  of  verse  could  share 
The  poet's  rapture  and  the  peasant's  care  ? 
Or  the  great  kbours  of  the  field  degrade, 
With  the  new  peril  of  a  poorer  trade. 

From  one  chief  cause  these  idle  praises  springs 
Tiiat,  themes  so  ehsy,  few  forbear  to  sing ; 
They  ask  ho  though t^  require  no  deep  design^ 
But  swell  the  song  and  liquefy  the  line ; 
The  gentle  lover'takes  the  rural  strain, 
A  nymph  his  mistress,  and  himself  a  swain ; 
With  no  sad  scenes  he  clouds  his  tuneful  prayer, 
But  all,  to  look  like  her,  is  painted  fair. 

I  grant,  indeed,  that  fields  and  flocks  have  charms. 
For  him  that  gazes,  or  for  him  that  farms ; 
But  when  amid  such  pleasing  scenes  I  trace 
Th«  poor  laborious  natives  of  the  place. 
And  see  the  mid-day  sun,  with  fervid  ray. 
On  their  bare  heads  and  dewy  temples  play, 
While  some,  with  feebler  hands  and  fainter  hearts^ 
Deplore  their  fortune,  yet  sustain  their  parts, 
Thtti  shall  I  dare  these  real  ills  to  hide, 
In  tinsel  trappings  of  poetic  pride  ? 

No,  cast  by  Fortune  on  a  frowning  coast, 
Which  can  no  groyes  nor  happy  vallies  boast, 

VOL,  V.  Be 
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Where  other  Cares  than  those  the  Muse  rclafe^^ 
And  other  shepherds  d\veU  with  other  mates  ; 
By  such  examples  taught,  I  paint  the  cot. 
As  truth  will  paint  it»  and  as  bards  will  not: 
Noi;  you,  ye  poor,  of  lettered  scorn  complain. 
To  you  the  smoothest  song  is  smooth  in  vaio ; 
O'ercome  by  labour,  and  bow'd  down  by  time. 
Feel  you  the  barren  flattery  of  a  rhyme? 
Can  poets  soothe  you,  when  you  pine  for  bread. 
By  winding  myrtles  round  your  ruin*d  shed  f 
Can  their  light  talcs  your  weighty  griefs  o'erpower^ 
Or  glad  with  airy  mirth  the  toilsome  hour? 

Lo !  where  the  heath,  with  withcrtng  brs^e  grown o'cpf 
Lends  the  light  turf  that  warms  the  neighbouring  poor^ 
From  thence  a  length  of  burning  sand  appears. 
Where  the  thin  harvest  waves  its  wither'd  ears  y 
Rank  weeds,  that  every  art  and  care  defy, 
Reign  o'er  the  land,  and  Tob  the  blightecf  rye : 
There  thistles  stretch  their  prickly  arms  afar, 
And  to  the  ragged  iniant  threaten  war  '^ 
There  poppies  nodding,^  mock  the  hope  of  toil,. 
There  the  blue  bugloss  paints  the  sterile  soil ; 
Hardy  and  high,  above  the  slender  sheaf,^ 
The  slimy  mallow  waves  her  silky  leaf  ;^ 
O'er  the  young  shoot  the  charlock  throws  a  shade^  ] 
And  the  wild  tape  clings  round  the  sickly  blade; 
With  mingled  tints  the  rocky  coasts  abound, 
And  a  sad  splendor  vainly  shines  around ! 

So  looks  the  nymph  whom  wretched  arts  adorn,* 
Betrayed  by  man,  then  left  for  man  to  scorn  y 
Whose  cheek  in  vain  assumes  the  mimic  rose,  ' 
While  her  sad  eyes  the  troubled  breast  disclose  ^ 
Whose  outward  splendor  b  but  Foll3r's  diess^ 
Exposing  most,  when  most  it  gilds  distress.. 
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Here  joyless  foam  a  wild  amphibious  race^ 
With  sullen  woe  display'd  in  every  lace ; 
Who,  far  from  civil  arts  and  social  fly, 
And  scowl  at  strangers  with  suspicious  eye. 

Here,  too^  the  lawless  vagrant  of  the  main 
Draws  from  hit  plough  th'  intoxicated  swain  -^ 
Want  only  claimM  the  labour  of  the  day^ 
But  vice  now  steals  his  nightly  rest  away  ? 

Where  are  the  swains,  who,  daily  labour  done, 
With  rural  games  pla/d  down  the  setting  sun ; 
Who  struck  with  matchless  force  the  bounding  biall| 
Or  made  the  ponderous  quoit  obliquely  fall; 
While  some  huge  Ajax,  terrible  and  strong, 
Engag'd  some  artful  stripling  of  the  throngs 
And  foil'd  bcneatli  the  young  Ulysses  fell ; 
When  peals  of  praise  the  merry  mischief  tell  ? 
Where  now  are  these  ?  Beneath  yon  cliff  they  stand. 
To  shew  the  freighted  pinnace  where  to  land ; 
To  load  the  ready  steed  with  guilty  haste, 
To  fly  in  terror  o'«r  the  pathless  waste. 
Or  when  detected  in  their  straggling  coulee, 
Td  foil  their  foes  by  cunning  or  by  force ; 
Or  yielding  part  (when  equal  knaves  contest) 
To  gain  a  lawless  passport  for  the  rest. 

Here  wandering  long  amid  these  frowning  fields, 
I  sought  the  simple  life  thkt  Nature  yields ; 
Ilapine,  and  Wrong,  and  Fear  usurpM  her  place. 
And  a  bold,  artful,  surly,  savage  race  ; 
Who,  only  skill'd  to  take  the  finny  tribe, 
The  yearly  dinner,  or  septennial  bribe, 
Wait  on.  the  shore,  and  as  the  viraves  run  high,  * 
On  the  tost  vessel  bend  their  eager  eye; 
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Which  to  thrif  coasfdirccts  its  venturous  tfray^ 
Their's  or  the  ocean's  miserable  prey. 

As  on  their  neighbouring  beach  yon  swallows  stan^ 
And  wait  for  favouring  winds  to  leave  the  land, 
While  still  for  flight  the  ready  wing  is  spread. 
So  waited  I  the  iavouring  hour  and  fled ; 
Fled  from  these  shores,  where  guilt  and  femine  reigUy 
And  cry'dy  Ah  !  hapless  they  who  still  remain ; 
Who  still  remain  to  hear  the  ocean  roar. 
Whose  gieedy  waves  devour  the  lessening  shore ; 
Till  some  fierce  tide,  with  more  imperious  Sway, 
Sweeps  the  low  hut  and  all  it  holds  away ; 
When  the  sad  tenant  weepsv  from  door  to  door. 
And  begs  a  poor  protection  from  the  poon 

But  these  are  scenes  where  Nature's  niggard  hand 
Gave  a  spare  portion  to  the  famish 'd  land  ; 
Her's  is  the  fault  if  here  mankind  complain 
Of  fruitless  toil  and  labours  spent  in  vain ; 
But  yet  in  other  scenes  more  fair  in  view, 
Where  Plenty  smiles — alas !  she  smiles  for  few. 
And  those  who  taste  not,  yet  behold  her  store,         1 
Are  as  the  slaves  that  dig  the  golden  ore,  v 

The  wealth  around  them  makes  them  doubly  poor :  J 
Or  will  you  deem  them  amply  paid  in  health, 
Labour's  fair  child,  that  languishes  with  Wealths 
Go  then  !  and  sec  them  rising  with  the  sun. 
Through  a  long  course  of  daily  toil  to  run  ; 
Like  him  to  make  the  plenteous  harvest  grow. 
And  yet  not  share  the  plenty  tliey  bestow; 
See  them  beneath  the  dog-star's  raging  heat. 
When  the  knees  tremble  and  the  temples  beat; 
Behold  them  leaning  on  their  scythes,  look  o'er 
The  labour  past,  and  toils  to  come  explore  ; 
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Sec  them  alteniate  suns  and  showers  engage. 
And  hoard  np  aches  and  anguish  for  their  age ; 
Thro'  fens  and  and  marshy  moors  their  steps  pursue. 
When  their  warm  pores  imhibe  the  evening  dew ; 
Then  own  that  labour  may  as  fatal  be 
To  these  Jthy  slaves,  as  luxury  to  thee« 

Amid  this  tribe  too  oft  a  manly  pride 
^Strives  in  strong  toil  the  fainting  heart  to  hide; 
There  may  you  see  the  youth  of  slender  frame 
(Contend  with  weakness,  weariness,  and  shame  ; 
Yet  urg'd  along,  and  proudly  loth  to  yield, 
He  strives  to  join  his  fellows  of  the  field ; 
Till  long  contending  nature  droops  at  last. 
Declining  health  rejects  his  poor  repast, 
His  cheerless  spouse  the  comiug  danger  sees. 
And  mutual  murmurs  urge  tlie  slow  disease* 

Yet  grant  them  health,  'tis  not  for  us  to  tell, 
Though  the  head  droops  not,  that  the  heart  is  well ; 
Or  will  you  urge  their  homely,  plenteous  fare, 
Healthy  and  plain,  and  still  the  poor  man's  share  } 
Oh  !  .trifle  not  with  wants  you  cannot  feci,  Jjf^ 

Nor  mocJk  the  misery  of  a  stinted  meal ;  "*" 

Homely  not  wholesome,  plain  not  plenteous,  such 
As  you  who  envy  would  disdain  to  touch. 

Ye  gendc  spuls  who  dream  of  rural  ease. 
Whom  the  smooth  stream  and  smoother  sonnet  please; 
Go  !  if  the  peaceful  cot  your  praises  share. 
Go,  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there  : 
If  peace  be  his — that  drooping  weary  sire. 
Or  their's,  that  offspring  round  their  feeble  fire. 
Or  her's,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembling  hand 
Turns  Qfx  the  wretched  hearth  the  expiring  brau4# 
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Nor  yet  can  time  itself  pbtain  for  these 
Life's  latest  comforts,  due  respect  and  ease  \ 
For  yonder  see  that  hoary  swain,  \irhose  age 
Can  with  no  cares  except  its  own  engage ; 
Who,  propt  on  that  rude  staff,  looks  up  to  scd 
The  bare  arms  broken  from  the  withering-  tree, 
On  which  a  boy  he  clinib'd  the  loftiest  bough  > 
Then  his  first  joy,  but  his  sad  emblem  now« 

He  once  was  chief  in  all  the  rustic  trade, 
His  steady  hand  the  straitest  fi|rrow  made ; 
Full  many  a  prize  he  won,  atid  still  is  proud 
To  find  the  triumphs  of  his  youth  allow'd  ; 
A  transient  pleasure  sparkles  in  his  eyes, 
He  hears  and  smiles,  then  thinks  again,  and  alighs : 
For  now  he  journeys  to  his  grave  in  pain; 
The  rich  disdain  him  ;  nay  the  poor  disdain ; 
Alternate  masters  now  their  slave  command. 
And  urge  the  efforts  of  his  feeble  hapct; 
"Who,  when  its  age  attempts  its  task  in. vain. 
With  ruthless  tsiunts  of  lazy  poor  complain. 

* 

^rOJt  may  you  see  him  when  he  tends  the  sheef^^ 
His  winter  charge,  beneath  the  hillock  weep ; 
Oft  hear  him  murmur  to  the  winds  t(iat  blow 
0*cr  his  white  locks,  and  bury  thera  in  snow. 
When  rous'd  by  rage  and  muttering  jn  the  morn, 
He  mends  the  broken  hedge  with  icy  thorn* 

"  Why  do  I  live,  when  I  desire  to  bp 
At  once  from  life  and  life's  long  labours  free ! 
Like  leaves  in  spring,  the  young  are  blown  away^ 
**  Without  the  sorrows  of  a  slow  decay ; 
I,  like  yon  withered  leaf,  remain  behind, 
Nipt  by  the  frost,  and  shivering  in  the  wind; 
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^  There  it  abides  till  younger  buds  coipc  on, 
=**  As  I9  now  all  my  fellow  swains  are  ^onc  j 
"  Then,  from  the  rising  generation  thrvist, 
**  It lallVff  like  me>  unnoticed  to  the  dust! 

^^  Th^te  fruitful  fields,  these  numerous  flocks  I  Im^, 
^'  Are  others'  gains,  but  killing  cai^  to  me ; 
**  To  me  the  children  of  my  youth  are  lords, 
**  Slow  ip  their  gifts  but  hasty  io  their  words ; 
**  Wants  of  their  own  demand  their  care,  and  who  * 
**  Feels  his  own  wants  and  succours  others  too  ?  ' 
"  A  lonely,  wretched  man,  in  pain  I  go, 
'^*  None  need  my  help  and  none  relieve  my  woe ; 
**  Then  let  my  bones  beneath  the  turf  be  laid, 
'*  And  men  forget  the  \yretch  they  woOld  riot  aid.*^  , 

Thus  groan  the  old,  till  by  disease  opprest, 
They  taste  a  final  woe,  and  then  they  rest. 
Their's  is  yon  house  that  holds  the  parish  poor, 
Whose  walls  of  mud  scarce  bear  the  broken  -door; 
There,  where  the  putrid  vapours  flagging,  play, 
And  the  dull  wheel  hums  doleful  through  the  day^ 
There  children  dwell  who  know  no  parent's  care, 
Parents^  who  know  no  children's  love,  dwell  there; 
Heart-broken  matron's  on  their  joyless  bed, 
jPorsaken  wives  and  mothers  never  wed  ; 
Dejected  widows,  with  unheeded  tears. 
And  crippled  age  with  more  than  childhood-fears ;  , 
The  lame,  the  blind,  and,  far  the  happiest  they! 
The  mQping  idjot  and  the  madmai>  gay. 

Here,  too,  the  sick  their  final  doom  receive. 
Here  bropght  an>id  the  scenes  of  grief,  to  grieve ; 
Where  the  loud  groans  fron>  sonie  sad  chamber  flow, 
]4.iKt  with  the  clanaours  of  the  croud  below, 
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Here  sofrowiog,  thcv  each  kindred  sorrow  scaii| 

And  the  cold  eharities  of  man  to  man  : 

Whose  laws  indeed  for  ruin'd  age  provide. 

And  strong  compulsion  plucks  the  scrap  from  pride ; 

But  still  that  scrap  is  bought  by  many  a  sigh. 

And  pride  embitters  what  it  ci9.n't  deny. 

Say  ye»  oppfest  by  some  fanatic  woeSj 
Some  jarfing  nerye  tl^at  bafiQes  your  repose  ; 
Whq  press  the  downy  couch,  while  slaves  advance 
"With  timid  eye,  to  read  the  distant  glance  ; 
Who  with  sad  prayers  the  weary  doctor  ^ease 
To  name  the  nameless  ever-new  disease ; 
Wh9  with  mock  patience  dire  complaints  cndurei 
Which  real  pain,  and  that  alone  can  cure; 
How  would  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie, 
Despis'd,  neglected,  left  alone  to  die  ? 
How  would  ye  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath. 
Where  all  that's  wretched  payes  the  way  for  death  f 

.  jSujcfa  i$  th^t  ropni  which  one  rude  beaijii  divides, 
And  naked  rafters  form  the  sloping  sides ; 
Where  ^he  vile  bands  that  bind  the  thatch  are  seen, 
And  lath  and  inud  is  all  that  |ies  between ; 
Save  one  dull  pane,  that,  coarsely  patch'd,  gives  way 
To  the  rude  tempest,  y^t  excludes  the  day : 
Here,  on  a  matted  flock,  with  dust  o'erspread, 
.  The  dpoping  wretch  reclipes  his  languid  head ; 
For  him  no  hand  t^e  cordial  cup  applies, 
Nor  wipes  the  tear  that  stagnates  in  his  eyes; 
No  friends  with  soft  discourse  his  pain  beguile, 
Npr  promise  hope  till  sickness  wean»  a  smile* 

s 

But  sQon  a  lo^d  ^nd  hasty  ^un^i)Qons  palls, 
Shakes  the  thin  roof,  and  echoes  round  the  walls} 
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Anon,  a  figure  enters,  quaintly  neat, 
All  pride  and  business,  bustle  and  conceit ; 
With  looks  unaltei'M  by  these  scenes  of  woe. 
With  »peed  that  entering,  speitks  his  haste  to  go } 
He  bids  the  gazing  throng  aroutid  him  fiy. 
And. carries  fate  and  physic  in  his  eye; 
A  potent  quack,  long  vcrs'd  in  human  ills. 
Who  first  insults  the  victim  whom  he  kills; 
Whose  murderous  hand  a  drowsy  bench  protect^ 
And  whose  most  tender  mercy  is  neglect. 

P^id  by  the  parish  for  attendance  here, 
He  ^cars  contempt  upon  his  sapient  sneer ; 
In  haste  he  seeks  the  bed  where  misery  lies. 
Impatience  marked  in  his  averted  eyes ; 
And  some  habitual  queries  hurried  o'er. 
Without  reply,  he'rMshes  on  the  door; 
His  drooping  patient,  long  inur'd  to  pain. 
And  long  unheeded,  knows  remonstrance  vaiaj 
He  ceases  now  the  feeble  help  to  fcrave 
Of  man,  and  mutely  hastens  to  the  grave. 

But  ere  his  death  some  pious  doubts  arise. 
Some  simple  fears  which  ^^  bold  bad'' meu  despise; 
Fain  would  he  ask  the  parish  priest  to  prove 
His  title  certain  to  the  joys  above ; 
For  this  he  sends  the  murmuring  nurse,  who  calb. ' 
The  holy  stranger  to  these  dismal  walls; 
And  doth  not  he,  the  pious  man,  appear. 
He,  "  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year?" 
Ah  !  no,  a  shepherd  of  a  different  stock. 
And  far  unlike  him,  feeds  this  little  flock; 
A  jovial  youth,  who  thinks  his  Sunday's  task 
f^  n^uch  as  God  or  man  can  fairly  ask; 
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Tbt  rest  he  ^ves  to  loves  and  laboiir^ligm* 
To  fields  the  morning  and  to  feasts  the  night  ( 
None  better  skill'd,  the  noisy  pack  to  guide. 
To  urge  their  chase,  to.pheer  them  or  to  chiide; 
Sure  in  his  shot,  his  game  he  seldom  mi^ 
And  seldom  fail'd  to  win  his  game  at  whist ; 
Then,  while  such  honours  bloom  around  his  h^ead, 
{Shall  he  sit  sadly  by  the  sick  man's  bed 
To  raise  the  hope  be  fe^  not,  or  with  zeal 
To  coipbat  fears  that  ev^n  the  pious  feeU 

Now  once  again  the  gloomy  scene  explore,    1 
liess  gloomy  now  f  the  bitter  hour  is  o'er,  > 

The  man  of  many  sorrows  sighs  no  more.  j 

Up  yonder  hill,  behold  how  sadly  slow 
The  bier  moves  winding  from  the  vale  below; 
There  lie  the  happy  dead,  from  trouble  free. 
And  the  glad  parish  pays  the  frugal  fee: 
No  more,  oh  Death  !  thy  victim  starts  to  hear 
Churchwarden  Stern,  or  Kingly  overseer ; 
No  more  the  farmer  gets  his  hu^nble  hem, 
lliou  ^rt  his  lord,  the  best  of  tyrants  thou ! 

Now  to  the  church  behold  the  mourners  come* 
{^dately  torpid  and  devoutly  dumb  ; 
The  village  children  now  their  games  suspend. 
To  see  the  bier  that  bear^  their  ancient  friend;    . 
For  he  was  one  in  all  their  idle  sport. 
And  like  a  monarch  rulM  their  little  court ; 
Thjs  pliant  bow  he  form'd,  the  Hying  ball, 
Thie  bat,  the  wicket,  were  his  labours  all ; 
Him  now  they  follow  to  hii  grave,  and  stamf 
Silent  and  sad,  and  gazing,  hand  in  hand ; 
While  bending  low,  their  eager  eyes  explore 
The  mingled  relicks  of  the  parish  poor : 
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The  bell  tolls  Iftte,  the  moping  owl  flies  roun^i 

?ear  marks  the  flight  and  magnifies  the  sound  ^ 
he  bnsy  priest,  dotain'd  by  weightier  care, 
Defers  his  duty  till  the  day  of  prayer; 
And  waiting  long,  the  crowd  retire  distrest. 
To  think  a  poor  man's  bones  should  fie  ptiblest. 

BOOK  n. 

NO  lon^r  truths  though  sboivn  in  yprse,  disdai*^ 
But  own  the  villa^  life  a  life  of  pain : 
I  too  must  yield,  that  oft  ^mid  these  lyoes 
Are  gleams  of  transient  mirth  a^d  hours  of  swcj^t 

repose. 
Such  as  you  fii>d  on  yopder  sportive  Green, 
The  Squire's  tall  gate  and  churchway-walk  between  j 
Where  loitering  stray  a  little  tribe  of  friends^ 
On  a  fair  Sunday  when  the  sern^on  ends : 
Then  rural  beaux  their  best  attire  put  ott, 
To  win  their  nymphs,  as  other  nymph;  are  won  1 
While  those  long  wed  go  plain,  and  by  degrees, ' 
^ke  other  husbands,  quit  their  care  to  please. 
Some  of  the  sermon  talk,  a  sobe^  crowd. 
And  loudly  praise,  if  it  were  preach'd  aloud  ; 
Some  on  the  labours  of  the  week  look  round,    ' 
Feel  their  own  worth,  audi  think  their  toil  renownfd ; 
While  some,  whose  hopes  to  no  renown  extend^ 
Are  only  pleased  to  And  their  labours  eiid« 

Thus,  as  their  hours  glide  on  with  pleasure  fraught^ 
Their  careful  masters  brood  the  painful  thc^ght } 
Much  in  their  mind  they  murmur  and  lament, 
That  one  fair  day  should  be  so  idly  spent; 
And  think  that  Heaven  deals  hard,  to  tythe  their  stox^i 
Aud  ^ax  their  time  for  preachers  and  the  poor. 
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Tct  still,  ye  liumbler  friends,  eajoy,  your  kottr, 
This  is  your  portion,  yet  unclaimM  of  power; 
This  is  Heaven's  gift  to  weary  men  opprest, . 
Atid  seems  the  type  of  their  expect^  rest ; 
But  your's,  alas  1  are  joys  that  soon  decay ; 
Frail  joyt,  began  and  ended  with  the  day  ; 
Or  yet,  while  day  pcnnits  those  joys  to  reign, 
The  village  vices  drives  them  from  the  plain. 

See  the  stout  churl,  in  drunken  fury  great. 
Strike  the  ba^e  bosom  of  his  teeming  mate  ! 
His  naked  vices,  rude  and  unrefin'd. 
Exert  their  open  empire  o'er  the  mind  ; 
fiut  can  we  less  the  senseless  rage  despise. 
Because  the^savagc  acts  without  disguise  f 

« 

.  Vet  here  Disguise,  the  Cit/s  vice  is  seen. 
And  Slander  steals  along  and  taints  the  Green : 
At  her  approach  domestip  peace  is  gone. 
Domestic  broils  at  her  approach  come  on ; 
She  to  the  wife  the  husband's  crime  conveys. 
She  tells  the  husband  when  hJ3  consort  strays ; 
Her  bu$y  tongue,  througb  all  the  little  state, 
JOiffuses  doubt,  suspicion,  and  debate ; 
Peace,  timorous  goddess !  quits  her  old  domain. 
In  sentiment  and  song  content  to  reign^ 

Nor  arc  the  nymphs  that  breathe  the  rural  aic, 
So  fair  as  Cynthia's,  nor  so  chaste  as  fair ; 
These  to  the  town  afford  each  fresher  face. 
And  the  Clown's  trull  receives  the  Lord'^s  embrace^ 
From  whom^  should  chance  again  convey  her  down, 
The  Peer^s  disease  in  turn  attacks  the  Clown^ 

Hear  too  the  'Squire,  or  squire*like  farmer,  talk, 
How  round  their  regions  nightly  pilferess  walk  j 
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How  from  their  ponds  the  fish  arc  borne,  and  all 
The  ripening  treasures  from  their  lofty  wall ; 
How  tneir  maids  languish,  while  their  men  ran:  loosc^. 
And  leave  them  scarce  a  damsel  to  seduce« 

And  hark !  the  riots  of  the  Green  begin^ 
That  sprang  at  first  from  yonder  noisy  inn ;    '    • 
What  time  the  weekly  pay  was  vanished  all»  v 

And  the  slow  hostess  scor'd  the  threatening  wall  i 
What  time  they  ask'd,  their  friendly  feast  to  close^  ' 
One  cup,  and  that  just  serves  to  make  them  foes; 
When  blows  ensue,  that  break  the  arm  of  Toil^ 
And  batter'd  faces  end  the  boobies'  broil : 
Save  when  to  yonder  hall  they  bend  their  way. 
Where  the  grave  Justice  ends  the  grievous  fray ; 
He  who  recites,  to  keep  the  poor  in  awe, 
The  law's  vast  volume — ^for  he  knoAvs  the  law.— « 
To  him  with  anger  or  with  shame  repair, 
The  injured  peasant  and  deluded  fair» 

Lo!  at  his  throne  the  silent  nymph  appears. 
Frail  by  her  shape,  but  modest  by  her  tears ; 
And  while  she  stands  abash'd  with  conscious  eye. 
Some  favourite  female  of  her  judge  glides  by, 
Who  views  with  scornful  glance  the  strumpet's  fiativ 
And  thanks  the  stars  that  made  her  keeper  great : 
Near  her  the  swain,  about  to  bear  for  li(e 
One  certain  evil,  doubts  'twixt  war  and  wife  ; 
But,  while  the  faltering  damsel  takes  her  oath. 
Consents  to  wed,  and  so  secures  thcan  both. 

Yet  why,  you  ask,  these  humble  crimes  relate? 
\\hy  make  the  poor  as  guilty  as  the  great  ? 

To  show  the  great,  those  mightier  sons  of  Pride,    ; 
How  near  in  vice  the  lowest  are  allied ;  ' 


^lich  are  thpr  natures,  and  tbeir  passions  6ueb| 
But  these  disguise  too  little,  those  too  much : 
So  iball  the  man  of  power  and  pleasure  see 
In  his  own  slave  as  vile  a  wretch  as  he  ; 
In  his  luxurious  lord  the  servant  find 
His  own  low  pleasures  and  degenerate  mihd ; 
And  tech  in  all  the  kindred  vices  trace 
Of  a  weak,  blind,  bewildered,  erring  race ; 
IVho,  a  short  time  in  varied  fortune  past^ 
Die,  and  are  equal  in  the  dust  at  last. 

Ani  yo\i\  ye  poor,  who  still  lament  your  fate^ 
ForbeaV  to  envy  those  you  reckon  great ; 
And  know,  amidst  those  blessings  they  possess^ 
They  are^  like  you,  the  victims  of  distress : 
While  Sloth,  with  many  a  pang  torments  her  slavi?^ 
Fear  waits  on  guilt,  and  Danger  on  the  brave* 

Oh !  if  in  life  one  noble  chief  appears^ 
Great  in  his  name,  while  blooming  in  his  years; 
Born  to  enjoy  whate'er  delights  mankind, 
And  yet  to  all  you  feel  or  fear  resigned ; 
Who  gave  up  pleasures  you  could  never  share. 
For  pain  which  you  are  seldom  doom'd  to  bear ; 
If  such  there  be,  then  let  your  murmurs  cease, 
Think,  think  of  him^  and  take  your  lot  in  peace. 

And  such  there  was  : — ^Oh !  grief,  that  checks  oUr 
pride. 
Weeping  we  say  there  was,  for  Maitkers  died  : — 
Belov'd  of  Heaven !  these  humble  lines  forgiTe, 
That  sing  of  thee,  and  thus  aspire  to  live. 

As  the  tall  oak,  whose  vigorous  branches  ibTta 
An  ample  shade  and  brave  the  wildest  stormi 
Hi^h  o  er  the  subject  wood  is  seen  to  grow 
The  guard  and  glory. of  the  trees  below ; 


^il  on  its  head  the  fiery  bolt  descends, 

And  o'er  the  plain  the  shattered  trunk  extends  i 

Yet  then  it  lies,  all  wond^rous  as  before, 

And  still  the  glory,  though  the  guard  no  more—' 

So  Thou,  when  every  virtue,  every  grace, 

Rose  in  thy  soul,  or  shone  within  thy  face  ; 

When,  though  the  son  of  GRAi7BY,'^thou  wertknowtt^ 

Less  by  thy  father's  glory  than  thy  oxtn ; 

When  Honour  lov'd,  and  gave  thee  every  chaxtty 

Fire  to  thy  eye  and  vigour  io  thy  arm ;  .',  ,•  ^ 

Then  from  our  lofty  hopes  and  longing  eyes. 

Fate  and  thy  virtues  call'd  thee  to  the  skiqs  ; 

Yet  still  we  wonder  at  thy  towering  .fame, 

And  losing  thee^  still  dwell  upon  thy  name.  ; 

Oh!  ever  honour'd,  evertaluedl  say 
What  verse  can  praise  thee,  or  what  work  repay  I* 
Yet  verse  (in  all  we  can)  thy  worth  repays, 
Nor  trusts  the  tardy  zeal  of  future  days;-^ 
Honours  for  thee  thy  Country  shall  prepare. 
Thee  in  their  hearts,  the  Good,  the  Brave  shall  baari^ 
To  deeds  like  thine  shall  noblest^chiefs  aspire, 
The  Muse  shall  mourn  thee,  and  the  world  admirp.   / 

In  future  times,  when  smit  with  glory's  charms,    '.) 
The  untry'd  youth  first  quits  a  father's  arms, 
"  Oh  be  like  him,"  the  weeping  sire  shall  say, 
"  Like  Manners  walk,  who  walk'd  in  honour's  way ;■ 
**  In  danger  foremost,  yet  in  death  sedate, 
**  Oh  1  h^  like  him  in  all  things,  but  his  fate  T 

If  for  that  fate  such  public  tears  be  shed^ 
That  victory  seems  to  die  now  tnov  art  dead; 
How  sliall  a  friend  his  nearer  hope  i^sign. 
That  friend  a  brother^  and  whose  soul  was  thinef    . 
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hy  what  bold  lines  shall  we  his  grief  e^^resar/ 
Or  by  what  soothing  numbers  make  it  hks  f 

Tis  Dot>  I  know,  the  chiming  of  a  song. 
Nor  all  the  powers  that  to  the  Muse  belong. 
Words  aptly  culfd,  and  meanings  well  exprcst^ 
Can  calm  the  sorrows  of  a  wounded  breast; 
But  Rutland's  virtues  shall  his  grief  restrain, 
And  join  to  heal  the  bosom  where  they  reign. 

Tet  hard  the  task  to  heal  the  bleeding  heart. 
To  bid  the  still-recurring  thoughts  depart ;     . 
Hush  the  loud  grief,  and  stem  the  rismg  sigh. 
And  curb  rebellious  passion  with  reply ; 
Calmly  to  dwell  on  all  that  pleas'd  before, 
And  yet  to  know  that  all  can  please  no  more — 
Oh !  glorious  labour  of  the  soul,  to  save 
Her  captive  powers,  and  bravely  mourn  the  brave.- 

To  such  these  thoughts  will  lasting  comfort  give:— * 
Life  is  not  valued  by  the  time  we  live ; 
Tis  not  an  even  course  of  threescore  years, 
A  life  of  narrow  views  and  paltry  fears; 
Grey  hairs  and  wrinkles,  with  the  cares  they  bring, 
That  take  from  death  the  terror  or  the  sting; 
But  ^tis  the  spirit  that  is  mounting  high 
Above  the  world ;  a  native  of  the  sky ; 
The  noble  spirit,  that,  in  dangers  brave, 
Calmly  looks  on,  or  looks  beyond  the  grav:e. 
Such  Makkers  was,  so  he  resigned  his  breath ! 
H  in  a  glorious,  then  a  timely  death. 

Cease  then  that  grief,  and  let  those  tears  subside f 
If  Passion  rule  us,  be  that  passion  Pride; 
If  Reason,^  Reason  bids  us  strive  to  raise 
Our  sinking  hearts,  and  be  like  him  wc  praise  i 
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Or  if  Affection  still  the  soul  subdue. 

Bring  all  his  virtues,  all  his  worth  in  view, 

And  let  Affection  find  its  comfort  too ; 

For  how  can  Grief  so  deeply  wound  the  heart, 

Where  admiration  claims  90  large  a  part  ? 
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Grief  is  a  foe,  expel  him  then  thy  soul ; 
Let  nobler  thoughts  the  nearer  woes  controul; 
Oh  !  make  the  age  to  come  thy  better  care. 
See  other  Rutlands,  other  Granbys  there; 
And  as  thy  thoughts  through  streaming  ages  glide. 
See  other  heroes  die  as  Manners  died; 
Victims  victorious,  who  with  him  shall  stand 
In  Fame's  fair  book  the  guardians  of  the  land  ; 
And  from  their  fate  thy  race  shall  nobler  grow. 
As  trees  shoot  upward  that  are  pruned  below : 
Or,  as  old  Thames,  borne  down  with  decent  pride, 
Sees  his  young  streams  go  murmuring  by  his  side  ; 
Though  some,  by  art  cut  off,  no  longer  run. 
And  some  are  lost  beneath  the  summer's  sun  ; 
Yet  the  strong  stream  moves  on,  and  as  it  moves, 
Its  power  increases,  and  its  use  iinproves ; 
While  plenty  round  its  ample  waves  bestow. 
Still  it  flpws  on,  and  shall  for  ever  flow. 


EPIGRAM. 

After  reading  the  Story  of  the  Escape  of  Ulysses  from 

the  Sirens. 

When  Emily,  sweet  maid,  appears, 

Superior  charms  surprise ; 
What  signifies,  to  stop  our  ears. 
Unless  we  shut  our  eyes  f 

Mtl.  P.  BODD* 
VOX.,  V.  F  f 
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THE  PARTING. 


rROM  HZTASTASIO« 


Thb  fatal  hour  is  come  at  last. 

Adieu !  my  lovey  adieu ! 
How  will  my  wretched  life  be  past,. 

Far  exil'd  from  thy  view ! 
My  heart  will  droop  in  endless  pfiin^ 

No  joy  my  eyes  will  see ; 
But  thou— who  knows  if  e'er  agaia 

Thou  wilt  remember  me. 

Permit,  at  least,  in  eager  chace 

Of  every  comfort  lost, 
My  thoughts  thy  wand'ring  steps  may  tracfr 

Through  all  the  distant  coast ! 
Near  to  thy  side,  by  Fancy's  aid, 

I  still  shall  follow  thee  ; 
But  who  can  tell  if  once,  dear  maid  t 

Thou  wilt  remember  me  ? 

O'er  plains  remote,  and  unknown  floo^s^ 

Alone  and  sad  I'll  rove ; 
And  ask  the  desert  rocks  and  woods. 

Oh !  where— oh !  where's  my  love  f 
From  tiight  till  mom,  from  mom  till  nighty 

I  still  shall  call  on  thee ; 
But  when,  oh  when !  my  heart's  delight  I 

Wilt  tboa  remember  me  ? 
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ttl  visit  oft  the  blissful  bowers^    . 

And  fields  of  cheerful  hue, 
Where  happy  flew  uncounted  hours^ 

Because  with  thee  they  flew : 
What  fond  regtets  My  heart  will  tear^ 

When  memory  dwells  on  thee ! 
But  who  can  tell,  sweet  maid  !  it  e'er 

Thou  wilt  remember  me  ? 

Lo !  I  will  say>  the  fountain's  edge^ 

Where  quick  with  scorn  she  glow'd  j 
But  soon,  of  peace  the  gentle  pledge^ 

Her  lily  hand  bestow'd : 
Here  hope  revived,  soft  langudr  there 

AllowM  my  tender  plea ; 
But  now,  who  knows,  alas !  if  e'er 

Thou  wilt  remember  me  ! 

How  many  round  thy  new-sotight  home 

The  beauteous  stranger  greet ! 
What  crowds  of  youthful  lovers  come. 

And  ofer  at  thy  feet ! 
Oh !  'mid  the  suppliant  courtly  thropg^ 

That  sigh  and  bead  the  knee^ 
Oh !  who  can  tell,  bright  maid !  how  long 

Thou  wilt  remember  me! 

Think  of  the  keen  delicious  dart 

Thou  leav'st  within  my  breast ; 
Think  that  1  long  have  given  my  heart. 

Nor  made  one  poor  request: 
Think  what  I  feel  of  dark  despair. 

Thus  parting,  love!  from  thee: 
Remember — an  !  who  knows  Jf  e'er 

Thou  wilt  remember  mef 


yf2 


J.  A< 


436 
ODE. 

BT    MR.    8HAW. 


O  Sweetest  of  the  feathei^d  quire, 
O!  thrush,  and  blackbird  of  the  wood. 

Where  will  ye  now  to  rest  retire, 
Where  seek  ye  now  your  wonted  food  f 

Lo!  how  around  the  wintry  snows 
Fast  from  the  darken^  sky  descend. 

With  hollow  sound  the  north -wind  blows. 
While  to  its  blast  the  tall  trees  bend* 

O  hapless  birds !  in  vain  the  lake 
Or  stream  ye  seek  with  weary  wings. 

No  more  the  pool  your  thirst  can  slake. 
The  firost  has  bound  the  limpid  springs. 

In  vain  ye  seek  the  well-known  wood. 
The  well-knowfc  field  in  vain  ye  try. 

The  naked  woods  no  shelter  yield, 
No  food  the  barren  fields  supply^. 

Nor  may  3'e  yet  of  man  implore 
To  save  you  from  the  storms  tfwhile  : 

O  may  his  gun  not  wound  you  sore, 
Nor  may  his  net  your  feet  beguile! 

More  cruel  than  the  wintry  wind. 
With  leveird  gun  and  fatal  snare^ 

The  tyrant  of  your  gentle  kind. 
He  spares  not  whom  the  tempests  spare* 
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And  have  ye«ung  sweet  birds  so  long 
Beneath  the  summer  sun  in  vaiii. 

And  will  no  one  requite  your  sOng, 
Which  wont  so  oft  to  charm  the  plain  ? 

Lo!  in  this  bower,  within  these  bounds^ 
Where  oft  melodious  voices  swell, 

Where  oft  the  tuneful  flute  resounds, 
Lo  in  this  bower  the  Muses  dwell. 

The  Muses,  gentle  maids,  bemoan 
The  sorrows  of  the  feather'd  throng, 

Whose  voices,  tuneful  as  their  own. 
Warble  untaught  the  woods  among. 

The  Muses  smile  not  that  the  quire 
Of  birds  are  barr'd  their  notes  of  joy. 

Nor  will  they  with  the  winds  conspire 
The  harmless  songsters  to  annoy. 

O  seek  ye  then  this  friendly  bower. 
Which  to  the  Muses  still  belongs; 

Here  shall  ye  prove  their  sacred  power 
To  save  the  feathcr'd  race  from  wrongs* 

Here  from  the  northern  winds  that  blow 
The  hill  with  pine-trees  clad  defends, 

IVhile  its  soft  lap  the  vale  below 
Fair  to  the  noon-tide  sun  extends. 

And  here  the  sullen  months  to  chear. 
The  flowering  laurestine  will  bloom, 

The  hojly  shews  its  berries  near, 
That  shine  amid  the  wintry  gloom. 

f  f3 
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And  many  s  shady  "walk  it  found 
Where  twining  laurels  form  a  grove. 

Where  firs  their  green  tribes  scatter  round. 
And  yew  with  cypress  dark  is  wove. 

And  where  the  sheltering  groves  extend 
Due  food  for  hapless  birds  we  fling. 

The  fruits  that  reddening  hawthorns  lend. 
The  grain  that  yellow  harvests  bring* 

O  seek  ye  then  this  gre^  retreat, 
And  through  these  groves  of  laurel  stray. 

Till  vernal  suns  with  genial  heat 
Shall,  chase  the  wintry  clouds  away. 

Here  first  the  balmy  zephyr  blows, 
And  first  the  woods  are  clad  in  green. 

Here  earliest  yellow  crocus  grows. 
And  earliest  are  blue  violets  seen* 

For  him  who  thus  in  pious  lay 
Invites  you  to  the  Muses'  bowers, 

O,  gentle  birds,  his  care  repay, 

When  Spring  revives  your  tuneful  powers^ 

Then  when  ye  breathe  those  notes  along 
That  melt  your  mates  to  soft  desire, 

O  lend  to  him  awhile  your  song, 
O  lend  those  notes  that  love  inspire^ 

So  may  his  happy  numbers  move 
The  tender  fair  to  whom  he  sings. 

So  Love's  soft  pleasures  may  he  prove. 
Like  yoU|  beside  the  silver  springs^ 
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LINES 

On  the  Death  of  a  young  Lady^s  tame  Hare. 

BT  r.  V.  C.  MUNDAT,  X8Q. 


} 


Food  for  all  moutlis,  'tis  strange  that  I 

An  easy  natural  death  should  die ; 

Still  stranger  is  it,  that  a  Hare 

Shou'd  lead  a  life  unvex'd  by  care : 

Seven  years  (an  age  !)  by  Cloe's  side 

(To  be  her  captive  was  my  pride) 

In  peace  I  liv'd ;  in  peace  I  died. 

By  prudence,  by  experience  tame, 

I  envy'd  not  the  savage  game. 

Who  still  pursued,  who  still  distressed. 

By  man,  by  vermin,  and  by  beast, 

Amidst  the  slavery  of  their  fears 

Caird  independent  freedom  theirs. 

Secure  and  happy  in  my  chain. 

To  me  such  liberty  was  vain. 

Me,  far  above  my  kindred  blest. 

Fair  Cloe's  gentle  hand  caress'd ; 

With  freshest  food  she  daily  stor'd 

My  wholesome  vegetable  board. 

Me,  from  the  foes  which  Hares  surround, 

(The  Spaniel  sly,  or  active  hound,) 

7f4 
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A  word  from  Cloe  could  protect; 
— ^Virginity  claims  such  respect. 
Her  looks  restor'd  the  golden  age ; 
The  cat  sat  harmless  by  my  cage : 
And  while  at  Cloe^s  feet  1  pla/d 
Ti/ger  and  Patch  asleep  were  laid. 
She  on  my  little  spo.rts  would  smile  ; 
And  from  a  heart  that  knows  no  guile, 
She,  on  my  not-untimely  bier, 
(Tis  all  I  ask)  ha5  dropt  a  tear. 

1764. 


MADRIGAL. 


THE   IDEA    FROM    QUEVEDO. 

Oh  wherefore,  Julia,  heavenly  maid! 

Is  thy  sweet  bosom  thus  display'd? 

I've  heard  admiring  Swains  unfold. 

It  is  so  cruel  and  so  cold. 

That  Love,  the  darling  of  the  fair, 

Was  never  known  to  nestle  there : — 

Oh!  lure  the  wand'rer  to  thy  arms. 

Or  from  our  sight  conceal  thy  charms ; — 

Cherish  emotions  he  inspires, 

Or  cease  to  kindle  fierce  desires ; — 

For  never  should  the  Graces  rove, 

Where  chill  disdain  has  banish'd  Love. 

TRIAATE. 
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THE  ARBORETT*, 

AN  ODE  TO  LOVE, 
BY   THE   LATE   REV.   THOMAS   COLE,    LL.  B* 


If  e'er,  propitious  Love!  thou did'st  inspire 
Thy  vot'ry's  song,  O !  let  me  now  obtain 
A  double  portion  of  thy  wonted  fire, 

To  match  my  passion  with  some  equal  strain  : 
Some  dear  expressive  lay  impart, 
That  suits  the  purpose  of  my  heart; 
Sincere  and  tender  let  it  be, 
To  Celia  pleasing,  nor  unworthy  Thee, 

And  well  thy  friendly  aid  I  may  expect, 

For  still  in  all  I  undertake. 

In  all  I  wish  for  Celia's  sake, 
Thou  dost  my  faithful  hand,  and  heart  direct. 

*  The  Arbour,  an  Ode  lo  Contentment,  and  the  6rotto,  an  Odm  to 
Silence,  intended  companions  for  the  Arborett,  are  published  in 
Dodslej*s  collections.  An  Ode  to  Benevolence,  addressed  to  the 
Author's  Successor,  with  the  title  of  theVicar's  Hollow  Tree,  is  under 
contemplation  to  beinserted  in  the  sequel  to  the  Life  of  Hubert. 
These  lour  favourite  Retreats,  all  of  his  own  design,  and  executed 
entirely  by  his  own  hands,  he  is  desirous  to  preserve  in  remem- 
brance, as  long  as  he  can,  by  the  testimony  of  his  pen ; '  or,  in  tlie 
Poet's  language,  to  consecrate  them,  individually,  by  a  separate 
offering  from  bis  Muse. 
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Each  spreading  shrab  that  decks  this  various  bow^r. 
For  her  thou  didst  instruct  me  to  prepare  ; 

For  her  each  fragrant  branch  was  taught  to  flow'r^ 
In  kind  obedience  to  its  planter's  care. 

Nor  wilt  thou  cease  my  fancy  to  employ 

With  high-wrought  schemes  of  pure  romantic  joy; 
Then  bid  it  fondly  shed 

Each  precious  boon  on  her  deserving  head. 

That  Heav'n's  indulgent  bounty  can  bestow. 

To  bless  a  life  of  virtue  here  below. 

Let  foes  to  Constancy  unenvy'd  raQge, 
And  boast  the  privilege  of  change ; 
Still  let  their  fickle  hearts  disdain 
The  sober  comforts  of  her  stedfast  reign : 

They  ne'er  shall  know, 

What  endless  blessings  flow 
With  equal  tenor  from  that  faithful  source 
Whence  Truth  derives  its  everlasting  course! 

Let  Lust  her  meaner  sons  excite 
To  steal  the  gross  unchaste  delight. 
To  glory  in  the  guilty  flame 
That  blasts  the  heedless  virgin's  name : 
Their  souls,  indelicate  and  unrefin'd, 

Such  sordid  joys  alone  were  form'd  to  prove ; 
They  ne'er  shall  feel  the  raptures  of  the  mind, 
.   Or  taste  the  sweets  of  sentimental  love : 
They  still  are  doom'd  to  search  for  bliss  in  vain, 
Who  think  it  plac'd  within  the  reach  of  sense ; 
Or  fondly  hope  its  blessed  fruits  to  gain. 

Without  the  guide  of  conscious  innocence. 
The  soft  solicitude,  the  tender  care, 

Nay,  e'en  the  tears  of  virtuous  Love's  distress. 
Far  greater  pleasures  yield  than  they  shall  share. 
When  flush'd  with  all  the  triumph  of  success^ 


But  wherefore  should  my  peaceful  heart  appeal 
To  cares  which  hapless  lovers  only  feel  ? 

The  tears  of  Love's  distress !  ah  !  whence 
Should  such  a  foreign  thought  arise? 

Could  e'er  the  quick-discerning  eye 
Of  prying  apprehensive  Jealousy 
Discover  aught  might  breed  the  least  surmise 
To  break  the  calm  repose  of  Confidence  I 
Shall  cold  Suspicion  then  invade. 
To  blast  beneath  its  frozen  shade, 
That  blooming  promise  of  the  fruits  of  Love, 
Which  Hope,  with  fond,  incessant  care, 
Hath  form'd  so  beautiful  and  fair, 
And  smil'd  to  see  its  cherish'd  growth  improve  f 

No !  hence,  ye  faithless  thoughts,  depart. 

Nor  dare  to  wrong  my  Celiacs  heart ! 
Our  kindred  souls  by  nature  were  ally'd  ; 

And  to  confirm  that  inbred  sympathy. 
Consenting  Love  hath  well  his  part  supply'd 

With  more  endearing  motives  to  agree. 
Yes,  Love  hath  made  one  sacred  tie  secure. 
Which,  spite  of  chance  or  fate,  shall  still  endure; 
That  firm  indissoluble  tie,  which  binds 
The  mutual  fondness  of  congenial  minds. 

But  must  our  wedded  hearts  alone  unite? 
Must  this  suffice  us  as  our  sole  delight  ? 
Whilst  youthful  time  the  kind  occasion  lends. 

Why  should  we  thus  one  precious  hour  abuse? 
Whilst  tempting  love  his  choicest  gifts  extends, 

Why  should  we  thus  life's  prime  delights  refuse  } 
How  long  must  this  thy  strange  reserve  prevent 
The  vow'd  concurrence  of  our  willing  hands  ? 
O !  will  this  virgin  bashfulness 
Its  timid  scruples  ne'er  suppress  f 
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Still  hesitate  to  give  the  safe  consent  ? 

Still  dread  the  softness  of  connubial  bands  ? 
Sweet  modest  Excellence!  didst  thou  but  know 

What  wond'rous  joy  those  yielding  charms  wouM 
give; 
What  rich  delight  thou  wilt  on  him  bestow, 

Who  shall  that  treasure  of  thyself  receive ;  te 

Such  conscious  worth  would  ne'er  suspect, 
That,  thus  oblig'd,  he  could  neglect 
His  heart-expanding  gratitude  to  prove 
By  fond  returns  of  still-increasing  love. 

Yes,  dearest  maid  I  with  pleas'd  incessant  care, 

ril  watch  each  secret  motion  of  thy  will : 

Each  mild  request  with  quick  prevention  spare. 

And  ere  thou  hint  a  wish,  that  wish  fulfil. 

With  thee  each  love-devoted  day. 

On  gentle  wing,  shall  glide  away. 

Whate  er  pursuits  our  thoughts  employ. 

We  both  shall  share  an  equal  joy. 

Our  tempers  still  shall  coincide. 

One  channel  still  our  tastes  shall  guide. 

Mean  while  these  joys  to  sanctify. 

Religion  shall  its  aid  supply: 

So  Heav'n  its  blessings  will  improve. 

And  smile  propitious  on  our  love. 
Thus,  hand  in  hand,  as  truth  the  way  shall  lead. 
Through  youth,  through  age,  together  will  we  tread: 
Content  shall  guard  us  from  each  anxious  want. 
And  peace  bestow  what  fortune  cannot  grant. 
Thus  will  we  live-^and  thus  our  lives  shall  be 
One  changeless  scene  of  rare  felicity ! 
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A  MAROON  SONG. 


Hast*,  haste,  my  companions !  the  night-dews  areo'erj 
From  the  mist-skirted  mountains  the  shadows  are 
fiown ; 

The  bright  morning-star  calls  to  the  chase  of  the  boar. 
And  the  rock's  secret  echoes  are  waiting  his  groan* 

O'er  the  deep-tangled  thicket  our  toils  shall  prevail. 
In  vain  to  the  steep  cliff  the  savage  shall  run  ; 

Where  the  cocoa  waves  gay  to  the  balm-scented  gale, 
And  the  aloe  expands  its  tall  spires  to  the  sun. 

Ye  spirits,  that  triumph'd  in  death  o'er  your  foe ; 

But  left  the  dark  sons  of  your  race  to  complain; 
Ve  that  bade,  in  your  anguish,  the  heirs  of  your  woe 

Be  the  heirs  of  your  hatred,  the  chiefs  of  disdain ; 

If  ye  sail  in  your  pride  on  the  sun's  slanting  beam, 
if  ye  robe  your  stern  shades  in  the  mist's  fleeting 
form ; 

Or,  if  rather  ye  joy  in  the  lightning's  fierce  gleam, 
And  stride  on  the  whirlwind,  and  trample  the  storm: 

O  come  on  your  clouds,  o'er  the  wide-rolling  wave, 
To  the  hills  of  our  freedom  in  triumph  repair; 

Jpo^  the  blue-mantled  mountains  are  trod  by.  the  bravei 
And  the  dark-dwelling  sons  of  defiance  are  there^ 
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Hark !  the  horn's  swelling  tones  call  to  danger  away^ 
And  when  the  stem  course  of  uur  pleasure  is  past ; 

Though  the  whirlwinds  of  heaven  wake  around  us  their 
sway, 
We  will  heed  not  the  tempest,  and  sing  to  the  hlast. 

Haste,  haste,  my  companions !  the  night-dews  are  o'er 3 
From  the  mist-skirted  mountains  the  shadows  are 
flown ; 

The  Jbright  moming^star  calls  to  the  chase  of  the  boafj 
And  the  rock's  secret  echoes  arc  waiting  his  groan. 

BRISTOL.  p.  M.  JANUS* 


HYMN  TO  NATURK 


rROM   THE   OERMAK   OF   STOLBERO. 

.Holy  Nature,  heavenly  fair. 
Lead  me  with  thy  parent  care; 
In  thy  footsteps  let  me  tread. 
As  a  willing  child  is  led. 

When  with  care  and  grief  opprest 
Soft  I  sink  me  on  thy  breast ; 
On  thy  peaceful  bosom  laid, 
Grief  shall  cease,  nor  care  invade. 

O  congenial  power  divine, 
All  my  votive  soul  is  thine  ! 
Jiead  me  with  thy  parent  care, 
Holy  Nature,  heavenly  fair ! 

BRRLIK.  B.  BBRESrORd« 
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ODE  TO  BEAUTY. 


BY  THE  EEV.  J.  WHITEHOUSB* 


m 


Sweet  Power,  whose  soft  magnetic  chain 

Extends  through  Nature's  ample  reign, 

Let  down  from  iovc's  high  throne  above. 

In  mystic  links,  the  work  of  Love ! 

O  Beauty,  sovereign  of  the  soul, 

iVhere  is  not  felt  thy  strong  controul  ? 

Thy  robe  of  various  die 

That  floats  redundant  to  the  gale. 

With  freshest  verdure  clothes  the  vale. 

And  hangs  with  fleecy  gold  the  morning  sky; 

While  breathes  thy  spirit  'midst  the  mingled  hae 

Of  vermeil  buds  and  flowers  that  drink  the  cryBialiem* 

IL 

How  amiable  thy  reign,  how  wide ! 
The  virgin's  bloom,  the  meadow's  pride. 
The  clouds  that  light  o'er  ether  swim, 
The  blush  of  Morn  and  Evening  dim. 
Colour  and  symmetry  combine 
To  deck  thy  mystic  zone  divine ; 
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Nor  less  to  thee  belong 

The  Sculptor's  and  the  Painter's  art, 

And  that  loved  Muse  that  thrills  the  heart 

With  sweet  and  solemn  tones  of  energetic  song ; 

Thine  is  each  charm  of  woodland,  grove,  and  planiy 

The  chaplet  Flora  weaves,  and  Ceres'  golden  grain. 

III. 

Fresh  from  her  couch  with  bashful  cheek, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  radiance  meek, 

When  Eloise  the  Graces  lead 

To  trip  the  dew- bespangled  mead ; 

Or  when  amidst  the  graceful  dance, 

Her  light  aerial  steps  advance, 

To  Music's  melting  tones ; 

A  thousand  joys  spontaneous  rise, 

While  'midst  the  blended  harmonies, 

The  intendcrcd  heart  thy  magic  influence  owns  ; 

And  Love  himself  from  thee  his  arms  obtains, 

Plays  with  thy  golden  shafts,  and  revels  in  thy  chaifl$# 

IV. 

Yet  say,  what  mortal  hand  can  trace 

Thy  forms  of  inexpressive  grace; 

With  silkert  plume,  or  glittering  scale, 

Or  clad  in  adamantine  mail ; 

Where  rapt  Attention  gazes  mute 

Both  on  the  great  and  the  minute ; 

Nor  undelightcd  dwells 

Where  bends  the  rose  the  thorn  beneath. 

Their  odours  purple  violets  breathe, 

Or  clustering  lilies  hang  their  glossy  bells ; 

Where  murmuring  streams  in  soft  meanders  glid^. 

Or  waving  poplars  crown  the  mountain's  shelving  side. 
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Mark,  where  the  Alps  stupendous  tower, 
Where  Niagara's  torrents  pour; 
Or  higl^.  o'er  proud  Olympus'  steep, 
Their  pomp  where  infant  thunders  keep  ; 
Or,  if  thou  canst,  thy  rapid  glance 
Shoot  o'er  the  Atlantic's  broad  expanse  ; 
And  as  the  storm  descends. 
Bid  Admiration's  eager  eyes 
Drink  yon  bright  Rainbow's  varying  dies, 
As  o'er  the  waves  sublime  it's  gorgeous  arch  extends;  . 
Confessed  in  these,  O  Goddess,  art  thou  known, 
Though  Grandeur  deck  thy  brow,  and   Majesty  thy 
throne. 

VL 
Light-wafted  o'er  the  etherial  plain 
Thou  lead'st  the  Hours,  a  smiling  train, 
When  May  o'er  Earth's  prolific  mould 
Sprinkles  her  stars  of  vernal  gold  : 
Half-hid  'mid^t  deluges  of  light 
Thine  Summer's  noon-tide  landscapes  bright, 
And  those  of  softened  beam. 
O'er  which  meek  Evening  drops  her  veil ; 
When  Fancy  wooes  the  fluttering  gale 
To  sooth  her  slumbers  by  the  haunted  stream. 
Or  marks  where  Autumn's  ruddy  orchards  glow, 
And  the  ripe  vintage  waves  on  the  impurpled  bough. 

vn. 

O  Queen  of  loveliness!  where'er 
Thou  rov'st ;    through  ocean,  earth,  or  air, 
The  Pleasures  still  thy  steps  attend, 
Their  every  charm  the  Muses  blend  ; 
Knit  witli  the  Loves  in  frolic  dance, 
Youth,  and  rose-lip'd  Health  advance, 
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And  she  of  placid  mien, 

Sweet  £LS  the  vernal  dawn  her  smile. 

Her  honeyed  accents  void  of  guile, 

A  white-fobed  Vestal  meek,  Simplicity  is  seen^ 

Whose  auburn  locks  nor  braid  nor  fillet  bind, 

But  wanton  o'er  her  breast,  or^float  upon  the  wind* 

VIII. 

Tis  thine  with  many  a  fairy  flower 

To  deck  gay  Hope's  Elysian  bower, 

To  shed  on  Fancy's  soaring  sight 

Day-dreams  of  bliss  in  vision  bright^ 

And  bid  in  ampler  currents  roll 

The  liberal  energies  of  soul ; 

As  spurning  Custom's  chain. 

Swift  to  the  goal  Invention  springs, 

WTiile  Taste  her  fair  assemblage  brings. 

And  wider  spreads  the  triumphs  of  thy  reign, 

When  Nature  weds  with  Art !  diffusing  wide 

The  Villa's  green  retreats,  the  City's  towering  pride* 

IX. 

Bright  Goddess  of  the  enchanted  zone, 

The  Moral  World  is  all  thy  own ; 

Whate'er  in  high  achievements  won 

Valour  has  wreathed  to  grace  her  son, 

Or  Science  in  her  Attic  bower 

When  heav'n-born  Genius  ruled  the  hour ; 

To  Thee  by  right  was  given 

To  virtuous  acts  the  charm  to  lend. 

True  Dignity  with  Grace  to  blend. 

And  shed  on  Merit's  gem  the  light  of  heaven  ; 

To  meliorate  the  heart  by  gifts  refin'd. 

And  nearer  lift  to  heaven  the  truth -ennobled  mind. 
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X. 

Hence  oft'  in  her  heroic  days 

Greece,  with  just  transport,  hymned  thy  praise. 

As  'midst  the  groves  of  Academe, 

Thy  spirit  prompted  Plato's  dream ; 

Beneath  the  olive-shade  retired, 

Oft'  with  thy  charms  he  lay  inspired, 

While  Virtue  to  his  view 

Arrayed  like  some  ethereal  guest, 

I'he  effulgence  of  her  Sire  expressed  ; 

And  from  her  radiant  face  her  veil  ambrosial  drew; 

Bidding  his  soul  with  steady  aim  aspire 

Above  yon  crystal  spheres,  on  Rapture's  wing  of  fire. 

XL 

O'er  pure  Benevolence's  mien 

Thou  shedd'st  thy  cloudless  smile  serene, 

When  soft-eyed  Pity  drops  a  tear, 

Thine  is  each  gem  of  crystal*  clear, 

And  thine  the  quick  suft'usion  meek 

On  Modesty's  envermeiled  cheek; 

While  light  around  thee  move 

Sweet  Innocence  in  snowy  vest, 

Firm  Fortitude  with  dauntless  breast. 

The  glow  of  Friendship,  and  the  bloom  of  Love; 

The  softened  radiance  beamed  from  Candour's  eyies, 

And  Feeling's  kindred  warmth,  and  sacred  sympatliies* 

XIL 

To  Thee  the  empire  Heaven  assigned 
O'er  all  the  ideal  tribes  of  mind. 
That  OwnJ  by  turns,  thy  magic  power 
'Midst  Fancy's  necromantic  bower. 
Touch  at  thy  nod  the  quivering  string, 
Or  wave  the  quick,  excursive  wing, 

o  g2 
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Or  hang  in  fixed  trance, 

O'er  the  soft  lute's  fantastic  measure ; 

While  glancing  by,  the  fairy  Pleasure 

Trips  wfth  light  footstep  through  the  raaqr  dance^ 

And  loves  on  every  soft  response  to  dwell, 

That  sportive  Echo  breathes  to  her  aerial  shell* 

XIII. 

Thou,  when  the  Almighty  formed  the  earth. 

Didst  play  before  him :  at  thy  birth 

Divinest.  Order  rose,*  and  Light 

Shoiife  through  the  boundless  Infinite  : 

With^ems  Heaven's  sapphire  pavement  gloWed, 

Armitid  the  livrng^  waters  flowed  *, 

High  o'er  each  hallowed  shrine 

With  sun-beams  blazing  and  with  gold. 

Soft  azure  wreaths  of  incense  rolled. 

And  rose  from  nlany  a  harp  the  song  divine; 

Thee,  Beauty,  thee  hailed  heaven's  enraptiir'd  choir, 

Second  to  none  thyself,  but  thy  Omni  fie  Sire. 


INSCRIPTION. 

WRITTEN     BY     MOONLIGHT. 
.    '  BY    THE    LATE    REV.  J.  WALTERS,    A.  B, 

Faih  Gynthia,  shall  thy  radiance  fill  the  sky, 
Mark'd  by  the  glance  of  no  poetic  eye? 
And  shine  but  to  the  herds,  that  widely  spread^ 
Of  thee  unconscious,  graze  the  dewy  mead  ? 
Or  to  the  silent  groves,  and  quivering  streams, 
Borrowing  new  beauties  from  thy  modest  beams? 
Or  brook  that  travels  the  deserted  vale 
Answering  in  murmurs  sweet  the  nightingale  ? 
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TO  MISS  POPE, 

*  .  ^ 

Of  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury-LanI^.  * 

•I' 

BY  THE  LATE  GEORGE  KEATE,  ESQ. 


Thou  pleasant  fav'rite  of  the  Comic  Muse, 
Who  keep'st  her  mirth-provoking  arts  alive, 

Canst  genuine  Humour's  sprightly  traits  diffuse,.. 
And  mak'st  us  scarcely  now  lament  our  Clive. 

O !  born  with  energy  t'enforce  her  right, 
With  well-aim'd  ridicule  assail  each  heart, 

Show  affectation  in  its  truest*  light, 

And  point  successfully  Wit's  feather'd  dart. 

Dost  thou  not  smile,  iVhcn  with  a  sable  train 
Of  dry-ey'd  virgins  weeping  woes  unfelt, 

Thy  Tragic  Sister  in  heroic  strain, 

Can  bid  at  will  our  yielding  passions  melt? 

Man's  path  with  thorns  is  amply  strew'd,  we  know. 
To  increase  the  crop  must  therefore  seem  but  folly ; 

Why  crowd  we  then  with  joy  to  scenes  of  woe. 
And  pay  beside  to  be  made  melancholy  ? 

Give  me  the  sunny  side  of  human  life, 

Where  with  light  foot  its  sober  pleasures  tread  y 

I  hate  the  horrors  of  ensanguined  strife,. 
The  scream,  the  dagger,  and  the  grisly  head. 

Gg3 
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Come  tKen,  say  Leader  of  Thalia's  train, 

Bear  me  U'om  shades  where  the  chiU'd  heart  grows 
cold, 

True  Comedy's  acknowledged  force  maintain, 
An4  to  mi  erring  world  her  mirror  hold. 

There  at  himself  in  turn  each  slily  peeps, 
There  hia  owb  failings  often  sees  reflecte4 ; 

No  rigid  school  our  playful  mistress  keeps, 

Since  by  Good-Humour  Vice  is  best  corrected  ! 

True  to  her  altar,  still  around  it  sport. 
Exert,  as  now,  thy  varying  talents  still ; 

ni  with  a  cheerful  brow  my  creed  support, 
And  firmly  own  our  Pope  infallible. 


BBS 


•i^f- 


EPIGRAM  FROM  THE  GREEK. 

As  C3^ria  in  her  naked  charms 

Met  Pallas  in  a  warlike  dress, 

"  How  vain,*'  she  cried,  "  are  all  tljy  arms  I 

I  conquer  in  my  nakedness.'^ 

Minerva  wink'd  her  azure  eye. 

And  cried.  Indeed,  a  pretty  fieible  ! 

But  Mars  declares,  canst  thou  deny  ? 

Thy  armour  not  impenetrable. 

WEIMAR.  J.  LAWRENCE. 
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BEZA'S  MOTH. 

A    LUDICROUS    SACRIFICE   TO   THE    MUSES. 
TRANSLATED  BY  THE  REV.  T.  COLE. 


If  the  countryman,  anxious  for  corn,  wine,  and  rents. 
An  offering  to  Ceres  and  Bacchus  presents; 
If  the  soldier,  expos'd  to  battles  pernicious, 
Vows  a  tribute  tq  Mars  to  make  him  propitious; 
Then  why  should  not  I,  and  whoever  else  chuses 
To  be  reckon'd  a  bard,  pay  due  court  to  the  Muses? 
Calliope's  kindness  to  me  is  still  shown; 
And  her  sister's  aid  too  'tis  my  duty  to  own. 
But  this  though  I'd  gladly,  and  rightly  express, 
Yet  what  victim  would  suit  them  I'm  puzzled  to  guess. 
O!  here 'have  I  found  one,  an  odd  one  'tis  true, 
But  I  trust  it  will  prove  no  less  grateful  than  new. 

Come  out,  thou  vile  reptile,  thou  Moth,  hither  crawl, 
With  jaws  so  voracious  and  body  so  small ! 
What!  and  dost  thou  those  jaws  'gainst  the  Muses 

employ  ? 
Their  son's  sacred  works  dost  thou  dare  to  destroy  ? 
Nay,  deny  not  the  fact,  see  these  proofs  thou  hast  left 
Of  thy  greedy  corrosions,  and  iniquitous  theft ! 
On  Catu;.lus's  Sparrow  see  these  marks  of  thy  prey, 
And  here's  the  s\yeet  Lesbia  half  eaten  away. 
My  Martial,  I  vow  too,  thy  teeth  have  be^n grinding; 
Ah !   quite  through  and  through,  both  the  paper  and 


binding. 
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And  here,  do  but  look !  well,  I  swear  by  Apollo, 
Thou  hast  impiously  dared  divine  Maro  to  swallow. 
Yes,  the  works  which  not  flames  e  en  to  injure  pre- 
sume, 
When  Cassar  forbad  it,  by  thee  are  consum'd. 
But  why  should  I  try,  where  such  witnesses  cluster, 
Fresh  proofs  of  thy  guilt,  and  my  patience,  to  muster. 
Too  sufficient  are  these — I'll  examine  no  more. 
Though  I  fear  that  these  shelves  would  yield  many  a 

score. 
Then  put,  thou  vile  culprit,  thy  lurking  hole  quit. 
How  he  rolls  himself  up !  Dost  refuse  to  submit  ? 
O !  the  art  of  this  urchin !  what  sly  tricks  to  feign 
That  d^th  he  would  shun  ;  but  he  shams  it  in  vain. 
Out !  out !  the  fates  call  thee  to  meet  at  this  hand 
That  vengeance  thy  crimes,  and  my  anger,  demand. 
With  this  pen  I'll  have  at  thee;  'tis  a  sword  fit  to  pink 
That  throat  which  hath  gulp'd  so  much  paper  and  ink. 
There,  wretch  sacrilegious,  take  tbou  that  stab,  and 

that: 
Do  but  mark  his  pierc'd  heart ;  mark  its  last  pit-a-pat. 
See,  with  gore  all  polluted,  the  victim  hath  smear'd 
This  your  altar  so  sacred,  so  pure,  and  rever'd ! 

But  your  foe  is  subdu'd :  O  3^e  Muses  rejoice, 

Whilst,  in  songs  full  of  triumph,  I  join  my  glad  voice. 

The  fell  beast  is  demolish'd ;  no  more  shall  he  gnaw 

The  works  of  your  fav' rites  to  glut  his  vile  niaw. 

And  this  trunk  which  remains,  with  its  thick  mailed 
coat, 

To  you,  with  fit  rites,  I  intend  to  devote. 

On  the  top  of  Parnassus  let  the  trophy  be  put. 

And  with  this  motto  on  it  indelibly  cut  : 
By  Beza  these  spoils,  to  the  Muses,  as  due. 
Were  offer'd,  in  proof  of  the  monster  he  sley^." 
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TO  HEBK 

A    SONG    FROM    THE    GERMAlT. 


LiO  !  in  solemn,  soft  repose, 

Nature,  now,  to  silence  yields  ; 
And  from  clouds  fast-flitting,  flows 

Soft  refreshment  to  the  fields. 
Hebe  !  lo  !  the  feather'd  quire, 

Perch'd  on  yonder  rose-bush  sleep — 
The  sinking  sun,  in  golden  fire. 

Paints  his  image  on  the.  deep — 

Thus,  alas !  in  darkness  ending. 

Soon  my  day-light  too  shall  sink; 
Thus  my  life  is  quick  descending, 

To  the  deep  grave's  gloomy  brink! 
Ah  !  Hebe!  since  bereft  of  you. 

In  wilds  r  wander,  dark  and  drear ; 
My  cheeks  have  lost  their  roseate  hue, 

And  pale,  as  Cynthia's  beams,  appear, 

m 

My  Hebe's  bosom  to  adorn, 

As  once  a  child  of  spring  I  chose,    ^ 
Deep,  in  my  finger,  pierc'd  the  thorn, 

And  sprinkled,  with  my  blood,  the  rose: 
And  Oh  !  may  such,  for  ever  be, 

My  Hebe's  lot,  compar'd  with  mine; 
JBe  all  the  thorns  of  life  for  me, 

If  all  its  roses  be  but  thine  i 
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TO  THE  MUSE. 


Celestial  Muse!  whose  numbers  fiow 

Now  sweetly  wild,  now  sadly  slow  ;  - 

If  e*er  I  sought  the  silent  grove. 

Where  Contemplation  loves  to  rove ; 

If  e'er  I  trac'd  the  breexy  brow- 

Of  yon  high  hill,  and,  far  below, 

Beheld  the  setting  sun  retire, 

In  one  wide  blush  of  fainter  firo ; 

If  e'er  1  wander'd  by  the  stream, 

Beneath  the  pale  moon's  quivering  beam  ; 

If  e'er  I  lingcr'd  on  the  shore. 

Listening  to  ocean's  distant  roar, 

Oh !  hear  my  prayer,  and  to  my  heart 

One  spark  of  thy  pure  flame  impart  \ 

But  if  the  deep  embowering  grove. 
Where  Contemplation  loves  to  rove. 
The  breezy  hill,  the  fainter  ray 
That  shuts  the  garish  eye  of  day, 
The  riv'let  that  divides  the  vale. 
Where  sweetly  sleeps  the  moon  beam  pale. 
Or  distant  ocean's  dashing  roar, 
Give  to  thy  mind  delight  no  more ; 
I'll  seek  the  paradise  of  joy. 
Where  mirth  and  song  alone  employ 


459 

The. vacant  day,  while,  in  the  shade. 
With  glistening  eye,  the  gentle  powers 
Of  love  adorn  thy  lyre  with  flower?,     • 
And  rich  wreaths  for  thy  temples  braid : 
Where  gay  Lyasus,  ever  young, 
Cheers  echo  with  his  jovial  song : 
While  round  him  o'er  the  verdant  plain. 
Trips  with  light  foot  his  frolic  train ; 
And  hark!  how  through  the  sacred  grove. 
Unite  the  strains  of  joy  and  love. 
Now  bring  the  lyre  !  now  strike  the  string! 
Let  hill  and  vale  with  rapture  ring ! 
And  oh!  if  e'er  my  bosom  felt 
Those  ecstacies  which  know  to  melt. 
Now,  ^Goddess,  now,  to  my  full  heart. 
One  spark  of  thy  pure  flame  impart  1 

Or  if  thou  lov'st  to  trace  the  gloom. 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  unsocial  tomb ; 
To  hold  strange  converse  with  the  night, 
And  woo  the  tempest's  restless  sprite ; 
For  thee  I'll  wander  o'er  the  heath. 
Where  frowns  the  grisly  form  of  death. 
While  from  some  turret's  haunted  round. 
Dread  Horror  flings  his  deepening  sound : 
Or  dauntless  brave  the  mountain  surge, 
That  howls  along  the  foaming  sea, 
And  while  bleak  winds  the  frail  bark  urge. 
Constant  my  thoughts  shall  dwell  with  thee; 
Or  as  the  lightning's  rapid  sweep 
Darts  through  the  gloom  its  lucid  glare. 
Still  shall  my  trembling  fancy  keep 
Its  commerce  with  the  sprites  of  air : 
Oh  !  Muse  divine,  thy  magic  power 
Shall  turn  to  joy  that  dreadful  hour, 
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If  thou  witt  to  my  throbbing  heart 
Oxie  spark  of  thy  pure  flame  impart. 

Or  if  the  horrid  din  of  war, 
And  martial  feats  delight  thee  more. 
Then  will  I  mount  the  scythed  car, 
And  bathe  its  crimson  sides  in  gore; 
Then  will  I  view  the  warlike  band. 
As  firm  they  move  along  the  strand  ; 
Then  will  1  see  contending  foes, 
In  direful,  mortal  conflict  close  ; 
Then  will  I  hear  deep  groans  resound 
Of  thousands,  thousands  falling  round  ; 
While  many  a  mountain  of  the  slain 
Is  pii'd  upon  the  darkened  plain, 
And  curling  upwards  to  the  skies. 
The  smoke  and  mingled  flames  arise. 
From  many  A  town,  whose  tottering  wall 
Is  doom'd,  by  savage  war,  to  fall, 
"While  to  the  throne  of  heaven  upborne, 
The  heaving  sighs  of  those  that  mourn. 
In  anguish  curse  the  fatal  day 
Which  gave  them  to  its  rage  a  prey : 
But,  gentle  Nymph  !  thy  melting  eye 
From  these  dire  horror*  turns  away, 
Kor  can  thy  pitying  lyre  supply 
One  strain,  except  for  those  who  die 
Thou  softly  pour  the  plaintive  lay. 
Dear  is  that  plaintive  lay  to  me, 
And  while.  Oh  Muse,  1  mourn  with  thee, 
Hear,  hear  my  prayer,  and  to  my  heart 
One  spark  of  thy  pure  flame  impart. 

PHILADELPHIA.  HARLEY. 
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Tin^  OLD  MAN  OF  VERONA. 


FEOM  THE  LATIN  OF  CLAUDIAN. 


Happy  his  life,  who  never  past  the  bounds 
In  youth  or  age  of  his  paternal  grounds! 
Wliom  the  same  house  on  crutches  sees,  before 
That  saw  him  crawling  on  his  native  floor. 
M^hose  easy  cradle,  and  whose  easy  chair, 
By  one  fire  side  have  kept  him  free  from  care. 
Not  him.  has  fortune  in  her  varied  strife 
Dragged  through  the  tumults  of  a  pubtic  life ; 
He  ne'er  has  lov'd  o'er  barbarous  realms  to  roam, 
Nor  left  the  quiet  habitudes  of  home. 
Not  his  the  merchant's  nor  the  soldier's  fears ; 
Nor  storms,  nor  war,  nor  lawsuits  reach  his  ear*  ; 
Unskill'd  in  business,  and  the  neighbouring  town. 
He  breathes  fieo  air,  and  feels  his  soul  his  own ; 
Counts  by  his  following  crops  his  years  increas'd,' 
But  knows  no  Consul  living,  nor  deceased. 
His  fruits  in  Autumn,  and  his  flowers  in  Spring, 
Time's  welcome  marks,  both  use  and  beauty  bring; 
Whether  day  lights,  or  darkness  shades  the  plain, 
Still  his  horizon  is  his  own  domain. 
The  giant  oak  he  saw  with  scarce  a  limb, 
And  the  whole  forest  has  grown  old  with  him. 
As  much  an  Indian  as  a  Veronese,. 
B^nacus'  shores  to  him  are  the  Red  Sea's. 
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Firm  in  bis  strength,  unconquer'd  yet,  tho*  now 
Three  generations  to  their  founder  bow ; 
Let  others  search  the  farthest  East  or  West — 
They  may  see  life — enjoy ing  it  is  best, 

LOKDlNENSIS, 


a 


THE  INVITATION. 

FROM    THE    (4ERMAN    OF    GLEIM. 

A  lon£lt  cot  is  all  I  own; 

It  stands  on  yonder  verdant  down ; 

And  near  the  brook ; — the  brook  is  small. 

Yet  clear  its  bubbling  fountains  fall ! 

A  spreading  beech  uprears  its  head. 
And  half  conceals  the  humble  shed  : 
From  chilling  winds  a  safe  retreat ; 
A  refuge  from  the  noon-tide  heat  i 

And  on  its  boughs  the  nightingale 
So  sweetly  tells  her  plaintive  tale. 
That  oft  the  passing  rustics  stray, 
With  loit'ring  step  to  catch  the  lay ! 

Sweet  blue-eyed  maid  with  locks  so  fair ; 
My  heart's  dear  pride,  ftiy  fondest  care ! 
I  hie  me  home : — the  storm  doth  low'r  ; 
Come  share,  sweet  maid,  my  sheltering  bower! 

BERLIN.  B.    BEtlESFORD. 
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ODE  TO  PEACE, 

WRITTEN  IN  PAftIS* 
SY  HELEK    MARIA   WILLIAlfS* 


She  comes,  benign  Enchantress,  heaven -born  Peace, 

With  Mercy  beaming  in  her  radiant  eye  I — 
She  bids  the  horrid  Din  of  Battle  cease, 

And  at  her  glance  thie  savage  Passions  die! 
*Tis  Nature's  Festival :  let  Earth  rejoice, 

VanquisVd  and  Conqu'ror  pour  exulting  Songs  ; 
In  distant  regions,  with  according  voice, 

Let  Man  the  vict'ry  bless — its  prize  to  Man  bdiong^} 

Resistless  Freedom — when  she  nerves  the  ana 

No  vulgar  triumph  crowns  the  Hero's  might: 
She,  she  alone  can  spread  a  moral  charm 

O'er  War's  fell  deeds,  and  sanctify  the  £ght! 
Oh,  Gallia,  in  this  bright  immortal  hour 

How  proud  a  trophy  binds  thy  laureli'd  broMr! 
Republic,  hail,  whose  independent  pow'r 

All  Earth  contested  once^   all  Earth  confesses 

NOW  ! 

Protecting  Spirits  of  the  glorious  Dead, 

Ah,  not  in  vain  the  Hero's  noble  toil, 
Ah,  not  in  vain  the  Patriot's  blood  is  shed— 

That  blood  shall  consecrate  his  Native  Soil ! 
Illustrious  Names  to  hist'ry's  record  dear, 

And  breath'd  when  some  high  impulse  fires  the  Bard, 
For  you  shall  Virtue  pour  the  glowing  tear — 

And  your  remember'd  deeds  shall  still  your  country 
guard  1 
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And  thou,  lov'd3B.LTAiN,  my  parental.  Isle, 
'  Secure  encircled  by  thy  subject  Waves, 
Thou  Land  august^  where  Freedom  rear'd  her  pile^ 

While  Gothic  Night  obscured  a  world  of  Slaves; 
Thy  Genius^  that  indignant  heard  the  shock 

Of  frantic  combat  (strife  unmeet  for  thee!) 
Now  views,  triumphant,  from  his  sea-girt  rock 

Thee  unsubdued  alone  ;  for  thou  alone  wert  free! 

Oh,  happy  thy  misguided  efforts  fail'd. 

My  Country,  when  with  t3Tant  hosts  combin'd  f 
Oh,  hideous  Conquest,  had  thy  sword  prevailed, 

And  crown'd  the  impious  League  against  Mankind! 
Thou  nurse  of  great  design,  of  lofty  thought, 

What  Homicide,  had  thy  insensate  rage 
l^acVI  the  sacred  lesson  thou  hast  taught, 

And  with  thy  purest  Blood  inscribed  on  GiiORii's 
page ! 

Ah,  rather  haste  to  Concord's  holy  shrine, 

Ye  rival  Nations — haste  with  joy  elate  ; 
Your  blending  Garlands  round  her  Altar  twine. 

And  bind  the  wounds  of  no  immortal  hate  : 
Go,  breathe  responsive  rituals  o'er  the  sod 

Where  Freedom's  Martyrs  press  an  early  grave; 
Go,  vow  that  never  shall  their  turf  be  trod 

By  the  polluting  step  of  Tyrant  or  of  Slave ! 

And  from  your  shores  the  abject  Vices  chase — 

Tjiat  low  Ambition  gen-rous  Souls  disdain. 
Corruption,  blasting  ev'ry  moral  grace  ; 

Servility,  that  kneels  to  bless  his  Chain! 
Oh,  Liberty,  those  Demons  far  remove  : 

Come,  Nymph,  severely  good,  sublimely  great ; 
Nor  to'  the  'raptur'd  hope  of  mortal  prove 

Like  those  illusive  dreams  that  pass  the  Iv'ry  Gate! 
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New  Age,  that  roUs't  c/cr  man  thy  dawning  year, 
'     Ah,  sure  all  happy  omens  hail  thy  birth  ;  ^ 
Sure  whiter  annals  in  thy  train  appear, 

And  purer  glory  cheers  the  gladden'd  Earth. 
Like  the  young  Eagle,  when  his  stedfast  glance 

Meets  the  full  Sun-beam  in  his  upward  flight, 
So  thou  shalt  with  majestic  step  advance, 

And  fix  thy  dauntless  eye  on  Liberty  and  Light ! 

1801. 


EPITAPH 


On  Elizabeth f  wife  of  the  Rev»  Michael  Baxter ^ 

of  Tamworth*. 

BY    ANNA  "SEWARD. 

In  the  dark  list  of  agonizing  woes 

Severest  grief  the  human  bosom  knows 

Is  the  fond  Husband^s  lot,  ordain'd  to  lead 

His  Infants  round  their  Mother's  clay-cold  bed. 

Youth,  beauty,  virtue,  modesty's  mild  grace, 
Charms  of  the  mind,  irradiating  the  face, 
Cou'd  they  Eliza  have  reversed  thy  doom, 
Love  had  not  quench'd  his  torch  upon  thy  tomb. 

Too  early  Angel !  be  thy  bliss  the  balm 
This  wound  to  heal,  there  rebel  griefs  to  calm, 
Till  the  resigning  heart  shall  cease  to  mourn 
A  blighted  Lily  and  a  timeless  Urn  ! 

•  This  epitaph  was  written  at  the  request  of  the  Lady*s  hus- 
lland,  who  survived  her  but  a  short  time. 

VOL.  V.     '  H  h 
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TO  AMORET. 

WRITTEN  IN  1762- 
BY    F.   N.   C.    MUNDAVy    ESQ. 


I. 

Vaiw  is  the  thin  disguise  of  art, 
That  strives  to  hide  a  Lover's  heart ! 
No  guile,  no  cunning,  can  conceal 
The  self-betraying  flames  I  feel ; 
Forc'd  as  I  am  at  length  to  own 
What  to  the  world  has  long  been  known. 
My  folded  arms,  my  footsteps  slow, 
My  starting  tears,  my  looks  of  woe, 
These,  and  a  thousand  symptoms  prove 
That  much  I  suffer,  much  I  love. 

XL 

Then,  Amoret,  no  longer  feign 
Thyself  a  stranger  to  my  pain  ; 
Do  thou  appeal!  no  longer  blind 
To  what  is  seen  by  all  mankind : 
Ah,  who  but  marks,  when  thou  art  by. 
The  languor  of  my  doting  eye  ? 
The  frequent  changes  of  my  cheek  ? 
The  sighs  that  from  my  bosom  break  ? 
These,  and  a  thousand  s3niiptoms  tell  • 
'Tis  Amoret  1  love  so  well. 
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ELEGY 

To  the  River  Derwent,  at  Mathch  Bath, 
9th  September,  18052. 

BY   EYLES    IRWIN,    ESQ. 


Nymph  of  the  Moor !  who  first  to  Phcebus'  ray 
On  the  fam'd  Peak  unveil'st  thy  sapphire  breast; 

Thro'  sparry  dells,  unnoted,  win'st  thy  way, 
Till  Darley's  vale  embrace  his  welcome  guest : 

O  !  while  thy  tide  on  Chatsworth  throws  a  grace 
Unknown  to  all  his  costly  works  of  art ; 

The  eye  of  taste,  with  rapture,  kens  thy  race, 
Which  nor  his  fountains  nor  cascades  impart. 

On  Mary's  *  woes  while  Pity  haply  dwells. 
Who  there  some  hours  of  blighted  life  beguil'd ; 

Attention  catches  those  romantic  spells, 

Which,  to  his  lot,  aTALLARDf  reconciled — 

♦  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  was  kept  some  time  at  Chatsworth,  then 
the  property  of  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury.  A  suite  of  apartments* 
and  the  bed  in  which  she  slept,  are  still  pointed  out,  as  those  inha* 
bited  by  that  persecuted  Princess. 

t  Marshal  Tallard  visited  Chatsworth  during  his  parole  in  Eng- 
land after  the  battle  of  Blenheim.  A  neat  and  apposite  compli- 
ment to  its  beauties  has  been  attributed  to  him. 

Hh2 
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How  shall  the  Muse  the  fugitive  reprove, 

Who  boasts  her.  sex's  charms,  without  their  leaven; 

Fond  thro*  a  gay  admiring  world  to  move, 

While   CiiATSw  oRTii   lacks  the   influence  of  his 
Devon  ! 

So,  on  our  Parents*  sense,  when  first  the  view 
Of  Eden  burst,  array 'd  in  Spring's  fresh  green. 

Faint  was  its  odour — dead  its  vivid  hue, 

'Till  smird  abroad  the  charmer  of  the  scene ! 

Thy  banks  how  verdant,  as  thou  linger'st  there— 
And,  when  enforced  to  quit  the  magic  bounds, 

A  fertile  soil  divides,  thy  wealth  to  share. 

Where  Pan  and  Ceres  cheer  the  cultur'd  grounds. 

Hence  noisy  pleasures ;  and  tlic  giddy  throng ! 

Who  Folly's  ritrs,  in  haunts  sequestered  hail;  • 
Be  Fashion  mute  !—  ivhilo  Deuwent  steals  along 

In  silence,  eloquent,  thro'  Matlock's  dale  ! 

Or  if  a  sound  the  war  derer's  step  arrest, 
As  o'er  thy  woody  precipice  he  strolls ; 

Where  Nature  woos  him,  by  enchantment  drest — 
Illume  his  visions  with  the  lay  of  Bowles! 

Thy  poet,  Matlock  !  still  alive  to  fame. 

For  whom  no  more  shall  Flora's  painter  burn — 

Weep,  Derwent  !  weep  thy  sage's  attic  name^ 
And  bear  this  tril.ule  to  thy  Darwin's  urn 

While  lives  the  page  botanic,  dear  to  taste, 

Melodious  cadence,  images  sublime. 
Shall  Science  cherish  his  descriptions  chaste. 

And  Fancy  banquet  on  the  ncctar'd  rhime 
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By  Arkwright*  trained,  the  Arts  enrich  thy  tide; 

The  Loves  and  Muses  sanction  thy  renown ; 
Whatever  from  Beauty  beams  is  still  thy  pride, 

And  Genius'  choicest  gifts  thy  offspring  crown  I 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Between  the  pulpit  and  the  bar 
While  thus  you  hesitate  and  trifle, 

You're  growing  older  than  old  Parr : — 
Johnny,  indeed  you  waste  your  life  ill. 

If  toTv^ard  the  church  your  zeal  draws  strong, 
Three  curacies  are  just  now  vacant : 

If  not,  the  law  goes  on  ding  dong — 

Rouse  up,  and  try  what  you  can  make  on't. 

Let  us,  at  least,  an  effort  sec. — 

Be  something — any  thing,  for  money! 

Zounds!  while  you're  doubting  what  16  be, 
You're  likely  to  be  nothing,  Johnny. 

N,    B.    HALHED,    ESQ. 

♦  The  cotton-mills  of  the  hite  Sir  Richard  Arkwright,  at  M^U 
lock,  Bath,  are  a  monument  of  the  ingenuity  and  spirit  of  Britons. 
The  profits  of  this  magnificent  undertaking  are  said  to  produce 
70,0001.  annually  to  his  family  ! 

II  h  3 
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ODE  TO  LOVE. 

BY    THE    LATE    REV.   J,   WALTERS,    A.  B. 


Young  Love,  no  more  I  sing  thy  praise, 
Thou  tyrant  of  my  early  days, 
Descending  with  ungenerous  art 
To  wound  a  youth's  unguarded  heart. 
Nor  seldom  wont  to  bring  with  thee 
Sleepless,  bleeding  Jealousy. 
Now  if,  thus  plac'd  beyond  thy  reach. 
What  fancy  prompts,  or  books  can  teach 
With  curious  thirst  my  mind  enquires, 
And  the  pale  lamp  too  soon  expires  ; 
Now  on  my  brow  sit  thought  and  care, 
Laugh  at  thy  arts,  and  drive  thee  far. 
My  cautious  heart  denies  thee  room, 
Tho'  bold  with  Solitude  thou  come. 

Or  when  1  follow  thro*  the  shades 
Echo  and  Silence,  sister  Maids, 
And  every  Harmony  that  roves 
The  quiet  o^  poetic  groves  ; 
If  the  blest  Muse  hath  sprinkled  me 
With  holy  drops  of  Castaly, 
With  thee  I  pass  the  Sportive  day. 
And  with  thy  flames  securely  pla}', 
As  whilom  thou,  in  courts  above. 
Handling  the  fiery  bolts  of  Jove, 
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ODE. 

THE  RETREAT  OF  FANCY. 

BY   THE    LATE    REV.   W.    B.   STEVENS, 


The  phantom  glories  move  no  more ; 
The  spell  is  broke — the  charm  is  o'er— 
Away  the  shadowy  sorceries  fly, 
That  stole  their  life  from  Fancy's  eye ; 

Mark,  as  her  flowery  step  retreats, 
Mark,  as  her  lyre  restrains  its  fairy  tone, 

The  angel  host,  and  bliss-embowering  seats, 
And  gleams  from  Inspiration's  heaven  are  flown ; 

Where,  gazing  once,  entranc'd  Attention  caught 

His    rich-adorned    rhyme,    and    soul-enchantii  g 
thought. 

The  credulous  Hopes  in  mockery  crown'd, 
Aspiring  Errors  vaunting  round, 
Mourn  o'er  the  pageant,  as  she  flies 
With  wings  involved  in  misty  skies ; 

The  mind  that  lov'd  her  languid  lay 
Exhausted  of  each  fair  and  manly  aim, 

Pines  in  the  shades  of  at)athy  away ; 
A  dream,  a  wish  at  best,  her  lifeless  claim ; 

While  Youth  laments  the  blossoms  of  his  prime 

By  Folly's  rash  hand  cropt,ereyet  matur'd  byTij»'.« 

u  h  4 
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Ah  blest  of  heaven  !  what  dauntless  Power, 
Warring  against  the  wizard  bower, 
With  radiant  arm  the  spell  unwound, 
And  loosed  the  sprites  in  darkness  bound? 

Lo,  champions  of  cek'stial  ki;id  ! 
Truth's  sun-bright  shield  dispels  the  hovering  shade, 

Experience  marks  the  districts  of  the  mind  ; 
And  Reason  leads,  in  well-rang'd  file  displayed, 

Ilor  armed  words;  the  empire  to  maintain 

Which  Nature  reassumes,  a  free  but  social  reign. 

With  soul-subliming  spirit  blest, 

O  Sovereign !  touch  my  kindling  breast ; 

The  energies  of  life  return, 

And  all  the  bosom  .feelings  burn  ; 

The  death-dark  shadows  wave  no  more, 
Where  ch)yster\l  Sloth,  usurping  Virtue's  name, 

Breathi's  his  mysterious  thoughts  in  whisper'd  lore. 
To  lure  faint  Travellers  from  the  walks  of  Fame  ; 

Wide  round  his  couch  wan  Solitude  prevails 

Shame  at  his  footstep  barks,  his  life-blood  Want 
assails. 


EPIGRAM. 

When  Jove  on  Hymen  did  bestow 
The  pow'r  o'er  nuptials  to  preside, 
He,  to  his  brother  of  the  bow, 
Said — "  You  for  me  the  chains  provide/' 
With  roses,  of  a  purple  glow, 
Love  the  flow'ry  bunds  composes. 
But  bcinij  blind,  he  did  not  know 
The  thorns  to  separate  from  the  roses  ; 
Hence  comes  it  even  the  happiest  pair^ 
Is  subject  to  the  hours  of  care  ? 
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TO  THE  CRICKET. 

An  Anacreontic,  y)'07»  Vincent  Bourne. 

BY  THE  LATE  REV.  T.  COLE. 


Sprightly  Cricket,  chirping  still 
Merry  mu^ic,  short  and  shrill ; 
In  my  kitchen  lake  thy  rest 
As  a  truly  welcome  guest ; 
For  no  evils  shall  betide 
Those  with  whom  thou  dost  reside. 
Kor  shall  thy  good-omen'd  strain 
E'er  salute  my  ear  in  vain ; 
With  the  best  I  can  invent, 
I'll  requite  the  compliment; 
Like  thy  sonnets.  Til  repay 
Little  sonnets,  quick  and  gay. 

Thou,  an  harmless  inmate  deem'd, 
And  by  housewives  much  esteemM, 
Wilt  not  pillage  ior  thy  diet, 
Kor  deprive  us  of  our  quiet ; 
Like  the  horrid  rat  voracious, 
Or  the  lick'rish  mouse  sagacious: 
Like  the  herd  of  vermin  base. 
Or  the  pilfering  reptile  race  : 
But  content  art  thou  to  dwell 
Li  thy  ciiimney-corner  cell ; 
There,  unse*.  n,  we  hear  thee  greet 
Safe,  and  suug,  thy  native  heat. 
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Thou  art  happier,  happier  far. 
Than  the  happy  grasshopper, 
Who,  by  nature,  doth  partake 
Something  of  thy  voice  and  make. 
Skipping  lightly  o'er  the  grass, 
As  her  sunny  minutes  pass. 
For  a  summer  month,  or  two. 
She  can  sing,  and  sip  the  dew ; 
But  at  Christmas,  as  in  May, 
Thou  art  ever  brisk  and  gay ; 
Thy  continued  song  we  hear. 
Trilling,  trilling,  all  the  year. 

EVry  day  and  ev'ry  night, 
Bring  to  thee  the  same  delight ; 
Winter,  summer,  cold,  or  hot. 
Late,  or  early,  matters  not ; 
Mirth  and  music  still  declare. 
Thou  art  ever  void  of  care. 
Whilst  with  sorrows,  and  with  fears, 
We  destroy  our  days  and  years ; 
Thou,  with  constant  joy  and  song, 
Ev'ry  minute  dost  prolong. 
Making  thus  thy  little  span 
Longer  than  the  age  of  man. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Full  twenty  years,  through  all  the  courts, 
One  craving  process  George  supports. 
You're  mad,  George — twenty  years !  you're  mad : 
— ^A  nonsuit  s  always  to  be  had. 

N.  B.  HALHEP,  ESQ* 
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ELEGY. 


Away  !  ye  fading  dreams  of  promised  joy, 
Which  youthful  Fancy's  glowing  pencil  drew ; 

For  Truth  has  dared  your  phantoms  to  destroy, 
And  strike  the  bright  enchantment  from  my  view. 

In  vain  may  Hope  her  flowery  prospects  spread, 
And  point  to  scenes,  at  distance  only  fair ; 

Once  did  I  follow  where  the  flatt'rer  led, 

Once  strove  to  clasp  her,  and  embraced — Despair ! 

Seek'st  thou,  what  rais'd  my  tow'ring  thoughts  so  high, 
And  fram'd  the  hopes  that  did  my  heart  beguile  ? 

It  was  the  witchery  of  a  woman's  eye, 
It  was  the  sweetness  of  a  woman's  smile. 

And  what  o'erturn'd  the  fabric  Hope  had  rais'd, 
And  pluck'd  thy  soaring  expectation  down  ? 

It  was  that  eye  where  fierce  resentment  blaz'd ; 
It  was  th'  unkindness  of  a  woman's  frown. 

Yes  !  when  affection's  infant  seeds  were  sown 
Beneath  the  favouring  sunshine  of  her  e3^e,    • 

She  scorn'd  the  bloom  its  fostering  beams  had  blown, 
Withdrew  its  light,  and  left  the  flower  to  die ! 

BELFAST,  z,   X. 
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ODK 


BY    MK.    SHAW. 


9 


O  Travellers!  who  shall  chance  to  stray, 
Where  through  this  wood  the  fountain  glides, 

Deride  ye  not  the  man  1  pray, 

Who  in  these  lonely  shades  abides. 

Haply  more  gay  scenes  ye  admire, 

The  splendid  court,  the  crouded  town, 

Haply  to  greatness  ye  aspire, 

With  Fame's  fair  wreaths  your  brows  to  crown. 

Yet  may  ye  not  uncourteous  blame. 

Or  scorn,  as  through  these  walks  ye  haste, 

The  hermit  shunning  state  and  fame. 
Who  loves  in  woods  his  days  to  waste. 

• 

O  !  rather,  if  your  feet  his  banks, 
Oi  if  your  taste  his  fruits  delight,  . 

O  !  rather,  strangers,  with  due  thanks, 
And  wishes  meet  his  gifts  requite. 

Pray  that  the  noxious  blasts  impure 

His  plants  and  tender  Howers  may  spare. 

That  his  green  vine  may  shoot  secure, 
With  clusters  to  reward  his  care. 
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Pray  that  the  murmuring  spring,  whose  streams 
His  thirst  allay,  may  still  be  clear. 

That  the  smooth  banks  where  oft  he  dreams 
Soft  moss  may  cover  through  the  year. 

So  shall  he  pray,  that  not  in  vain 

Ye  may  aspire  to  state  or  power. 
That  ye  Fame's  brightivst  palms  may  gain, 

That  kings  on  you  their  gifts  may  shower* 

So  shall  he  pray  amidst  the  show 
Of  courts,  or  cities  where  ye  dwell, 

That  ye  that  calm  delight  may  know 
Which  visits  him  in  his  lone  cell. 


INSCRIPTION. 

AN  AUTUxMNAL  EVENING. 

B\^    THE    LATE    REV.    JOIIX    WALTERS,    ^.  B. 

Heue,  where  the  oak  with  mighty  arms  outspread. 
Lifts  his  romantic  arch  above  my  head. 
While  yet  each  gladdening  prospect  Autumn  yields. 
And  streams  a  mellowing  lustre  o'er  the  fields, 
While  fainter  gleams  the  blue  horizon  bound, 
As  mild  and  pensive  Evening  closes  round, 
Serenely  sheltered  from  the  gentle  shower, 
Here  let  me  sit  and  muse  the  lonely  hour* 
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THE 


HIGHLAND  BARD'S  INCANTATION. 


FROM    THE   GAELIC. 


The  forest  of  Glen  more  is  drear. 

It  is  all  of  black  pine,  and  the  dJirk  oak-tree  ; 
And  the  midnight  wind,  to  the  mountain  deer, 

Is  whistling  the  forest-lullaby  ; — 
Tke  Moon  looks  through  the  drifting  storm. 
But  the  troubled  lake  reflects  not  her  form, 
For  the  waves  roll  whitening  to  tlic  land, 
And  dash  against  the  shelvy  strand. 

There  is  a  voice  among  the  trees 

That  mingles  with  the  jrroaninff  oak — 

That  mingles  with  the  stormy  breeze. 

And  the  lake-waves  dashing  against  the  rock ; — 

There  is  a  voice  within  the  wood, 

The  voice  of  the  Bard  in  fitful  mood, 

His  s(msi  was  louder  than  the  blast, 

As  the  Bard  of  Glen  more  through  the  forest  past. 

"  Wake  ye  from  your  sleep  of  death, 
Minstrels  aiul  Bauds  of  other  days! 

For  the  midnight  wind  is  on  the  heath, 
And  the  midnight  meteors  dimly  blaze^ 
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The  spectre  with  the  bloody  hand  *, 
In  wandering  through  the  wild  woodland ; 
The  Owl  and  the  Raven  are  mute  for  dread, 
And  the  time  is  meet  to  awake  the  dead ! 

"  Souls  of  the  mighty  !  wake  and  say, 
To  what  high  strain  your  harps  were  strung, 

When  Lochlin  plough*d  her  billowy  way, 
And  on  your  shores  her  Norsemen  flung  ? 

Her  Norsemen,  train'd  to  spoil  and  blood, 

Skiird  to  prepare  the  Raven's  food  ! 

All  by  your  harpings  doom'd  to  die 

On  bloody  Largs  and  LoNCAUTYf,   • 

"  Mute  are  ye  all  ?  No  murmurs  strange, 

Upon  the  midnight  breeze  sail  by ; 
Nor  thro'  the  pines  with  whistling  change, 

Mimic  the  harp's  wild  harmony ! 
Mute  are  ye  now  ? — Ye  ne'er  were  mute, 
When  Murder  with  his  bloody  foot. 
And  Rapine  with  his  iron  hand. 
Were  hovering  near  your  mountain  strand. 

"  O  yet  awake,  the  strain  to  tell ; 

By  ev'ry  deed  in  song  cnroll'd, 
By  every  Chief  who  fought  or  fell, 

For  Albion's  weal,  in  battle  bold  ; — 
From  CoiLGACH  I,  first  who  roU'd  his  car, 
Through  the  deep  ranks  of  Roman  war, 

♦  The  forest  of  Glenmore  is  haunted  by  a  spirit  called  Lham* 
«learg  or  Red-Hand. 

t  Where  the  Norwegian  Invader   of  Scotland  received   tw« 
bloody  defeats. 

X  The  Galgacus  of  Tacitus. 
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To  him  of  veteran  memory  dear. 
Who  victor  died  on  Aboukir  ! 

"  By  all  their  swords,  by  all  their  scars. 

By  all  their  names,  a  mighty  spell ; 
By  all  their  wounds,  by  all  ihcir  wars, 

Arise  the  mighty  strain  to  tell ; 
For  fiercer  than  the  Saxon  train, 
More  savage  than  the  ruthless  Dane, 
More  grasping  than  all-grasping  Rome, 
Gaul's  ravening  legions  hither  come !" 

The  wind  is  hush'd,  and  still  the  lake — 
Strange  murmurs  fill  ray  tingling  ears, 

Bristles  my  hair,  my  sinews  quake, 
At  the  dread  voice  of  other  years — 

When  targets  clashed,  and  bugles  rung, 

And  blades  round  warriors*  heads  xverejlungj 

T'he  foremost  of  the  band  iccrc  we. 

And  hynvid  the  joys  of  Liberty  ! 

THOMAS    THE 'RHYMER. 

Cot  below  the  Cairn,  Sept.  19,  1805. 
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POETRY. 


'   'I  ■"        ■    ■■—*■  i-u:- 
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-1   .  ■      4 

EPIC  AND  HEROIC  POEMS.  '' 


.  ■  Ik. 


Modoc.    By  Robert  Sduthey.    4to.  pp.  MTn 

There  are  certain  croakers  who  perpetiisclly  exclaim 
that  poetical  genius,  if  not  wholly  extinct,  i^,  4t'  Hes^^ 
rapidly  declining.     With  all  due  submission  t^th^^i 
sapient  gen tlc^men J  we  must  beg  \esv^  to  dissent  frotfr' 
their  melancholy  xlogmas.     We  ^kcknoWledge,  indeed/' 
that.more  bad  verse  is  now  written  than  was  e?er  writ* 
ten  at  any  one  peHod  before,  but  theywill  gain'ivo* ' 
thing  by  this  concession,  for  we  conoeive  the  abtafv^^ 
dance  of  trash  to  arise  solely  from  there  being  now^O'^ 
great  a  number  of  persons  who  attempt  to  shtiie  III 
verae.     The  counterfeit  coinagie  Jias  increased^  buV  iSsS 
quantity  of  sterling  money  has  ii6t  beeA  d)nikn^«4l, ' 
We  do  not  stand  alone- in  this  opinion.   It  Wfls  succei^ 
fully  maintained  by  an  elegant  writer- (Dr.  Drake)  at 
a  time  even  when  the  weight  of  evidence  was  not  qaite 
so  preponderant  in  the  scale  of  modern  poetry  as  it  ndW 
is.    Tne  "  Madoc"  of  Mr.  Sonthey  affords  a  new  proof 
that  the  genuine  race  of  bards  still  exists.     Our  con- 
fined limits  will  not  allow  us  to  say  much  upon  this 
noJble  poem.    Were  we  to  assert  that  ^*  Madoc''  has 
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no  imperfections^  ^e  should,  of  course,  expose  our* 
selves  to  ridicule  ;  but  we  will  boldly  declare,  that  we 
are  unable  to  point  out  any  modem  poem,  of  equal 
length,  which  has  more  to  praise  and  less  to  blame. 
Mr.  Sou  they  possessed  the  dreative  mind  of  a  real  poet, 
with  the  power  to  embody  his  lofty  conceptions  in  ap- 
propriate language,  and  in  verse  which  has  a  freedom 
and  harmony  not  often  rivalled  by  his  contemporary 
writers.  We  hope  soon  to  see  "  Madoc'*  printed  in  i^ 
form  which  will  give  to  it  a  circulation  more  extensive 
than  a  splendid- quarto  cs^n  possibly  attain.    ' 

The  Lafqftke  Last  ^Imstrel^  a  Poem;  hy  Walter  Scott, 
,,    .        Esq.    2d  Edition,  8vo.  pp.  334. 

^^  Th£  Lay  of  the  J^ast  Minstrer  furnishes  another 
bcillianX  and  decisive  evidence  to  substantiate  the  doc^ 
trine  which  we  maintained  in  our  brief  notice  of 
*^  Madoc/'  It  is  a  romance  which  irriesistibly  seises 
upoii  and  holds  captive  the  reader's  attention.  The 
sce4ie,  of  action  is  on  the  borders  of  Scotland.  Every 
page  of  the  poem  bears  ample  testimony  to  Mr.  Scott's 
powers  of  fancy,  description,  and  language.  His  metre 
bus  great  force  and  variety,  so  much  variety,  indeed, 
thftit  iA  ba9  afforded  a  subject  of  cavil  to  some  persons 
wko  seem  to  think  that  there  is  no  other  criterion  of 
verse  than  what  is.afforded  to  them  by  the  ends  of  their 
fingers.  We  hftve  also  beard  an  objection  made  to  the 
n^mes  of  Mr.  Scott's  characters  ;  and  the  same  objec^ 
tion  has  been  urged  against  some  of  the  heroes  in 
**  Madoc.''  What  other  names  than  such  as  arie  Welch 
and  Scotch  should  be  given  to  the  natives  of  Wales  and 
Scotland?  Is  it  proposed  to  substitute  in  their  place 
the  pretty  pastoral  jsppeUatjons  of  Damon  and  peli^, 
jStrephon  and  Chloe  f 
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fabUs :  Vol.  IT.  containing  Cambiiscan,  Ian  Heroic  Poem^ 
in  Six  Books :  founded  upon  and  comprizing  a  fret 
Imitation  of  Chaucer's  Fragment  on  thai  Subject,  By 
Richard  fVharton,  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  199* 

In  our  volume  for  1804  we  noticed  the  first  volume 
of  Mr.  Wharton's  fables,  and  expressed  a  wish  that  he 
might  be  tempted  to  proceed  with  what  he  had  so  welL 
begun.  That  wish  is  now  gratified.  Mr.  Wharton 
has  chosen  the  arduous  task  of  completing  "  the  stofy 
of  Cambuscan  bold."  We  congratulate  him  on  his 
success  \  and  to  have  succeeded  iii  such  an  attempt  is 
no  small  praise.  Mr.  Wharton  displays  in  his  poem, 
a  brilliant  imagination,  a  great  command  of  poetical 
language  and  imagery,  and  a  bold  and  harmonious 
vel^ification. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POETRV. 

The  tfanderer  of  Switzerland,  and  other  Poans,  by  James 
Montgomery.     Small  8vo.  pp.  175. 

If  "  thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn/' 
and  a  style  of  versification  at  once  musical  and  vigor^ 
ous,  will  authorize  a  writer  to  assume  the  high  title  of 
a  poetj  that  title  Mr.  Montgomery  may  justfy  assume. 
He  is  indeed  no  minor  bard  *,  but  strikes  the  lyre  with 
a  master  hand.  There  is  a  boldness  in  his  idfeas,  and 
an  energy  in  his  expression  of  them,  which  cannot  be 
too  much  admired.  He  never,  like  some  persons,  wire* 
draws  a  thought  till  it  loses  all  its  strength.  His  style 
has  a  masculine  yet  .elegant  simplicity.  Originality 
also  is  one  of  his  most  striking  merits.     He  trusts  to 
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the  stores  of  his  o^ivn  imagination,  and  is  little,  if  at 
&%  indebted  to  any  preceding  author.  Those  who 
haye  read,  iu  the  Poetical  Register,  a  few  of  his  poems, 
iteider  the  signature  of  Alcaeus,  will  not,  we  are  con- 
vinced, dissent  from  our  .opinion. 

The  Spirit  ofDisctycery;  or  the  Conquest  of  Ocean,  A 
Poenif  in  Five  Books,  with  Notes,  Historical,^  and 
lUustrativc,  By  the  Rec.  W.  L.  Bowles,  Small 
8vo.  pp.  254. 

The  name  of  Bowles  will  lead  the  reader  to  expect 
a  poem  of  merit,  and  this  expectation  will  be  grati- 
fied by  "  The  Spirit  of  Discovery,"  which,  though, 
unequal,  does  great  honour  to  the  genius  of  its  author* 
Of  one  thing,  however,  we  must  complain.  Much  too 
large  a  portion  of  the  volume  (nearly  ninety  pages) 
is  taken  up  by  notes  from  books ;  and  from  books  to 
which  a  reference  would  have  been  sufficient.  Some 
writers  would  receive  our  thanks  were  they  to  give 
twice  as  many  notes  as  Mr.  Bowles  has  given,  but  from 
Mr.  Bowles  we  had  rather  be  favoured  with  original 
eonlposition. 

The  Crisis :  or  the  Progress  of  Revolutionary  Principles, 
'    a.  Poem,  hy  William  Peebles,  D,  D.     8vo.  pp.  192. 

Tbere  are  certain  poems,  and  the  family  is  a  nu- 
merous one,  which  take  no  hold  of  the  memory.  When 
the  reader  has,  with  much  perseverance,  read  one  of 
ihese  to  the  end,  he  is  unable  to  recollect  a  single  line 
of  it.  Dr.  Peebles'  composition  is  of  this  unfortunate 
kind.  It  has  no  warmth,  no  animation.  Mr.  Maurice,^ 
a  few  years  since,  publislTed  a.  poem,  which  had  the 
same  title  as  the  book  now  review^d^  but  which  wa^ 
highly  poetical. 
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The  Sabbath,  a  Pom ;  to  which  are  added  Sabbath  Vf^alh, 
By  Jtanes  Grahame.  3d  Edition,  smdl  8vo.  pp.  136. 

This  poem,  as  its  having  so  soon  reached  a  third 
edition  abundantly  testifies,  has  beeh  stamped  with 
the  seal  of  public  approbation ;  an  Approbation  which 
its  merits  well  deserve.  It  is  at  once  pious  and  poeti* 
cai.  Many  passages,  both  of  sentiment  and  descrip-^ 
tion,  are  beautifully  conceived  and  expressed ;  and  tne 
versification,  though  not  without  occasional  negligent 
cies,  has  much  spirit  and  elegance. 

Metrical  Tales,  and  other  Poems.    By  Robert  Southey* 

Small  8vo.  pp*  203. 

"  Let  them,"  says  Mr.  Southey,  speaking  of  these 
poems,  '^  be  considered  as  the  desultory  production^ 
of  a  man  sedulously  employed  upon  better  things.* 
As  such  we  consider  them.  Like  every  thing  from  the 
pen  of  Mr.  Southey  they  often  display  indubitable 
mark's  of  superior  genius  ;  but  they  will  not^  generally 
speaking,  bear  a  comparison  with  his  other  short  ptCN 
ductions. 

The  Woodman's  Tale,  after  the  manner  of  Spenser.  To 
which  are  added  other  Poems,  chiefly  Narrative  and 
Lyric,  and  the  Royal  Message,  a  Drama,  by  the  Reo*, 
Henry  Boyd,  a.  m.  Translator  of  the  Divma  Comedm 
of  Dante ;  Vicar  qf'Drumgarth  in  Ireland,  and  Chap* 
lam  to  the  Right  Hon,  Lord  Viscount  ChatlevUle.  8yo« 
pp.  475. 

The  causes  and  the  baneful  consequences  of  In- 
temperance form  the  subject  and  the  moral  of  *'  The 
Woodman's  Tale/'  which  is  written  in  the  stanza  of 
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Spenser.  Mr.  lioyd  is  no  unworthy  followef  cf  th^ 
great  bard  whom  he  has  chosen  for  his  modeL  He 
has  manifested  in  his  allegorical  talc  much  invention, 
much  power  of  vivid  description,  and  command  of 
poetical  language.  Hov  is  he  less  successful  in  the 
construction  of  Spenser's  stanza.  Among  the  smaller 
poems  the  Milesian  tales  claim  pre->emincnce  in  merit. 
The. drama  contains  passages  of  great  beauty,  and  its 
versification  is  at  once  flowing  and  masculine. 

Poems,     Bj/  RdIkHus,     Small  8vo.  pp.  128. 

Had  the  anthor  of  this  volume  printed  only  a  few 
copies  for  distribution  among  his  private  friends,  he 
would  have  done  wisely.  Though  it  might  then,  per- 
haps, have  bei»n  whispered  that  his  poems  seldom  rose 
above  mediocrity,  he  would  have  escaped  the  severity 
of  public  criticism.  Uobertus  appeal's  to  be  an  ardent 
worshipper  of  Bacchus,  Love,  and  the  Muses."  Loye 
and  Bacchus  seem  to  regard  him  with  a  favourable  eye, 
but  the  Muses  are  by  no  means  propitious  to  him. 

Poems.  By  P.  L.  Courtier.  Vol.  II.  Small  Svo.  pp.  155. 

In  the  Poetical  Register  for  1804  we  reviewed  the 
third  edition  of  Mr.  Courtier's  first  volume,  and  be- 
stowed on  it  that  praise  which  it  justly  merited.  The 
productions  which  he  then  gave  to  the  world  were 
chiefly  of  a  serious  character :  he  was  the  poet  of  me- 
/iitation  and  solitude,  llis  strains  are  now  devoted  to 
Love  an.l  Beauty.  Many  authors,  who  had  been  emi- 
nently succesbtul  in  the  graver  style  of  poetry,  have 
failed  of  success  in  the  lighter  species  of  metrical  conv- 
position,  Mr.  Courtier  is  more  fortunate.  He  touches 
the  playful  lyre  with  much  elegance  and  spirit.    His 
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poems,  with  fev^  exceptions,  are  happily  imagined  ;» 
their  style  is  unaffected  and  perspicuous ;  and  the  ver* 
sification  polished  and  musical. 

.  Ballads,  by  William  Uaylty,  Esq.  founded  on  Anecdotes 
trlating  to  Animals ;  mth  Frmfs,  designed  and  en- 
graved  by  JFilliajn  Blake,    Small  8vo.  pp.  212« 

These  ballads  are  designed  for  young  persons,  into 
whose  hands  they  may  certainly  be  put  with'  the  hope 
of  advantage,  as  they  tend  to  promote  a  spirit  of  hu- 
manity towards  the  animal  creation.  The  verse,  though 
sometimes  careless,  is  sufficiently  flowing.  A  part  of 
these  ballads  was  published  in  a  quarto  form  three 
years  ago. 

PoemSf  chiefly  in  the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  the  Rev.  James 
Nicol    Small  Svo.  2  Vols.  pp.  390. 

The  poetical  talents  of  Mr,  Nicol  are  of  a  respect- 
able order.  His  poems  contain  many  spirited  and  well- 
turned  passages,  and  much  picturesque  descriptiotu 
He  is,  however,  somewhat  too  diffuse.  A  few  pieces 
in  his  volumes  might  be  advantageously  omitted^  as 
might  also  some  lines,  not  quite  delicate,  iu  one  or  two 
"  of  his  other  compositions. 

Original  Sdnnets  and  other  small  Poems,    By  Anna  Marin 
Smallpiece.     Small  Svo.  pp.  182.' 

To  encourage  young  authors  when,  consistently 
with  our  duty,  encouragement  can  be  given,  is  alwayii 
gratifying  to  our  feelings.  Glad  should  we  be  could 
we  now  indulge  ourselves  in  the  language  of  praise. 
This,  however,  we  cannot  do.  We  hope  the  authoress 
of  this  volume  will  forgive  us  for  the  harshness  of  otft 
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■dvk^e,  but,  er<^ii  should  she  refuse  her  forgiveness,  we 
mttst  advise  her,  Seriously  advis<i  her,  to  renounce  all 
expectation  of  ever  being  considered  as  a  favourite  of 
the  Muses. 

Pipem  and  Tldys.  By  Mrs.  West ;  Author  fif  ^^  A  Tale 
of  the  Times;'  '*  A  Gossip's  Story,"  ^c.  ^.  Vols. 
Ill  and  IV.     Small  8vo.  pp.  543. 

A  great  variety  of  style  may  be  found  in  these  vo- 
lumes^ and  in  every  style  which  she  has  attempted  the* 
atttboress  has  acquitted  herself  in  a  manner  deserving 
of  approbation.  Her  poem^,  very  frequently  vigorous 
in  thought  and  expression,  and  always  elegant,  will 
afford  much  satisfaction  to  the  reader  of  taste. 

Amatory  Poems,  with  Translations  and  Imitations  from 
Ancient  Amatory  Authors,     Snjall  8vo.  pp.  64. 

The  author  of  these  poems  is  of  the  school  of  Tho- 
mas Little.  He  is  indeed  so  close  an  imitator  of  his 
master,  that  should  his  productions  be  mistaken  for 
those  of  the  master  hiniself,  the  error  would  not  be 
unpardonable.  His  style  is  polished  and  spirited.  As 
to  his  morals  we  must  advise  him  to  mend  them. 

The  Rural  Sabbath,  a  Poem,  in  four  Books  ;  and  other 
Poems.     By  WUliam  Cochin.     Small  8vo.  pp.  183. 

This  poem  breathes  such  a  spirit  of  piety,  and  con- 
tains such  wholesome  doctrines,  as  canndt  fail  to  gra- 
tify and  benefit  a  serious  reader.  Nor,  though  too 
frequently  tame  and  incorrect,  is  the  poetry  quite  un- 
worthy of  the  subject.  Many  passages  occur  which 
may  be  perused  with  pleasure  even  by  the  fastidious 
cfritlc.  The  author  is  no  more.  He  died  at  Kendal, 
in*  the  year  1801. 
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Poems  and  Ftays^  by  WilUam  Bichardson',  a»  m«  Profesior 
of'  Humanity  in  the  University  of  Glasgow.  A  New 
Edition.     Small  8vo.     2  Vols.  pp.  458. 

Most  of  the  poems  contained  in  these  volumes  have 
hcmr  many  years  before  the  pablse,  and  have  receiveil 
that  distinguished  share  of  applause,  to  which  we  thyik 
them,  fully  entitled.  There-  is  nothing  forced  or  affected 
in  the  compositions  of  Professor  Richardson ;  nor  do 
they  ever  descend  to  languor  and  insipidity ;  they  are 
natural,  elegant,  and  anima«ted. 

The  Progress  of  Rejincment,  an  Allegorical  Poem  :  niik 
other  Poems,  By  the  Rev,  WUliam  GiUtspie^  Small 
8vo.  pp.232. 

We  have  received  much  pleasure  from  Mr.  Gilles- 
pie's *'  Progress  of  Refinement/'  and  we  recommend 
it  to  the  perusal  of  our  readers.  Mr.  Oillespie  has  a 
poetical  mind,  and  no  mean  power  of  clothing  his  idea» 
in  elegant  and  expressive  language.  His  versification 
also  possesses  both  grace  and  spirit. 

Sonnets,  and  other  Poems :  to  which  are  added  Tales  t» 
Prose^     Small  8vo,  pp.  126\ 

The  claims. advanced  in  the  preface  by  the  lady  from 
whose  pen  tliis  volume  proceeds,  are  of  a  very  humble 
kind.  She  declares  that  she  has  no  hopes  or  expecta- 
tions beyond  an  exemption  from  the  severity  of  criti- 
cism. We  on  our  parts  are  well  disposed  to  grant  what 
she  wishes.  There  is  indeed  no  occasion  for  severity. 
Her  verses,  though  they  never  display  the  higher  gnaceft- 
of  poetry,  are  unaffected  and  pleasing. 
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The  Pleasitr(v  of  Love :  being  Amatory  PoemSy  original 
and  translated,  from  the  Asiatic  and  European  Lan^ 
guages.  By  G.  W.  FitzuiHiam,  Esq.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  188. 

This  volume  is  a  selection  from  the  mass  of  ama- 
tory poetry  in  diifvrent  languages.  The  public  is  al-' 
ready  acquainted  with  the  greater  part  of  the  poems 
which  it  contains.  It  is  but  justice,  however,  to  say 
that  the  compiler  has  executed  his  task  in  a  very  re- 
spectable manner,  and  that  his  volume,  therefore,  is 
worthy  of  admission  into  the  library  of  a  person  of  poe« 
tical  taste 


I 


Poems  by  Laura  Sophia  Temple.    Small  8vo.  pp.  192. 

Miss  Temple  is  certainly  not  without  a  respectable 
ortion  of  poetical  talent,  but  she  is  much  too  care- 
ess.  Some  of  the  pieces  in  her  volume  might  have 
been  omitted  with  advantage,  and  a  very  little  trouble 
bestowed  upon  a  part  of  the  others  would  have  done 
them  no  small  service,  bhc  is 'too  diffuse,  and  too 
fond  of  particular  epithets.  Yet,  notwithstanding 
these  faults,  her  volume  may  be  read  with  pleasure : 
it  bears  honourable  testimony  in  favour  both  of  her 
head  and  her  heart. 

Fatal  Curiosity  :  or  the  Vision  of  Sylvester.  A  Poem :  tn 
Three  Books,  By  Joseph  Bounden.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  112. 

Sylvester,  the  hero  of  this  poem,  is  a  man  who 
ardently  wishes  to  pry  into  the  secrets  of  futurity.  His 
wish  is  at  last  gratified,  in  a  dream,  by  his  *^  guardian 
spirit,"  and  the  consequence  is,  that,  shocked  by  the 
gloomy  prospect  before  him,  he  puts  an  end  to  his  ex- 
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ktencc.  Of  this  poem  the  moral  is  unexceptionable, 
and  the  execution^  on  the  whole,  not  unworthy  of 
praise. 

The  Rustic  ;  a  Poem,  in  Four  Cantos.    By  Ewan  Clatk. 

Small  8vo.  pp.  lip. 

This  poem  is  not  so  much  a  delineation  of  rural 
manners  generally,  as  of  those  manners  in  the  county 
of  Cumberland. .  It  contains  nevertheless  much  that  is 
applicable  to  rustic  life  in  all  situations.  The  picture 
is  frequently  drawn  with  great  truth,  and  coloured 
with  some  degree  of  skill.  It  is  certainly  far  mure  in- 
teresting, to  the  lover  of  nature,  than  the  sickening 
round  of  Damons  and  Phillises  which  we  are  compelled 
to  contemplate  from  the  self-named  tribe  of  pastoral 
poets.  It  must  not,  however,  be  concealed  that  Mr. 
Clark  is  sometin^cs  slovenly  in  his  composition.  Per- 
haps the  candid  critic  may  be  inclined  to  make  a  little 
allowance  for  the  faults  of  a  m^n  who  like  Mr.  Clark 
haS  attained  his  seventieth  year. 

Poetic  Sketches.    Ay  T.  Gent,     Small  8vo.  pp.  120. 

To  flatter  Mr.  Gent  with  the  hope  of  attaining  erti- 
nence  as  a  poet,  would  neither  do  credit  to  ourselves 
nor  service  to  him.  His  verses,  however,  are  tolerably 
flowing,  and  contain  some  good  thoughts,  not  ill-ex- 
pressed. We  think  that  he  succeeds  much  better  in  lu- 
dicrous than  in  serious  subjects. 

London  Cries  ;  or  Pictures  of  Tumult  and  Distress :  A 
Poem.  To  which  is  added  the  Hall  of  Pedant ry.  With 
Notes.     Small  8vo.  pp.  75. 

There  is  more  merit  in  this  little  volume  than  the 
title  page  would  lead  us  to  expect.    The  "  cries"  ^re 
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noty  fts  might  be  expected^  merely  thote  of  itintrsDl 
traders.  The  reader  will  find  much  pointed  satire, 
good  sense,  and  poetical  description. 

All  Smnt^s  Church,  Derhy :  A  Focm.    By  John  Edwards, 

4to.  pp.  44. 

There  are  some  incorrectnesses,  and  some  languid 
passages,  in  this  poem  ;  but  it,  neycrtheless,  indicates 
its  author  to  possess  talents  which,  if  properly  culti- 
vated, may  entitle  him  to  a  respectable  station  amoi^g 
the  minor  poets.  His  imagery  is  frequently  vivid  and 
picturesque ;  be  has  a  tolerable  command  of  language; 
and  his  verse,  which  is  blank  verse,  is  constructed 
with  more  skill  than  most  of  the  unrhymed  metre  which 
our  annual  duty  compels  us  to  read. 

Chrisfs  Lamenfatioji  over  Jerusalem.  A  Seatoniast  Prize 
Poem,  By  Charles  Peers,  Fjsq,  a.  M.  and  F.  s.  a.  (^ 
Si,  Johris  College,    4to.  pp.  15. 

The  Seaton  Prize  has  not,  of  late,  displayed  much 
of  animating  influence.  The  want  of  success,  we  mei^n 
poetical  success,  in  those  who  have  contended  for  it, 
would  almost  lead  us  to  believe  that  the  Muses  scorn  a 
ttsk  which  is  to  be  rewarded  by  money.  Mr.  Peers 
has  written  a  poem  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  has 
ho  glaring  faults  ;  but  unfortunately  for  its  Came,  it  is 
at  the  same  time  equally  devoid  of  any  striking  beau- 
ties. It  docs  noj:  require  the  spirit  of  prophecy  to  pre- 
<Jict  the  future  fate  of  such  a  production. 

A  Poem  on  the  Restoration  of  Learning  in  the  East ; 
which  obtained  Mr,  Buchanan's  Prize,  By  Charles 
Grant,  Esq,  m.  a.  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College,'  4to. 
pp.  29. 
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This  poem  b  a  proof  tkat  a  CDinpomtion  written  for 
fi  pecuniary  reward  may,  ncvorthele^s,  be  animated  bj 
the  true  spirit  of  poetry.  The  thoughts  are  elevateiC 
the  style  is  glowing  and  vigoi^ousy  and  the  versificatidn 
is  free  and  harmonious. 

Motiody  on  Admiral  Lord  Viscount  Nelson^  whoy  afler  a 
series  oftramceMent  and  hei^ic  services^  fell  gloriously 
October  2\y  1805,  m  the  battle  of  Trafalgar,  at  the 
moment  of  obtaining  the  most  brilltqnt  and  decisive  vic- 
tory recorded  in  the  annals  (^.  Great,  firitatft*  By 
George  Richards^  Ji.  m.  t.  a.*,  late  JFelkm  of  Oriel 
College,  Oxford,    4to.  pp.  10. 

Mr.  Richards  is  well  known  as  a  poet*  His  pre- 
sent poetical  essay  has  been  evidently  written  on  the 
spur  of  the  occasion,  with  a  wish  to  do  honour  to  the 
memory  of  the  brave.  It  is,  perhaps,  not  quite  equal 
to  some  of  his  former  productions^  but  it  will  dp  him 
BO*  discredit. 

The  Sp<Mft»  rf  the  Genii,    By  Mrs,  John  Hunter.    4to. 

pp.  l6.  » 

The  poelns  containect  in  this  e]egant  little  volume 
were  written  to  accompany  a  series  of  prints  from  se- 
veral sketches  of  winged  boys  drawn  by  the  late  Miss 
Susan  Maodonajd.  Mrs.  Hunter  has  performed  her 
voluntary  task  in  a  praiseworthy  styles  Her  vei;pes  ave 
sportive  and  elegant.  The  prints  illustrated  by  them 
are  fourteen  in  number,  and  display  c^HMiderable  taste. 

Palestine,    A  Poem :  in  Blank  Ver^.     Written  fih'thf 
Prize  at  Oxford,  in  1803.     8vo.  pp.  31, 

We  are  sorry  to*  say  that  this  is  one  of  the  worst 
poems  we  ever  read.    It  is  to  the  last  degree  "  flat 
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and  uaprofitflble."  Not  a  single  gleam  of  talent  il- 
Ivmes  the  dreary  waste  of  these  thirty  one  page*. 
Never  must  their  author  hope  to  be  called  a  poet. 
What  can  be  expected  fi'om  the  writer  who,  on  a  sub- 
ject which  would  almost  inspire  the  dead,  couid  pro- 
duce the  following  lines  ? 

•*  From  Ciriiiel's  hills  Vehold  the  itAtULiu  coasts 
Bxteod  their  wings  northward  and  sooth,  on  which 
In  latest  jears  the  British  arms  withsrood, 
Wifhstoodf  and  routed  under  Sidney  Smith, 
Th«  potent  leader*  now  the  chief  of  Gaul. 
Acra  be  thou  rcnown'd  I ^ — " 


SATIRE. 

Les  Ckamyignons  du  Diable ;  or  Imperial  Mushrooms :  a 
Mock-heroic  Poem  in  Five  Cantos :  including  a  Confe- 
rence between  the  Pope  and  the  DeHil,  on  his  HoUnes^s 
Visit  to  Paris  :  illustrated  with  Notes,  By  the  Editor 
of  "  Sdmagundr  and  *'  The  Wkcamical  Chapkt" 
4-c.  <^c.     Small  8vo.  pp.  204> 

The  reader  who  takes  up  this  Mock-heroic  Poem  by 
the  editor  of  ^'  Salmagundi''  will  expect  to  meet  with 
an  abundance  of  wit  and  humour,  and  with  a  versifi- 
cation iruly  hudibrastic.  In  this  expectation  he  will 
not  be  disappointed.  Mr.  Huddisford  displays  as  much 
vigour  in  his  present  as  he  did  in  bis  former  produc- 
tions of  the  same  kind.  If  the  risible  muscles  qf  those 
who  peruse  his  mock-heroic  be  not  absolutely  immo- 
vable, we  think  they  will  be  frequently  excited  into 
violent  action  by  "  Les  Champignons  du  Pliable," 
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tthvmes  on  Art ;  j)r  the  Remonstrance  of  a  Painter :  in 
Two  Parts.  With  Notes  and  a  Preface^  including 
Strictures  on  the  State  of  the  Arts,  Criticism,  Patron^ 
age,  and  Public  Taste.  By  Martin  Archer  Shee,  a.  m. 
The  Second  Edition,  with  an  additional  Preface  atid 
Notes,     Small  8vo.  pp.  17'7» 

These  "  Rhumes  or  Art"  have  a  decisive  claim  to  a 
higher  title.  They  justify  us  in  giving  to  their  author 
the  name  of  a  poet.  His  satire  is  discriminated  and 
pointed,  his  illustrations  frequently  new  and  happy, 
and  his  verse,  though  polished,  is  never  insipid. 


^ 


NEW  EDITIONS  OF  ANCIENT  ENGLISH 

POETS. 


The  Works  of  Edmund  Spenser,  vnth  the  principal  lUuS" 
t rations  of  various  Commentators :  To  which  are  added 
Notes,  some  Account  of  the  Life  of  Spenset,  and  'a 
Glossarial  and  other  Indexes,  By  the  Rev.  Henry  John 
Todd,  M.A.  F.  R.s.     8vo.  8  Vols.  pp.  3970. 

In  our  volume  for  1801  we  had  the  pleasure  of  no- 
ticing Mr.  Todd's  Edition  of  Milton's  Poetical  Works. 
He  has  now  turned  his  attention  to  another  of  our 
greatest  poets,  and  with  equal  success.  Mr.  Todd  is 
eminently  qualified  to  perform  with  effect  the  duty  of 
a  commentator.  To  great  research  he  unites,  what  is 
unluckily  not  always  found  in  men  of  great  research,- a 
liberal  mind,  an  elegant  taste,  and  a  sound  judgment. 
His  edition  of  Spenser  leaves  little  to  hope  from  any 
future  editor  of  that  delightful  bard., 

VOL.  V.  K  k 


The  Play9  of  Philip  Mauinger^  in  Four  Volumes.  Wi^ 
Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  By  IF.  G^jfbrd^  Isq, 
8vo.  4 Vols,  pp.2203. 

MikSsiNasR,  one  of  the  best  of  our  ancient  dramatic 
writers^  had  been  more  unfortunate  in  his  editon  than 
any  of  his  brethren.     His  fine  conceptions  and  his 
masterly  versification  had  been  shamefully  perverted 
into  nonsense  and  doggrel.     Many  of  his  most  beauti- 
ful passages  were  rendered  absolutely  unreadable*    In 
this  state  his  dramas  were  found  by  Mr.  Giffbrd,  who 
resolved  to  restore  the  text  to  its  original  purity.    A 
person  better  qualified  for  the  task  could  not  easily  be 
found.     Mr.  Gifford  has  executed  his  arduous  under- 
taking in  such  a  manner  as  leaves  nothing  to  be  de- 
sired.    The  text  and  the  metre  have  been  reformed 
with  the  most  sedulous  care,  and  the  lover  of  the  old 
English  drama  may  now  enjoy  the  satisfaction  of  read- 
ing the  plays  of  Massinger   as  they  were  originally 
written  by  Massinger  him^f.     Mr.  Gifford's  uotes  ace 
highly  interesting,  and  he  has  judiciously  avoided  the 
common  error  Qf  burying  his  author  und^r  a  moun- 
tainous mass  of  useless  comment.     The  value  of  this 
edition  is  also  much  enhanced  by  the  critical  ^kbserva- 
tions  of  Dr.  Ireland. 


TRANSLATIONS, 

The  Nature  of  Thiitss ;  a  Didactic  Poem,     Translated 

from  the  Latin  of  Titvs  Lucretius  Cams ;  accompamcd 

with  the  Original  Text,  and  iUttstrated  with  Noteft 

Philological  and  Explanatory.    By  John  Mason  Good* 

4to,  2  Vols,  pp.  1317, 
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The  mere  English  reader  has  hithdrto  known  Lu- 
cretius only  through  the  medium  of  Creech's  crabbed 
and  unpoetical  version.  He  may  now  consult  him  with 
T^ore  pleasure,  and  even  with  more  profit.  Lucretius 
could  hardly  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a  person, 
more  able  than  Mr.  Good  to  do  him  rigid  justice.  Mr, 
Good's  translation  is  executed  with  great  poetical  spi- 
rit, and  his  notes  are  highly  interesting  P^nd  instrudtiv);^ 
We  must,  however,  enter  our  protest  against  the  re- 
publication of  the  **  original  text.*' 

Specimens  of  scarce  Translations  of  the  17  th  Ce/Uurj/ from 
tlie  Latm  Poets :  to  which  are  added  MisceUmeous 
Translations  from  the  Greeks  'Spanish,  Italian,  Sf;c.  By 
Robert  Walpole,  Esq,  B.  a.  cf  Trimty  College,  Cam" 
bridge.     Small  8vo.  pp.  l64. 

This  little  volume  Mr.  Walpole,  in  hit  preface,  in- 
forms us  was  *^  undertaken  and  completed  during,  the 
liours  of  relaxation  from  a  literary  performomce  of  a 
more  severe  nature."  We  are  glad  that  his  **  hours  of 
relaxation"  were  so  employed.  His  selection  is  made 
with  much  judgment,  and  his  own  translations,  thouf^ 
sometimes  diffuse,  are  never  inelegant. 

The  Penance  ofHtsgo,  a  Vision  on  the  French  Reroludott;' 
in  the  Manner  of  Dante,  In  Four  Cantos.  Written  on 
the  Occasion  of  the  Death  of  Nicola  Hugo  de  Basseville^ 
Envoy  from  the  French  Repid)lic  at  Rome,  January  14^ 
1793.  Translated  from  the  original  Italian  ofVincenzo 
Monti  into  English :  with  two  additional  Cantos,  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  Boyd,  a.  m.  Vicar  ofDrvmgarth  in  Ireland, 
and  Chaplain  to  the  Bight  Honourable  Lord  Viscount 
C/iarleville,     Small  8vo.  pp.  19O. 
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The  merit  of  Mr.  Boyd,  as  a  translator  from  the 
Italian,  has  long  been  known  ;  nor  will  his  well-eamod 
reputation  be  diminished  by  his  present  effort.  He 
has  executed  his  version  of  Monti's  poem  with  much 
felicity,  and  his  additional  books  are  not  bi'hind  th« 
original  in  poetical  spirit. 

The  Inferno  cf  Dante  AUghierx :  Canto  I — XVII.  with  a 
Translation  in  English  Blank  Versty  Notes^  and  a  Life 
of'  the  Author,  By  the  Rev.  Henri/  Francis  Cary^  a,  if-. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  286\ 

One  principal  purpose  of  this  translation,  we  are 
informed  by  Mr.  Cary,  is  the  affording  an  easy  intro- 
duction to  such  as  are  desirous  of  forming  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Italian  poet  himself.  For  this  purpose 
Mr.  Gary's  version  is  admirably  adapted.  The  English 
and  Italian  arc  printed  on  opposite  pages.  Seldom,  if 
ever,  have  we  seen  so  remarkable  an  instance  of  rigid 
closeness  in  translating  an  author  as  Mr.  Cary  has  dis- 
played. His  translation,  which  is  in  blank  verse,  is 
even  comprized  in  a  smaller  number  of  lines  than  the 
original ;  yet  nothing  is  omitted.  Nor  is  it,  though  so 
scrupulously  faithful,  by  any  means  deficient  in  poeti- 
cal spirit.  We  hope  Mr.  Gary  will  meet  with  such 
success  as  may  stimulate  him  to  a  continuance  of  his 
labours. 

ne  Song  of  the  Sun,     A  Poein  of  the  Mth  Century; 

j'rrnn  the  more  ancient  Icelandic  Collection^  called  the 

Edda,     Imitated  by  the  Rev.  James  Beresfordy  a.  m. 

Fellow  of  Merton  College^  Oxford,     With  a  Freface^ 

'Notesy  and  short  Account  of  the  Author,  8vo.  pp.lOp. 

This  imitation  is  not  executed  from  the  original 
poem^  but  from  a  Latin  version  of  it.    To  the  practice 
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of  translating  from  a  translation  there  are  many  objec- 
tions. Much  of  the  spirit,  and  eveii  meaning,  of  the 
original  is  sure  to  be  lost.  Mr.  Beresford's  imitation 
is  not  without  passages  of  considerable,  merit  >  but  is 
too  frequently  harsh  and  obscure. 


THE  DRAMA. 


UNACTED  PLAYS, 


■i 


Nathan  the  Wise,  a  Dramatic  Foemy  written  originally  in 
Germany  hy  G.  E,  Leasing,    8vo.  pp.  293. 

This  dramatic  poem,  the  title  page  informs  us, 
was  printed  in  179^,  and  published  in  1805.  We  re- 
gret that  it  escaped  with  only  a  fourteen  year^  cqq- 
iincment.  It  is  tedious  beyot)d  human  endurance. 
There  is  nothing,  hq'wever,  or  at  least  but  few  things, 
that  may  not  be  made  of  some  utility.  Those  who 
have  suffered  from  the  want  of  sleep,  may  receive  re- 
lieif  by  perusing  '*  Nathan  the  Wise*  before  they  ^ire 
to  bed.  The  design  of  Mr.  Lessingfs  dramatic  poem  is 
'^  to  inculcate  mutual  indulgence  between  religious 
sects/  Gentle  reader,  can  you  guess  the  means  Mr* 
Lessing  has  chosen  to  produce  so  desirable  an  end  ? 
We  will  almost  venture  to  sweai:  you  will  not  sueat 
right.  Yet  they  are  the  easiest  that  can  possibly  be 
imagined.  His  recipe  simply  consists  in  convincing 
you  that  il  is  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  Mrhethet 
a  man  be  a  christian,  a  mahometan,  or  a  jew  !  It  if  a 
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pity  that  the  t^ranslator  of  this  brilliant  and  moral 
piece  did  not  employ  his  talents  upon  something  more 
worthy  of  them. 

Sacred  Dramas :  intended  chiefly  for  ycmftg  Persons,  7\> 
which  is  addedf  an  Elegy  in  Four  Parts,  By  John 
Collet,  Master  of  the  Academy,  Evesham,  Worcester^ 
shire.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  224. 

The  praise  of  good  intentions  we  can  give  to  Mr. 
Collet,  but  no  other  praise.  His  Sacred  Dramas  are 
very  poor  compositions ;  they  are  uniformly  far  be- 
neath mediocrity.  Plan,  style,  versification,  all  is 
lamentably  bad.     . 


ACTED  PLAYS. 

TAe  Honey  Moon :  a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts,     As  per^. 
'  farmed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,  vsith  uni' 

versal  Applame.    By  the  tote  John  Tobin,  Esq.    8vo. 

pp.  82. 

This  play  we  consider  as  a  striking  proof  of  the 
power  of  genius.  Scarcely  any  thing  in  the  plot  is  the 
author's  own ;  and  of  the  characters  the  majority  at 
least  may  be  found  in  our  older  dramatic  writers.  In 
^pite  of  all  this  ^'  The  Honey  Mo<m"  commands  ap« 
plause,  i^nd  will>  we  doubt  not,  bo  a  stock  piece  upon 
the  theatrical  list.  The  author  has  certainly,  in  the 
parts  we  have  mentioned,  taken  the  liberty  of  borrow- 
ing from  other  writers  -,  but  he  has  given  us  good  proof 
that  his  borrowipg  ha^  not  arisen  from  poverty.    Th« 
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wit,  bttmoor,  and  )i)irit  of  his  dialogue  #iil  not  easily 
l>e  matcked.  He  writes  in  blank  v^ree,  and  it  is  no 
small  praise  to  say  that  his  blank  verse  would  not  hav^ 
disgraced  our  standard  authors.  At  no  time  would  it 
be  otherwise  thin  painful  to  record  the  decease  of  a 
man  of  genius  ;  but  in  the  present  state  of  the  stage  it 
is  doubly  painful  to  say  that  the  author  of  the  Honey 
Moon  is  no  longer  in  existence ! 

To  Marry  y  or  not  to  Marry ;  a  €&mtdyy  fA  tivt  Acts. 
An  performed  of  the  TketOrt  Bffyaly  Ctnttnt  Gardkn. 
By  Mrs,  Inchbald.    8vo.  pp.  96: ' 

This  comedy  is  not  untworthy  of  Mrs.  Inchbald's 
literary  reputation.  Th0  foble  is  contrived  with  akiU, 
the  dialogue  is  neat  and  spirited,  and  some  of  the  chtb* 
racters  are  drawn  with  much  force  and  discriminatioai. 

Tke  DeUnquertt:  or^  teeing  Company  ;  a  Comedy^  iftFiPi 
Acts.  As  performed  At  the  Theatre  Moyd,  Caem^i 
Garden.     By  Frederick  Reynolds,     Svo*  pp.  73» 

We  are  sorry  to  be  under  the  disagreeable  necessity 
df  passing  sentence  of  condemnation  upon  th*eDehn^ 
quent ;  but  we  must  give  sueh  a  verdict  as  our  con- 
science directs^  The  Delinquent  has  many'^ults  and 
vety  few  good  qualities  to  balance  against  tbem.  •  Let 
hifli  be  delivi^red  over  to  the  grocer  and  trunk  nwker. 

Join  BuU ;  or  the  Englishman's  Fire  Side :  a  Comedy^  m^ 
Five  Acts*  First  performed  at  the  Theatre  Rrndp 
CoBoent  Garden^  on  the  ^th  ofMarchi  1<803.  %  wOp 
Cohnan,  the  younger.    8v6.  pp«  102. 

Tills  play  has  been  repeatedly  a^ftd?  and  alwati 
with   distinguished  approbation.      Nor  is  it,  oiktMl 
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whole,  unworthy  of  the  praise  which  H  hlM  received^ 
It  has  much  wit,  the  dialogue  is  neat  and  lively^  and 
the  incidents  are  well  imagined.  ^  We  must,  however, 
say  that  the  author  has  too  frequently  laid  a  trap  for  a 
joke ;  that  some  of  his  characters  are  a  little  out  of 
nature  ;  and  that  the  general  tendency  of  his  piece  ia 
liable  to  objection. 

A  Prior  Clam ;  a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts,  First  performed 
at  the  Theatre  Royal j  Drury  Lancy  on  Tuesday^  Octo* 
ber  29,  1805.  By  Henry  James  Pye  and  Samuel 
James  Arnold.    8vo.  pp.  68. 

Thk  great  misfortune  of  this  play  is  that  though 
there  is  nothing,  from  beginning  to  end,  which  trails 
for  severe  censure,  there  is  m>thing  which  irresistibly 
seizes  upon  the  attention  of  those  who  see  or  who  read  it. 
Some  parts  of  the  characters  are  tolerably  drawn,  some 
of  the  dialogue  is  spirited,  and  some  wit  and  humour 
may  be  found  in  every  act ;  but  the  general  effect  is 
flat  and  uninteresting. 

The  School  for  Friends;  a  Comedy ^  tn  Five  Acts.  As 
petformedy  with  distinguished  Success,  by  their  Majes- 
ties' Servants,  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane. 
Written  by  Miss  Chambers,  Author  of  "  He  Deceives 
Himself"  a  domestic  Tale,  in  3  Vols,    8vo.  pp.  9^7. 

This  comedy  is  far  superior  to  the  common  run  of 
modem  theatncal  pieces.  The  dialogue  has  great 
point,  neatness,  and  spirit,  the  situations  are  inte- 
resting, the  plot  is  skilfully  conducted,  and  the  mo- 
ral is  unexceptionable.  We  hope  that  the  success 
which  Miss  Chambers  has  experienced  will  stimulate 
her  to  a  continuance  of  her  exertions. 
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The  Blind  Bargdm  :■  or  Hear  it  Out ;  c  C6medy\  in  Tide 
.  Acts,     4*  perfofmed  at  the  Theatre  Roj/al^  Cocent 
Garden.    Bif  Frederick  Reynotde,     »vo,  pp.  77. 

This  is  a  bOsy,  farcical  piece,  not  ill  calculated, 
perhaps,  to  raise  a  laugh,  but  having  little  pretension 
to  literary  excellence.    The  dialogue  is  not  elegant, 
nor  is  there  much  sterling  wit^  and  where  the  author" 
has  aimed  at  originality  of  character  he  has  widely- 
overstepped  the- modesty  of  nature. 

The  School  of  Reform  ;  or  How  to  Rule  a  Httsband  ;  a 
Comedy,  in  Five  Acts,  As  performed  at  the  Tfteatre 
Royal,  Caoent  Garden,  By  Thomas  Morton^  Esq, 
^vo*  pp.  88* 

Therk  is  much  improbability  in  Mr.  Morton's 
comedy,  yet,  in  spite  of  this  circumstance,  it  excites 
a  powerful  interest.  We  think  it  indeed  one  of  the 
best  which  he  has  produced.  The  dialogue,  alternate- 
ly serious  and  comic,  is  polished  and  animated,  the 
incidents  are  generally  striking,  and  the  characters, 
among  which  that  of  Robin  Tyke  is  the  most  promi- 
nent, are  natural  and  well  supported. 

Who  Wants  a  Guinea?  A  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts,  As 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden,    First 

.  acted  April  18,  1805.  By  George  Colmm,  the 
younger,     8vo.  pp.  84, 

This  is  rather  a  farce  in  five  acts  than  a  legitimate 
comedy.  The  characters  are  drawn  and  coloured  in 
the  style  of  caricature.  The  piece  is,  nevertheless, 
truly  amusing.  Those  who  are  pleased  with  wit  and 
smart  dialogue  will  not  fail  to  be  gratified  by  Mr. 
Colman's  production. 
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TktWUlfor  tktDtei;  a  Comedy^  mTkne  Adt.  J$ 
ferfbrmed  ai  the  Theatre  Rf/yal,  Qroetii  Gmrim. 
WrUten  fy  Tkamas  DMin,  Author  of  Gmlty  mid  Not 
Omlt^y  the  Qdnnety  4*c.  ^e.  ^c.    8vo.  pp.  64. 

Iir  your  prologue^  Mr.  Dibdin,  you  desire  us  to 
**  accept  of  the  Will  for  the  Deed."  We  are  concerned 
diat  we  cannot  comply  with  your  request.  *^  The  Will 
for  the  Deed''  is  one  of  your  most  indifferent  (Meces< 
It  was  doubtless  your  wish  to  make  a  comedy  of  it, 
but  you  did  not  accomplish  what  you  wished. 

Tie  Venetian  OiUlaw ;  a  Drama,  in  Three  Acts.  As 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drvry  Lane.  Trans" 
lated  and  adapted  to  the  English  Stage.  By  R.  W. 
EUiston.  Dedicated,  by  Permission,  to  His  Majesty. 
8vo.  pp.  60. 

This  piece  appears  fiir  better  calculated  for  the 
theatre  than  the  closet.  It  has  slight  pretensions  to 
literary  merit,  but  is.  sufficiently  bustling  and  full  of 
astonishing  incidents  to  keep  alive  the  attention  of  a 
spectator. 

The  Cabinet ;  a  Comic  Opera,  in  Three  Acts.    First  per* 

.  formed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Cofoent  Garden,  on  Tues* 

day,  February  9,  1802.     Written  by  Thomas  Dibdin, 

Author  <if  Ouilty  and  Not  Guilty,  the  Jem  and  Doctor, 

£fC.  4'C.  4-c.     8vo.  pp.  88. 

The  dialogue  of  a  comic  opera  seems  generally  to 
be  considered  as  a  sort  of  peg  to  hang  Uie  scenery, 
dresses,  and  music  upon,  and  the  care  bestowed  upoft 
it  by  the  author,  is  proportioned  to  the  dignity  of  the 

Eurpose  for  which  his  efforts  are  wanted.    Mr.  Dibdin, 
owever,  has  executed  his  task  in  a  manner  not  dis* 
creditable  to  him.     His  *^  Cabinet"  is  a  pleasing  trifle. 
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The  English  Fleet,  in  1342 ;  an  Historical  Comic  Operm^ 
in  Three  Acts.  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Rot^lf 
Covent  Garden,  Written  hy  Thomas  Dibdiuy  Author 
of  Guilt i^  and.  Not  Guilty,  the  Cabinet,  SfC.  ^rc.  SfC* 
8vo.  pp.  63. 

'*  Tiis  English  Fleet"  is  of  the  same  class  as  '^  The 
Cabinet/'  but  is  not,  we  think,  equal  to  that  piece. 
We  really  wish  that  Mr.  Dibdin  would  open  his  eyes 
to  the  propriety  of  writing  less  hastily.  He  is  not 
without  comic  powers ;  but  if  he  will  persist  in  pro-* 
ducing  three  or  four  plays  yearly,  he  must  be  content 
to  have  them  forgotten  within  the  year  of  their  birth. 

Family  Quarrels ;  a  Comic  Opera,  in  Three  Acts,  As 
pei^'ormed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden,  Writ- 
ten by  Thomas  Dibdin,  Author  of  GuUty  and  Not 
Chiilty,  the  Cabinet,  Spc.  SfC,  Spc.     8vo.  pp.  74. 

Another  comic  opera  by  Mr.  Dibdin  !  This  inde- 
fatigable writer  has  certainly  an  intention  of  rivalling, 
in  facility  of  composition,  the  celebrated  Lope  de 
Vega.  We  are  not,  however,  disposed  to  quarrel  with 
his  prolific  Muse  on  the  present  occasion.  The  brat  is 
better  looking  and  more  hearty  than  others  of  ih^ 
family. 

Youth,  Love,  and  Folly ;  a  Comic  Opera.  As  performed 
at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,  with  distinguished 
Success.  Written  by  Mr.  Dimofid,  Jun.  Author  of  the 
Hero  of  the  North,  <^c.  SfC.  Spc.  SfC.     8vo.  pp.  54. 

This  piece,  with  the  assistance  of  scenery,  dressfe, 
and  music,  may  please  on  the  stage,  but  in  the  closet 
it  has  few  attractions.  Mr.  Dimond  persists  in  his 
fondness  for  a  vicious  style.  His  prose  is  too  frequent- 
ly upon  stilts,  and  his  language  too  often  affected.  He 
has  talent  but  no  taste. 
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The  IFeatkercock ;  a  Farce^  in  Two  Acts.  First  acted 
at  the  Theatre  Roycdy  Drurv  Lane^  Monday y  Novem- 
ber 18,  1805.  ,jB^  John  TUt AUingham.    8vo.  pp.27. 

^  The  Weathercock^'  has  some  good  situations,  and 
tome  wit ;  but  it  is  too  absurd  te  be  seen  or  Kad  with- 
out disgust.  Young  Fickle,  from  whose  changeable 
disposition  the  piece  takes  its  name,  is  not  a  rational 
being,  but  a  madman.  Instead  of  being  married  he 
ought  to  have  been  put  under  the  care  of  a  doctor. 
Perhaps,  however,  the  author  imagined  that  as  some 
wives  have  the  power  of  driving  a  sensible  man  mad, 
others  might  possess  the  more  wonderful  power  of  re- 
storing a  mad  man  to  his  senses. 

Too  Many  CooJcs :  a  Musical  Farce,  in  T\vo  Acts,  As 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden.  By 
James  Kenney,  Author  of  liaising  the  Wind,  Matri- 
mony, SfC,     8vo.  pp.  44.  ^ 

Ma.  Ken  VET  is  a  writer  of  considerable  promise. 
His  present  farce  is  a  lively  bustling  piece,  well  con- 
trived for  effect.     Some  of  the  siongs  are  pretty. 

ttitgantino :  or,  the  Bravo  of  Venice,    A  grand  Romantic 
Melo-Drama,  in  Two  Acts,    First  perjormed  at  Covent 
Garden  Theatre,  on  Fiiday,  October  18,   1805.     By 
.  M.  G,  Lewis,     8vo.  pp.  55. 

-  This  Melo-Drama  is  taken  from  a  romance  of  the 
same  name.  Air.  Lewis  claims,  in  his  preface,  but 
little  merit  for  what  he  has  done.  He  has,  however, 
produced  a  piece  which,  independently  of  its  theatrical 
effect,  is  superior  to  many  compositions  of  the  same 
kind. 
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The  Poems  of  Ossian,  &c.  containing  the  Poetical 
Works  of  James  Macpherson,  Esq.  in  Prose  and  Rhyme. 
With  Notes  and  Illustrations.  By  Malcolm  Laing, 
Esq.  2  vols.  8vo. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Arthur  Bligh,  Esq.  small  8vo. 

Soldier^s  Fare ;  or  Patriotism  and  Hospitality,  a 
Poem.     By  a  Volunteer.    4to. 

The  Chaplet ;  a  Collection  of  Poems,  partly  origi* 
naly  and  partly  selected  from  the  most  eminent  Authors. 
18mo. 

Modern  Paris :  a  free  Imitation  of  the  Third  Satire 
/of  Juvenal.    .12mo. 

A  Poetical  Epistle  to  the  Right  Hon.  W.  Pitt   4to. 

The  British  Martial ;  or  English  Epigrammatist ; 
being  the  largest  Collection  of  Epigrams  ever  publish- 
ed, and  containing  all  the  best  in  the  Language,  with 
some  originals.     2  vols.    Small  8vo. 

Simple  Poems  on  Simple  Subjects.  By  Catharine 
Milne,  Wife  of  a  Journeyman  Sbip-Carpentcr  in  Aber* 
deen.     8vo. 

Flights  of  Fancy :  consisting  of  Miscellaneous  Poems. 
With  the  Castle  of  Avola,  an  Opera  in  Three  Acts.  By 
Mrs.  J.  T.  Serres.    Crown  8vo. 

Playful  Translations  from  the  Greek  and  Roman 
Classics,  adapted  to  Men,  Manners,  and  Things ;  witfai 
original  Poems,  Prologues,  Epilogues,  Epigrams,  &c. 
Py  Thomas  Vaughan«    4to.     No.  1. 

The  Bettyana,  a  Poem,  descriptive  of  the  Progrest 
of  the  yoinqg  Roscius.     By  G.  M.  Woodward.    4to. 

An  Epistle  to  James  Barry,  Esq.  containing  Strictures 
on  some  of  the  Works  of  that  celebrated  Artist.  By 
Francis  Burroughs,  Esq.     8vo. 
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The  Poetical  Works  of  the  Author  of  the  Heroic 
Epistle  to  Sir  W.  Chambers,  now  first  collected ;  with 
Notes,  by  the  original  Publisher.    Small  8vo. 

The  Melviad  ;  a  satirical  Poem  with  Notes.    4to. 

The  Young  Roscius ;  an  admonitory  Poem.    4to. 

Miscellanies  (Prose  and  Verse).  By  Richard  Twis§« 
8vo.  2  vols. 

A  Selection  of  Poems,  designed  chiefly  for  Schools 
«nd  young  Persons.     By  Joseph  Cottle.     12mo. 

The  Triumph  of  Friendship  and  Reward  of  Ingrati- 
tude, an  interesting  Historical  Poem.  By  W,  Golden. 
4to. 

The  Tears  of  Britain,  an  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Lord 
Kelson.    By  D.  Lawlcr.    4to. 

Funeral  Ode  for  Music,  to  the  Memory  of  the  ira- 
mortal  Hero,  Lord  Nelson.    4to. 

Victoiy  in  Tears  ;  or,  the  Shade  of  Nelson.  A  Tri- 
bute to  the  Memory  of  that  immortal  Hero,  who  fell 
in  the  Battle  of  Trafalgar,  October  21,  1805.    4to. 

Trafalgar :  a  Rhapsody  on  the  Death  of  Lord  Nel- 
son. By  Robert  Bellew,  Esq.of  theMiddleTemple.  41a. 

A  Funeral  Ode,  in  Two  Parts,  on  the  Death  of  Lord 
Kelson.  By  Edward  Atkins  Bray,  f.  a.  s.  of  the 
Middle  Temple.    4to. 

A  Sublime  Monody,  sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the 
illustrious  Naval  Hero  Lord  Viscount  Nelson.  By 
Joshua  West.     8vo. 

Confined  in  Vain,  or  a  Double  to  Do  ;  a  Farce,  in 
Two  Acts.  By  T.  Jones,  Author  of  Poems,  &c.  and 
Phantoms,  or  the  Irishman  in  England  ;  a  Farce.  Svo. 

The  Swiss  Exile,  a  Poem.    By  Shirley  Palmer.  4to. 

An  Essay  on  Man,  on  Principles  opposite  to  those  of 
Lord  Bolingbroke ;  in  Four  Epistles.  With  a  Preface 
fend.  Notes.    By  W.  Churchey.     Igmo. 
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RICHMOND  HILL; 


DESCRIPTIVE  AND  HISTORICAL  POEM: 

I 

INTENDED   TO    BE    ILLtfSTRATIVE   OP  THE   rRIVCIPAL   OBJSOTt 

VIEWED  raov  tmat  bsautivvl  bmihuk;!. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  INDIAN  ANnQUITIESL 


CONDITIONS. 

I.  Richmond  Hill  will  be  printed  at  the  Prcw  of 
W.  Bulmer  and  Co.  in  a  similar  manner  with  Gl^oVE 
Hill. 

IL  The  ancient  Palace  at  Richmond,  erected  by 
Henry  VH.  and  engraved  by  Hollar,  will  Ibrm  th!e 
Frontispiece* 

III.  Subscriptions  at  One  Guinea  will  be  received 
by  Mr.  Bulmer,  Shakspeare  Printing  Office;  Mr. 
White,  Fleet-street ;  Messrs.  Rivingtons,  St.  Paul's 
Church-yard ;  and  the  Author,  at  the  British  Museum. 


ARGUMENT. 


•   Tai  tumult  of  war,  and  the  ravages  caused  by  ambition,  con- 
trasted with  those  images  of  rural  tranquillity  and  abundance,  sug- 
gested by  the  subject.— Apostrophe  to  the  Genii  who  may  be  pre- 
SttHsed  to  guard  the  liaunts  of  Britain's  departed  Kings. — I)edication 
of  the  Poem  to  Lord  Viscount  Sidmouth,  resident  in  Richmond 
Park.— General  view  of  objects  from  Richmond  Hill,  including 
tiie  Royal  Gardens — compared  with  the  most  celebrated  hills  of 
antiqiui^.— -Richmond  the  Parsassus,  and  its  vale  the  Tbmfb^ 
of  Britain.— Poets  who  have  preceded  the  Author  in  describing 
theb  beauties,  and  those  of  the  adjoining  districts— Denham— Pope 
— ^Thompson— Collins— Gray  .^-Historical  retrospect  on  the  glori- 
oos  actions  of  those  ancient  princes  who  were  born,  or  flourished, 
at  Richmond— Henry  the  Third,  the  Fifth,  and  the  Seventh  ;  the 
last  of  whom  erected  the  ancient  palace,  of  which  an  engraved 
plate  from  Hollar  forms  the  Frontispiece. — Elizabeth. — ^That  pa- 
lace described — its  gaudy  decorations  in  painting  and  sculpture* 
descriptive  of  the  wars  aad  triui»phs  of  its  earl^  princes,  and  the 
athletic  games  of  the  ancient  Britons. — The  ancient  and  renowned 
Monastery  of.  Siisen.  founded  by  Henry  V.  described. — Gothic 
Architecture.— Painted  windows,  roofs,  and  walls. — Grandeur  ot* 
the  Roman  Catholic  worship,  especially  in  the  circumstance  of 
music.— Tlie  neighbouring  convent  and  beautiful  groves  of  Sign.— 
Henry  VIII. — his  sanguinary  atrocities  stigmatized — induced  by 
his  boundless  profusion,  rather  than  any  real  zeal  for  religion,  he 
seizes  on  the  numasteries,  and  confiscates  their  immense  treasures 
— the  distractions  and  distress  consequent  among  an  order  of  iticn 
wbok  in  many  instances,  however  reprehensible  their  superstition, 
were  the  patrons,  and  their  abodes  the  depositaries,  of  ScfSNeE — 
those  at  SiTEEN  and  Sion  more  particularly  described. — The  glory 
(tf  SasEN  revived  when  it  became  the  residence  of  the  illustrious 
Temple— Swift — Stella — and  of  Sign,  when  inhabited  by  the 
noble  families  of  Percy  and  M ARLBoaoucH.-^The  evening  pros- 
pect from  Richmond  Hill— Wimbledon,  Earl  Spencer — Chis- 
wick,  Duke  of  Devonshire— Merton  Abbey,  Lord  Nelson— Putney, 
Mr.  Pitt — Hampton  Court,  Cardinal  Wo Isey— Windsor  Castle*- 
The  whole  concluding  with  a  view  of  the  Tsew  Palace,  erected 
by  his  present  Majesty — and  a  fervent  address  to  the  Deity  for 
the  restoration  of  the  blessings  of  Peace  to  desolated  Europe. 
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